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FBEFACES 


TO 


THE  COLLECTED  EDITION  OF  TEN  VOLUMES, 

PUBLISHED  IN  1841.  1843. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FIRST  VOLUME. 

FniDUio  it  to  be  the  wish  of  my  Publishers 
that  at  lesifit  the  earlier  Tolomes  of  this  col- 
leetion  should  each  be  accompanied  by  some 
pre&tory  matter,  illustrating,  by  a  few  bio- 
grtphieal  memoranda,  the  progress  of  my 
humble  literary  career,  I  haye  consented, 
though  not,  I  confess,  without  some  scruple 
ud  hesitation,  to  comply  with  their  request. 
In  no  country  is  there  so  much  curiosity  felt 
Rspeeting  the  interior  of  the  lives  of  public 
loen  as  in  England ;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
in  DO  country  is  he  who  ventures  to  tell  his  own 
■tory  M>  little  safe  from  the  imputation  of  van- 
ity and  self-display. 

The  whole  of  the  poems  contained  in  the 
fint,  as  well  as  in  the  greater  part  of  the 
Kconi  volume  of  this  collection  were  written 
^tween  the  sixteenth  and  the  twenty-third 
y^  of  the  author^s  age.     But  I  had  begun 
•tiJl  earlier,  not  only  to  rhyme  but  to  publish.' 
A  sonnet  to  my  schoolmaster,  Mr.   Samuel 
Whyte,  written  in  my  fourteenth  year,  ap- 
peared at  the  time   in  a   Dublin  magazine, 
ttUed  the  Anthologii, — ^the  first,  and,  I  fear, 
almost  only,  creditable  attempt  in  periodical 
literature  of  which  Ireland  has  to  boast.    I  had 
eren  at  an  earlier  period  (1793)  sent  to  this 
magazine  two  short  pieces  of  verse,  prefaced 

*  SoBM  cooAiMd  nolloD  of  this  ikct  baa  led  the  writer  ofa 
■nair  pi«fiz0d  to  tba  **  Pocket  EdiUon**  of  my  PoeuM, 
at  Zirkkaga,  to  atata  that  Bxlnsley  Sheridan  was  my 


by  a  note  to  the  editor,  requesting  the  inseiw 
tion  of  the  "  following  attempts  of  a  youthful 
muse ;"  and  the  fear  and  trembling  with  which 
I  Tcntuied  upon  this  step  were  agreeably  dis- 
pelled, not  only  by  the  appearance  of  the  con- 
tributions, but  still  more  by  my  finding  myself, 
a  few  months  after,  hailed  as  **  Our  esteemed 
correspondent,  T.  M." 

It  was  in  the  pages  of  this  publication, — 
where  the  whole  of  the  poem  was  extracted,—* 
that  I  first  met  with  the  Pleasures  of  Memory ; 
and  to  this  day,  when  I  open  the  volume  of 
the  Anthologia  which  contains  it,  the  very 
form  of  the  type  and  color  of  the  paper  brings 
back  vividly  to  my  mind  the  delight  with  which 
I  fjTSt  read  that  poem. 

My  schoolmaster,  Mr.  Whyte,  though  amu- 
singly vain,  was  a  good  and  kind-hearted  man ; 
and,  as  a  teacher  of  public  reading  and  elocu- 
tion, had  long  enjoyed  considerable  reputa- 
tion. Nearly  thirty  years  before  I  became  his 
pupil,  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan,  then  about 
eight  or  nine  years  of  age,  had  been  placed  by 
Mrs.  Sheridan  under  his  care;*  and,  strange 
to  say,  was,  afler  about  a  year's  trial,  pro- 
nounced, both  by  tutor  and  parent,  to  be  *'  an 
incorrigible  dunce."  Among  those  who  took 
lessons  from  him  as  private  pupils  were  several 
young  ladies  of  rank,  belonging  to  some  of 
those  great  Irish  families  who  still  continued  to 
lend  to  Ireland  the  enlivening  influence  of 
their  presence,  and  made  their  country-seats, 
through  a  great  part  of  the  year,  the  scenes  of 

tutor  !—*' Great  attention  was  paid  to  his  edneation  ty  his 
tntor,  Sheridan.** 
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refined  as  well  as  hospitable  festiTity.  The 
Miss  Montgomerys,  to  whose  rare  beauty  the 
pencil  of  Sir  Joshua  has  given  immortality, 
were  among  those  whom  my  worthy  preceptor 
most  boasted  of  as  pupils ;  and  his  description 
of  them,  I  remember,  long  haunted  my  boyish 
imagination,  as  though  they  were  not  earthly 
women,  but  some  spiritual  '*  creatures  of  the 
element." 

About  thirty  or  forty  years  before  the  pe- 
riod of  which  I  am  speaking,  an  eager  taste 
for  private  theatrical  performances  had  sprung 
up  among  the  higher  ranks  of  society  in  Ire- 
land ;  and  at  Carton,  the  seat  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster,  at  Castletown,  Marley,  and  other 
great  houses,  private  plays  were  got  up,  of 
which,  in  most  instances,  the  superintendence 
was  intrusted  to  Mr.  Whyte,  and  in  general 
the  prologue,  or  the  epilogue,  contributed  by 
his  pen.  At  Marley,  the  seat  of  the  Latouches, 
where  the  masque  of  Comus  was  performed  in 
the  year  1776,  while  my  old  master  supplied 
the  prologue,  no  less  distinguished  a  hand  than 
that  of  our  "ever-glorious  Grattan,"*  fur- 
nished the  epilogue.  This  relic  of  his  pen, 
too,  is  the  more  memorable,  as  being,  I  believe, 
the  only  poetical  composition  he  was  ever 
known  to  produce. 

At  the  time  when  I  first  began  to  attend  his 
school,  Mr.  Whyte  still  continued,  to  the  no 
small  alarm  of  many  parents,  to  encourage  a 
taste  for  acting  among  his  pupils.  In  this  line 
I  was  long  his  favorite  shaw-Bcholsi ;  and 
among  the  play-bills  introduced  in  his  volume, 
to  illustrate  the  occasions  of  his  own  prologues 
and  epilogues,  there  is  one  of  a  play  got  up  in 
the  year  1790,  at  Lady  Borrowes's  private 
theatre  in  Dublin,  where,  among  the  items  of 
the  evening's  entertainment,  is  "  An  Epilogue, 
A  Squeeze  to  St.  PauVs,  Master  Moore." 

With  acting,  indeed,  is  associated  the  very 
first  attempts  at  verse-making  ^o  which  my 
memory  enables  me  to  plead  guilty.  It  was  at 
a  period,  I  think,  even  earlier  than  the  date  last 
mentioned,  that,  while  passing  the  suomier 
holidays,  with  a  number  of  other  young  people, 
at  one  of  those  bathing-places,  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Dublin,  which  afford  such  fresh 
and  healthful  retreats  to  its  inhabitants,  it  was 
proposed  among  us  that  we  should  combine 
together  in  some  theatrical  performance ;  and 
*Byfoii. 


the  Poor  Soldier  and  a  Harlequin  Pantomime 
being  the  entertainments  agreed  upon,  .the  parts 
of  Patrick  and  the  Motley  hero  fell  to  my  share. 
I  was  also  encouraged  to  write  and  recite  an 
appropriate  epilogue  on  the  occasion ;  and  the 
following  lines,  alluding  to  our  speedy  return 
to  school,  and  remarkable  only  for  their  having 
lived  so  long  in  my  memory,  formed  part  of 
this  juvenile  efibrt : — 

Onr  Pantaloon,  who  did  bo  aged  look, 

Blast  now  resume  hU  youth,  his  task,  his  book: 

Oar  Harlequin,  who  skipp*d,  laagh*d,  danced  and  died. 

Must  now  stand  trembling  by  his  master's  side. 

I  have  thus  been  led  back,  step  by  step, 
from  an  early  date  to  one  still  earlier,  with  the 
view  of  ascertaining,  for  those  who  take  any 
interest  in  literary  biography,  at  what  period  I 
first  showed  an  aptitude  for  the  now  conunon 
craf^  of  verse-making ;  and  the  result  is — so 
far  back  in  childhood  lies  the  epoch — that  I 
am  really  unable  to  say  at  what  age  I  first  be- 
gan to  act,  sing,  and  rhyme. 

To  these  different  talents,  such  as  they  were, 
the  gay  and  social  habits  prevailing  in  Dublin 
afforded  frequent  opportunities  of  display; 
while,  at  home,  a  most  amiable  father,  and  a 
mother  such  as  in  heart  and  head  has  rarely 
been  equalled,  furnished  me  with  that  purest 
stimulus  to  exertion — ^the  desire  to  please 
those  whom  we,  at  once,  m6st  love  and  most 
respect.  It  was,  I  think,  a  year  or  two  after 
my  entrance  into  college,  that  a  masque  written 
by  myself,  and  of  which  I  had  adapted  one  of 
the  songs  to  the  air  of  Haydn's  Spirit-Song, 
was  acted,  under  our  own  humble  roof  in 
Aungier  street,  by  my  elder  sister  myself, 
and  one  or  two  other  young  persons.  The 
little  drawing-room  over  the  shop  was  our 

grand  place  of  representation  and  young , 

now  an  eminent  professor  of  music  in  Dublin, 
enacted  for  us  the  part  of  orchestra  at  the 
piano-forte. 

It  will  be  seen  from  all  this,  that,  however 
imprudent  and  premature  was  my  first  appear- 
ance in  the  London  world  as  an  author,  it  is 
only  lucky  that  I  had  not  much  earlier  assumed 
that  responsible  character ;  in  which  case  the 
public  would  probably  have  treated  my  nursery 
productions  in  much  the  same  manner  in  which 
that  sensible  critic,  my  Uncle  Toby,  would 
have  disposed  of  the  "work  which  the  greal 
Lipsius  produced  on  the  day  he  was  born." 


PREFACE. 


17 


While  thu^  the  turn  I  had  so  early  shown 
for  rhyme  and  song  was,  by  the  gay  and  so- 
ciable circle  in  which  I  lived,  called  so  en- 
couragingly into  play,  a  far  deeper  feeling — 
ind,  I  should  hope,  power — ^was  at  the  same 
time  awakened  in  me  by  the  mighty  change 
then  working  in  the  political  aspect  of  Europe, 
ud  the  stirring  influence  it  had  begun  to  ex- 
ercise on  the  spirit  and  hopes  of  Ireland.   Bom 
of  Catholic  parents,  I  had  come  into  the  world 
with  the  slaveys  yoke  around  my  neck ;  and  it 
ms  all  in  rain  that  the  fond  ambition  of  a 
fflother  looked  forward  to  the  Bar  as  opening 
a  career  that  might  lead  her  son  to  honor  and 
affluence.    Against  the  young  Papist  all  such 
avemies  to  distinction  were  closed ;  and  even 
the  Unirersity,  the  professed  source  of  public 
education,  was  to  him  "  a  fountain  sealed."  Can 
any  one  now  wonder  that  a  people  thus  wronged 
and  trampled  upon  should  have  hailed  the  first 
daizling  outbreak  of  the  French  Revolution 
as  a  signal  to  the  slave,  wherever  suffering, 
that  the  day  of  his  deliverance  was  near  at 
hand.     I  remember  being  taken  by  my  father 
(1792)  to  one  of  the  dinners  given  in  honor 
of  that  great  event,  and  sitting  upon  the  knee 
of  the  chairman  while  the  following  toast  was 
enthosisatieally  sent  round : — ^*  May  the  breezes 
from  France  &n  our  Irish  Oak  into  verdure." 
Id  a  few  months  after  was  passed  the  me- 
morable Aet  of  1793,  sweeping  away  some  of 
the  most  monstrous  of  the  remaining  sanctions 
of  the  penal  code ;  and  I  was  myself  among 
the  first  of  the  young  Helots  of  the  land,  who 
hastened  to  avail  themselves  of  the  new  privi- 
lege of  being  educated  in  their  country's  uni- 
versity,— ^though  still  excluded  from  ail  share 
in  those  college  honors  and  emoluments  by 
which  the  ambition  of  the  youths  of  the  ascen- 
duit  class  \i-as  stimulated  and  rcM-arded.     As  I 
well  knew  that,  next  to  my  attaining  some  of 
these  distinctions,  my  showing  that  I  deserved 
ts  attain  them  would  most  gratify  my  anxious 
■other,  I  entered  as  candidate  for  a  scholar- 
ihip,  and  (as  far  as  the  result  of  the  examina- 
tiss  went)  successfully.    But,  of  course,  the 
Mie  barren  credit  of  the  effort  was  all  I  en- 
ityed  for  my  pains. 

It  was  in  this  year,  (1794,)  or  about  the  be- 
pBting  of  the  next,  that  I  remember  having, 
fcr  tJe  first  time,  tried  my  hand  at  political 
In  their  Tcry  worst  times  of  slavery 


and  suffering,  the  happy  disposition  of  my 
countrymen  had  kept  their  cheerfulness  still 
unbroken  and  buoyant ;  and,  at  the  period  of 
which  I  am  speaking,  the  hope  of  a  brighter 
day  dawning  upon  Ireland  had  given  to  the 
society  of  the  middle  classes  in  Dublin  a  more 
than  usual  flow  of  hilarity  and  life.  Among 
other  gay  results  of  this  festive  spirit,  a  club, 
or  society,  was  instituted  by  some  of  our  most 
convivial  citizens,  one  of  whose  objects  was  to 
burlesque,  good-humoredly,  the  forms  and 
pomps  of  royalty.  With  this  view  they  es- 
tablished a  sort  of  mock  kingdom,  of  which 
Dalkey,  a  small  island  near  Dublin,  was  made 
the  scat,  and  an  eminent  pawnbroker,  named 
Stephen  Armitage,  much  renowned  for  his 
agreeable  singing,  was  the  chosen  and  popular 
monarch. 

Before  public  affairs  had  become  too  serious 
for  such  pastime,  it  was  usual  to  celebrate, 
yearly,  at  Dalkey,  the  day  of  this  sovereign's 
accession  ;  and,  among  the  gay  scenes  that  still 
live  in  my  memory,  there  are  few  it  recalls 
with  more  freshness  than  the  celebration,  on  a 
fine  Sunday  in  summer,  of  one  of  these  anni- 
versaries of  King  Stephen's  coronation.  The 
picturesque  sea-views  from  that  spot,  the  gay 
crowds  along  the  shores,  the  innumerable  boats, 
full  of  life,  floating  about,  and,  above  all,  that 
true  spirit  of  mirth  which  the  Irish  tempera- 
ment never  fails  to  lend  to  such  meetings, 
rendered  the  whole  a  scene  not  easily  forjfotten. 
The  state  ceremonies  of  the  day  were  perform- 
ed, with  all  due  gravity,  within  the  ruins  of  an 
ancient  church  that  stands  on  the  island,  where 
his  mock  majesty  bestowed  the  order  of  knight- 
hood upon  certain  favored  personages,  and 
among  others,  I  recollect,  upon  Incledon,  the 
celebrated  singer,  who  arose  from  under  the 
touch  of  the  royal  sword  with  the  appropriate 
title  of  Sir  Charles  Melody.  There  was  also 
selected,  for  the  favors  of  the  crown  on  that 
day,  a  lady  of  no  ordinary  poetic  talent,  Mrs. 
Battier,  who  had  gained  much  fame  by  some 
spirited  satires  in  the  manner  of  Churchill,  and 
whose  kind  encouragement  of  my  early  at- 
tempts in  versification  were  to  mo  a  soi\rco  of 
much  pride.  This  lady,  as  was  officially  an- 
nounced, in  the  course  of  the  day,  had  been 
appointed  his  majesty's  poetess  laureate,  under 
the  style  and  title  of  Ilenrietu,  Countess  of 
Laurel. 


18 


PREFACE. 


There  could  hardlj  haye  been  derised  an 
apter  Tehicle  for  \vre\j  political  satire  than  this 
gay  trayesty  of  monarchical  power,  and  its 
showy  appurtenances,  so  temptingly  supplied. 
The  very  day,  indeed,  afler  this  commemora- 
tion, there  appeared,  in  the  Dalkey  state- 
gazette,  an  amusing  proclamation  from  the 
king,  offering  a  large  reward,  in  eronebaneSf* 
to  th^  finder  or  finders  of  his  majesty's  crown, 
which,  owing  to  his  "  having  measured  both 
sides  of  the  road"  in  his  pedestrian  progress 
on  the  preceding  night,  had  unluckily  faUen 
from  the  royal  brow. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  whaterer 
natural  turn  I  may  have  possessed  for  the 
lighter  skirmishing  of  satire  should  have  been 
called  into  play  by  so  pleasant  a  field  for  its 
exercise  as  the  state  affairs  of  the  Dalkey 
kingdom  afforded ;  and,  accordingly,  my  first 
attempt  in  this  line  was  an  Ode' to  his  Majesty, 
King  Stephen,  contrasting  the  happy  state  of 
security  in  which  he  lived  among  his  merry 
lieges,  with  the  '*  metal  coach,**  and  other  such 
precautions  against  mob  violence,  which  were 
said  to  have  been  adopted  at  that  time  by  his 
royal  brother  of  England.  Some  portions  of  this 
Juvenile  squib  still  live  in  my  memory ;  but  they 
/all  far  too  short  of  the  lively  demands  of  the 
subject  to  be  worth  preserving,  even  as  juvenilia. 

In  college,  the  first  circumstance  that  drew 
any  attention  to  my  rhyming  powers  was  my 
giving  in  a  theme,  in  English  verse,  at  one  of 
the  quarterly  examinations.  As  the  sort  of 
short  essays  required  on  those  occasions  were 
considered,  in  general,  as  a  mere  matter  of 
form,  and  were  written,  invariably,  I  believe, 
in  Latin  prose,  the  appearance  of  a  theme  in 
English  verse  could  hardly  fail  to  attract  some 
notice.  It  was,  therefore,  with  no  small  anx- 
iety that,  when  the  moment  for  judging  of  the 
themes  arrived,  I  saw  the  examiners  of  the  dif- 
ferent divisions  assemble,  as  usual,  at  the 
bottom  of  the  hall  for  that  purpose.  Still  more 
trying  was  it  when  I  perceived  that  the  rev- 
erend inquisitor,  in  whose  hands  was  my  fate, 
had  left  the  rest  of  the  awful  group,  and  was 
bending  his  steps  towards  the  table  where  I 
was  seated.  Leaning  actoss  to  me,  he  asked 
suspiciously,  whether  the  verses  which  I  had 
just  given  in  were  my  own ;  and,  on  my  an- 

•  Irish  baUlimiee,  loealled. 


swering  in  the  afllrmatiTe,  added  these  cheering 
words,  "  They  do  yon  great  credit ;  and  I  aball 
not  &il  to  recommend  them  to  the  notice  of 
the  Board."  This  result  of  a  step,  ventmed 
upon  with  some  little  fear  and  scruple,  was  of 
course  very  gratifying  to  me ;  and  the  premium  I 
received  from  the  Board  was  a  vi^ll-bound  copy  of 
the  Travels  of  Anacharsis,  together  with  a  certi- 
ficate, stating,  in  not  very  lofiy  Latin,  that  this  re- 
ward had  been  conferred  upon  me,  ''propter  Ian- 
dabilem  in  versibus  componendis  progressom." 
The  idea  of  attempting  a  version  of  some  of 
the  Songs  or  Odes  of  Anacreon  had  very  early 
occurred  to  me ;  and  a  specimen  of  my  first 
ventures  in  this  undertaking  may  be  found  in 
the  Dublin  Magazine  already  referred  to,  %here, 
in  the  number  of  that  work  for  FebruaiT*  1794, 
appeared  a  '*  Paraphrase  of  Anacreon's  Fifth 
Ode,  by  T.  Moore."  As  it  may  not  be  unin- 
teresting to  future  and  better  translators  of 
the  poet  to  compare  this  schoolbey  experiment 
with  my  later  and  more  labored  version  of 
the  same  ode,  I  shall  here  extract  the  specimen 
found  in  the  Anthologia : — 

**  Let  us,  with  the  elnsterinf  vine, 
The  rose.  Love's  Unshlnf  flower,  eotwias. 
Fkncy*s  haad  our  ehaplet^  wreathisg, 
Veraal  sweets  aroiind  ns  breathiof, 
We'll  gayly  drink,  fhll  goblets  qaafflng^ 
At  firlghted  Can  securely  langhlBg. 

"Rose!  thon  balmy-scented  flower, 
Bear*d  by  Spring's  most  fostering  power, 
Thy  dewy  blossoms,  opening  bright, 
To  gods  themselves  can  give  delight ; 
And  CypriaV  child,  with  roses  crown'd, 
Trips  with  each  Grace  the  mazy  roiud. 

"  Bind  my  brows,— ru  tone  the  lyre 
l4>ve  my  rapturous  strains  shall  fire, 
Near  Bacchus*  grape-encircled  shrine. 
While  roses  fresh  my  brows  entwine. 
Led  by  the  winged  train  of  Pleasures, 
ril  dance  with  nymphs  to  sportive  i 


In  pursuing  further  this  light  task,  the  only 
object  I  liad  for  some  time  in  view  wzn  to  Isj 
before  the  Board  a  select  number  of  the  odai 
I  had  then  translated,  with  a  hope, — suggested 
by  the  kind  encouragement  I  had  already  re 
ceived, — that   they  might    be  considered  ti 
deserving  of  some  honor  or  reward.     Haviai 
experienced  much  hospitable  attention  froi 
Doctor  Kearney,  one  of  the  senior  fellows,! 
man  of  most  amiable  character,  as  well  as  a 
refined  scholarship,  I  submitted  to  his  peniai 

t  Appointed  Provost  of  the  University  in  the  year  111 
aad  made  afterwards  Bishop  of  Ossory. 
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the  manuBchpt  of  my  trtnalation  as  fiir  as  it 
liad  then  proceeded,  and  requested  his  advice 
respecting  my  intention  of  laying  it  before  the 
Board.  On  this  latter  point  his  opinion  was 
such  as,  with  a  little  more  thought,  I  might 
hare  anticipated,  namely,  that  he  did  not  see 
how  the  Board  of  the  Uniyersity  could  lend 
their  sanction,  by  any  publio  reward,  to  writings 
so  conriTia]  and  amatory  as  were  almost  all 
those  of  Anacreon.  He  very  good-naturedly, 
kowever,  lauded  my  translation,  and  advised 
me  to  ctmiidete  and  publish  it ;  adding,  I  well 
recollect,  *'  young  people  will  like  it."  I  was 
also  indebted  to  him  for  the  use,  during  my 
task,  of  Spaletti^s  curious  publication,  giving 
a  &esimile  of  those  pages  of  a  MS.  in  the 
Tadcan  Library  which  contain  the  Odes,  or 
**  Symposiacs,"  attributed  to  Anacreon.*  And 
here  I  shall  venture  to  add  a  few  passing  words 
on  a  point  which  I  once  should  have  thought  it 
profimation  to  question, — the  authenticity  of 
these  poems.  The  cry  raised  against  their 
genuineness  by  Robertellus  and  other  enemies 
of  Henry  Stephen,  when  that  eminent  scholar 
first  introduced  them  to  the  learned  world, 
may  be  thought  to  have  long  since  entirely 
subsided,  leaving  their  claim  to  so  ancient  a 
paternity  safe  and  unquestioned.  But  I  am 
forced,  however  reluctantly,  to  confess  that  there 
^jpear  to  me  strong  grounds  for  pronouncing 
these  light  and  beautiful  lyrics  to  be  merely 
modem  fabrications.  Some  of  the  reasons  that 
incline  me  to  adopt  this  unwelcome  conclu- 
sion ai^  thus  clearly  stated  by  the  same  able 
scholar,  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  the  emen- 
dations of  my  own  juvenile  Greek  ode  : — "  I 
do  not  see  how  it  is  possible,  if  Anacreon  had 
written  chiefly  in  Iambic  dimeter  verse,  that 
Horace  should  have  wholly  neglected  that 
metre.  I  may  add  that,  of  those  fragments  of 
Anacreon,  of  whose  genuineness,  from  internal 
evidence,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  almost  all  are 
written  in  one  or  other  of  the  lighter  Horatian 
aietres,  and  scarcely  one  in  Iambic  dimeter 
verse.  This  may  be  seen  by  looking  through 
tiie  list  in  Fischer." 

*  Wbn  the  moQUiDeiit  to  Provost  Baldwin,  which  standi 
li  fta  ball  of  the  College  of  Dublin,  arrived  flrom  Italy,  there 
t  la  the  aame  pacUng-caae  with  it  two  copies  of  this 
WHk  of  Bpaletfl,  one  of  which  was  presented  by  Dr.  Troy, 
idMSOi  Gatholle  AichUshop,  as  a  gift  ftom  the  Pope  to 
Iks  Ltaaty  of  the  Ualvwslty,  and  the  other  (of  which  I  was 
WliHiHiuUy  Ikvond  with  the  use)  he  presented,  in  like 


The  unskilful  attempt  at  Greek  verse  from 
my  own  pen,  which  is  found  prefixed  to  the 
Translation,  was  intended  originally  to  illus- 
trate a  picture,  representing  Anacreon  con- 
versing with  the  Goddess  of  Wisdom,  from 
which  the  frontispiece  to  the  first  edition  of 
the  work  was  taken.  Had  I  been  brought  up 
with  a  due  fear  of  the  laws  of  prosody  before 
my  eyes,  I  certainly  should  not  have  dared  to 
submit  so  untutored  a  production  to  the  criti- 
cism of  the  trained  prosodians  of  the  English 
schools.  At  the  same  time,  I  cannot  help 
adding  that,  as  far  as  music,  distinct  from 
metre,  is  concerned,  I  am  much  inclined  to 
prefer  the  ode  as  originally  written  to  its  pre- 
sent corrected  shape ,  and  that,  at  all  events, 
I  entertain  but  very  little  doubt  as  to  which  of 
the  two  a  composer  would  most  willingly  set 
to  music. 

For  the  means  of  collecting  the  materials  of 
the  notes  appended  to  the  Translation,  I  was 
chiefly  indebted  to  the  old  library  adjoining  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral,  called,  from  the  name  of 
the  archbishop  who  founded  it,  Marsh's  Library. 
Through  my  acquaintance  with  the  deputy 
librarian,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Cradock,  I  enjoyed  the 
privilege  of  constant  access  to  this  collection, 
even  at  that  period  of  the  year  when  it  is 
always  closed  to  the  public.  On  these  occa- 
sions I  used  to  be  locked  in  there  alone ;  and 
to  the  many  solitary  hours  which,  both  at  the 
time  I  am  now  speaking  of  and  subsequently, 
I  passed  in  hunting  through  the  dusty  tomes  of 
this  old  library,  I  owe  much  of  that  odd  and 
out-of-the-way  sort  of  reading  which  may  be 
found  scattered  through  some  of  my  earlier 
writings. 

Early  in  the  year  1799,  while  yet  in  my 
nineteenth  year,  I  left  Ireland,  for  the  first 
time,  and  proceeded  to  London,  with  the  two 
not  very  congenial  objects,  of  keeping  my  terms 
at  the  Middle  Temple,  and  publishing,  by  sub- 
scription, my  Translation  of  Anacreon.  One 
of  those  persons  to  whom,  through  the  activo 
zeal  of  friends,  some  part  of  my  manuscript 
had  been  submitted  before  it  went  to  press, 

manner,  to  my  fHend,  Dr.  Kearney.  Thus,  cnrionsly  enough, 
while  Anacreon  in  Enflitk  was  considered— and,  I  grant,  on 
no  unreasonable  grounds— as  a  work  to  which  grave  collegi- 
ate authorities  could  not  openly  lend  their  sanction,  Anacreon 
in  Oreek  was  thought  no  unfitting  present  to  be  received  by 
a  Protestant  bishop^  through  the  medium  of  a  Catholic  areh- 
bishop,  from  the  hands  of  his  holiness,  the  Pope. 
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was  Doctor  Laurence,  the  able  friend  of  Burke ; 
and,  as  an  instance,  however  slight,  of  that 
ready  variety  of  learning — as  well  the  lightest 
as  the  most  solid — for  which  Laurence  was  so 
remarkable,  the  following  extract  from  the  letter 
written  by  him,  in  returning  the  manuscript 
to  my  friend  Dr.  Hume,  may  not  be  without 
some  interest : — 

"Dec»,  17». 

"  I  return  you  the  four  odes  which  you  were 
so  kind  to  communicate  for  my  poor  opinion. 
They  are,  in  many  parts,  very  elegant  and 
poetical ;  and,  in  some  passages,  Mr.  Moore 
has  added  a  pretty  turn  not  to  be  found  in  the 
original.  To  confess  the  truth,  however,  they 
arc,  in  not  a  few  places,  rather  more  paraphras- 
tical  than  suits  my  notion  (perhaps  an  incorrect 
notion)  of  translation. 

"  In  the  fifty-third  ode  there  is,  in  my  judg- 
ment, a  no  less  sound  tnan  beautiful  emend- 
ation suggested — ^would  you  suppose  iti — ^by 
a  Dutch  lawyer.  Mr.  M.  possibly  may  not  be 
aware  of  it.  I  have  endeavored  to  express 
the  sense  of  it  in  a  couplet  interlined  with 
pencil.  Will  you  allow  me  to  add,  that  I  am 
not  certain  whether  the  translation  has  not 
missed  the  meaning,  too,  in  the  former  part  of 
that  passage  which  seems  to  me  to  intend  a 
distinction  and  climax  ot  pleasure : — ^  It  is 
sweet  even  to  prove  it  among  the  briery  paths ; 
it  is  sweet  again,  plucking,  to  cherish  with 
tender  hands,  and  carry  to  the  fair,  the  flower 
of  love.'  This  is  nearly  literal,  including  the 
conjectural  correction  of  Mynheer  Medenbach. 
If  this  be  right,  instead  of 

*  1^  sweet  to  dare  the  tangle!  fence,* 

I  wo  dd  propose  something  to  this  effect ; — 

*118  sweet  the  rich  perAime  to  prove, 
As  by  the  dewy  bosh  yon  rove ; 
Tifl  sweet  to  dare  the  tangled  fence, 
To  call  the  timid  beauty  thence. 
To  wipe  with  tender  hands  away 
The  tears  tliat  on  its  bloshes  lay  ;* 
Thei^  to  the  bosom  of  the  fair, 
The  flower  of  love  in  triumph  bear. 

"  I  would  drop  altogether  the  image  of  the 
stems  *  dropping  toith  gems  J*  I  believe  it  is  a 
confused  and  false  metaphor,  unless  the  painter 

*  Query,  If  it  ought  not  to  he  lie  t   The  line  might  nm, 
With  tender  hand  the  tears  to  brush,    ' 
That  give  new  softness  to  Its  blush  (or,  Its  flush.) 


should  take  the  figure  of  Aurora  from  Mis. 
Hastingi. 

"  There  is  another  emendation  of  the  same 
critic,  in  the  following  line,  which  Mr.  M.  may 
seem,  by  accident,  to  have  sufiiciently  expressed 
in  the  phrase  of  '  roses  shed  their  light, ^ 

"  I  scribble  this  in  very  great  haste,  but  fear 
that  you  and  Mr.  Moore  will  find  me  too  long, 
minute,  and  impertinent.  Believe  me  to  be, 
very  sincerely, 

"  Your  obedient,  humble  servant, 

"  F.  Laurence." 
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THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 

The  Poems  suggested  to  me  by  my  vi«  to 
Bermuda,  in  the  year  1803,  as  well  as  by  the 
tour  which  I  made  subsequently,  through  some 
parts  of  North  America,  have  been  hitherto 
very  injudiciously  arranged  ; — any  distinctive 
character  they  may  possess  having  been  dis- 
turbed and  confused  by  their  being  mixed  up 
not  only  with  trifles  of  a  much  earlier  date, 
but  also  with  some  portions  of  a  classical  story, 
in  the  form  of  Letters,  which  I  had  made  son^e 
progress  in  before  my  departure  from  England. 
In  the  present  edition,  this  awkward  jumble 
has  been  remedied ;  and  all  the  Poems  relating 
to  my  Transatlantic  voyage  will  be  found  classed 
by  themselves.  As,  in  like  manner,  the  line  of 
route  by  which  I  proceeded  through  some 
parts  of  the  States  and  the  Canadas,  has  been 
left  hitherto  to  be  traced  confusedly  through  a 
few  detached  notes,  I  have  thought  that,  to 
future  readers  of  these  poems,  some  clearer  ac- 
count of  the  course  of  that  journey  might  not 
be  unacceptable, — together  with  such  vestiges 
as  may  still  linger  in  my  memory  of  events 
now  fast  fading  into  the  background  of  time 

For  the  precise  date  of  my  departure  from 
England,  in  the  Phaeton  frigate,  I  am  indebted 
to  the  Naval  Recollections  of  Captain  Scott, 
then  a  midshipman  of  that  ship.  "  We  were 
soon  ready,"  says  this  gentleman,  **  for  sea,  and 
a  few  days  saw  Mr.  Merry  and  suite  embarked 
on  board.    Mr.  Moore  likewise  took  his  passage 
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with  hb  on  his  way  to  Bermuda.  We  quitted 
Spithead  on  the  25th  of  September,  (1803,)  and 
in  a  short  week  lay  becalmed  under  the  lofty 
ffZi  of  Pico.  In  this  situation  the  Phaeton  is 
depicted  in  the  frontispiece  of  Mopre^s  Poems.'' 
During  the  Yoyage,  I  dined  very  frequently 
with  the  oiBcers  of  the  gun-room ;  and  it  was 
Bot  a  little  gratifying  to  me  to  learn,  from  this 
gentleman's  Tolume,  that  the  cordial  regard 
tbese  social  and  open-hearted  men  inspired  in 
me  was  not  wholly  unreturned  on  their  part. 
After  mentioning  our  arrival  at  Norfolk,  in  Vir- 
ginia, Captain  Scott  says, "  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Merry 
left  the  Phaeton,  under  the  usual  salute,  ac- 
eompanied  by  Mr.  Moore ;" — then,  adding 
some  kind  compliments  on  the  score  of  talents, 
kt.,  he  concludes  with  a  sentence  which  it  gave 
me  tenfold  more  pleasure  to  read, — "  The  gun- 
room mess  witnessed  the  day  of  his  departure 
wiih  genuine  sorrow."  From  Norfolk,  after  a 
itaj  of  about  ten  days,  under  the  hospitable 
roof  of  the  British  Consul,  Colonel  Hamilton, 
I  proceeded,  in  the  Driver  sloop  of  war,  to 
Bermuda. 

There  was  then  on  that  station  another 
jouthfol  sailor,  who  has  since  earned  for  him- 
self a  distinguished  name  among  English  writers 
of  travelsv  Captain  Basil  Hall, — then  a  mid- 
shipman on  board  the  Leander.  In  his  Frag- 
ments of  Vojrages  and  Travels,  this  writer  has 
eaJled  op  some  agreeable  reminiscences  of  that 
period  ;  in  perusing  which, — so  full  of  life  and 
reiiity  are  his  sketches, — ^I  found  all  my  own 
D»val  recollections  brought  freshly  to  my  mind. 
The  very  names  of  the  different  ships,  then  so 
familiar  to  my  ears, — the  Leander,  the  Boston, 
tlie  Cambrian, — transported  me  back  to  the 
season  of  youth  aiA  those  Summer  Isles  once 
more. 

The  testimony  ^me  by  so  competent  a 
vitaess  as  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of  ray 
•ketches  of  the  beautiful  scenery  of  Bermuda 
it  of  £ir  too  much  value  to  me,  in  my  capacity 
«f  traveller,  to  be  here  omitted  by  me,  however 
cooaeions  of  but  ill  deserving  the  praise  he 
hviihes  on  me,  as  a  poet.  Not  that  I  mean  to 
pretend  indifference  to  such  kind  tributes ; — on 
the  contrary,  those  are  always  the  most  alive  to 
piaise,  who  feel  inwardly  least  confidence  in 
dtt  sonndness  of  their  own  title  to  it.  In  the 
instance,  however,  my  vanity  (for  so 
feeling  is  always  called)  seeks  its 


food  in  a  different  direction.  It  is  nat  as  a 
poet  I  invokd  the  aid  of  Captain  Hall's  opinion^ 
but  as  a  traveller  and  observer ;  it  is  not  to 
my  invention  I  ask  him  to  bear  testimony,  but 
to  my  matter-of-fact. 

'*  The  most  pleasing  and  most  exact  descrip- 
tion wliich  I  know  of  Bermuda,"  says  this  gen- 
tleman, "  is  to  be  found  in  Moore's  Odes  and 
Epistles,  a  work  published  many  years  ago. 
The  reason  why  his  account  excels  in  beauty 
as  well  as  in  precision  that  of  other  men  prob- 
ably is,  that  the  scenes  described  lie  so  much 
beyond  tho  scope  of  ordinary  observation  in 
colder  climates,  and  the  feelings  which  they 
excite  in  the  beholder  are  so  much  higher  than 
those  produced  by  the  scenery  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  look  at,  that,  unless  the  imagi- 
nation be  deeply  drawn  upon,  and  the  diction 
sustained  at  a  correspondent  pitch,  the  words 
alone  strike  the  ear,  while  the  listener's  fancy 
remains  where  it  was.  In  Moore's  account 
there  is  not  only  no  exaggeration,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  wonderful  degree  of  temperance  in 
the  midst  of  a  feast  which  to  his  rich  fancy 
must  have  been  peculiarly  tempting.  He  has 
contrived  by  a  magic  peculiarly  his  own,  yet 
without  departing  from  the  truth,  to  sketch 
what  was  before  him  with  a  fervor  which 
those  who  have  never  been  on  the  spot  might 
well  be  excused  for  setting  down  as  the  sport 
of  the  poet's  invention."* 

How  truly  politic  it  is  in  a  poet  to  connect 
his  verse  with  well-known  and  interesting  lo- 
calities,— to  wed  his  song  to  scenes  already  in- 
vested with  fame,  and  thus  lend  it  a  chance  of 
sharing  the  charm  which  encircles  them, — I 
have  myself,  ia  more  than  one  instance,  very 
agreeably  experienced.  Among  the  memorials 
of  this  description,  which,  as  I  learn  with  pleas- 
ure and  pride,  still  keep  me  remembered  in 
some  of  those  beautiful  regions  of  the  West 
which  I  visited,  I  shall  mention  but  one  slight 
instance,  as  showing  how  potently  the  Genius 
of  the  Place  may  lend  to  song  a  life  and  imper- 
ishableness  to  which,  in  itself,  it  boasts  no 
claim  or  pretension.  The  following  lines  in 
one  of  my  Bermudian  poeifts, 

Twas' there,  In  the  shade*  of  the  Calabash  Tree, 
With  a  few  who  could  feel  and  remember  like  mo, 

Still  live  in  memory,  I  am  told,  on  those  faiiy 
•  Fragmeats  of  Voyages  and  Travels,  vol.  J  chap,  vl 
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akortBf  connecting  mj  name  with  the  picta- 
resque  spot  they  describe,  and  the  noUe  old 
tree  which  I  believe  still  adorns  it.*  One  of 
the  few  treasures  (of  any  kind)  I  can  boast  the 
possession  of,  is  a  goblet  formed  of  one  of  the 
fruit-shells  of  this  remarkable  tree,  which  was 
bronght  from  Bermuda,  a  few  years  since,  by 
BIr.  Dudley  Costello,  and  which  that  gentle- 
man, having  had  it  tastefully  mounted  as  a 
goblet,  very  kindly  presented  to  me ;  the  fol- 
lowing words  being  part  of  the  inscription 
which  it  bears : — "  To  Thomas  Moore,  Esq., 
this  cup,  formed  of  a  calabash  which  grew  on 
the  tree  that  bears  his  name,  near  Walsingham, 
Bermuda,  is  inscribed  by  one  who,'^  &c.  &e. 

From  Bermuda  I  proceeded  in  the  Boston, 
with  my  friend  Captain  (now  Admiral)  J.  E. 
Douglas,  to  New  York,  from  whence,  aAer  a 
short  stay,  we  sailed  for  Norfolk,  in  Virginia ; 
and  about  the  beginning  of  June,  1804, 1  set 
out  from  that  city  on  a  tour  through  part  of 
the  States.  At  Washington,  I  passed  some 
days  with  the  English  minister,  Mr.  Merry ; 
and  was,  by  him,  presented  at  the  levee  of  the 
President,  Jefferson,  whom  I  found  sitting  with 
General  Dearborn  and  one  or  two  other 
officers,  and  in  the  same  homely  costume,  com- 
prising slippers  and  Connemara  stockings,  in 
which  Mr.  Merry  had  been  received  by  him — 
much  to  that  formal  minister's  horror — ^when 
waiting  upon  him,  in  full  dress,  to  deliver  his 
credentials.  My  single  interview  with  this 
remarkable  person  was  of  very  short  duration  ; 
but  to  have  seen  and  spoken  with  the  man  who 
drew  up  the  Declaration  of  American  Inde- 
pendence was  an  event  not  to  be  forgotten. 

At  Philadelphia,  the  society  I  was  chiefly 
made  acquainted  with,  and  to  which  (as  the 
verses  addressed  to  "  Delaware's  green  banks"t 
sufficiently  testify)  I  was  indebted  for  some  of 
my  most  agreeable  recollections  of  the  United 
States,  consisted  entirely  of  persons  of  the 
Federalist  or  Anti-Democratic  party.  Few 
and  transient,  too,  as  had  been  my  opportu- 
nities,^ of  judging  for  myself  of  the  political 
or  social  state  of  the  country,  my  mind  was 
left  open  too  much  to  the  influence  of  the  feel- 
ings and  prejudices  of  those  I  chiefly  consorted 
with ;  and,  certainly,  in  no  quarter  was  I  so 

•  A  wpiwentatloii  of  thU  calabash,  taken  ftom  a  drawing 
cf  It  Bade  on  the  apot,  by  Dr.  Bavage  of  the  Eoyal  Artmery, 


sure  to  find  decided  hostility,  both  to  the  men 
and  the  principles  then  dominant  throngfaont 
the  Union,  as  among  officers  of  the  British 
navy,  and  in  the  ranks  of  an  angry  Federalist 
opposition.  For  any  bias,  therefore,  thai, 
under  such  circumstances,  my  opinions  and 
feelings  may  be  thought  to  have  received,  full 
allowance,  of  course,  is  to  be  made  in  apprais- 
ing the  weight  due  to  my  authority  on  the 
subject.  All  I  can  answer  for,  is  the  perfect 
sincerity  and  earnestness  of  the  actual  impres- 
sions, whether  true  or  erroneous,  under  which 
my  Epistles  from  the  United  States  were 
written  ;  and  so  strong,  at  the  time,  I  confess, 
were  those  impressions,  that  it  was  the  only 
period  of  my  past  life  during  which  I  have 
found  myself  at  all  skeptical  as  to  the  sound- 
ness of  that  Liberal  creed  of  politics,  in  the 
profession  and  advocacy  of  which  I  may  ,be 
almost  literally  said  to  have  begun  life,  and 
sl^l  most  probably  end  it. 

Reaching,  for  the  second  time.  New  York, 
I  set  out  from  thence  on  the  now  familiar  and 
easy  enterprise  of  visiting  the  Falls  of  Niagara. 
It  is  but  too  true  of  all  grand  objects,  whether 
in  nature  or  art,  that  facility  of  access  to  them 
much  diminishes  the  feeling  of  reverence  they 
ought  to  inspire.  Of  this  fault,  however,  the 
route  to  Niagara,  at  that  period — at  least  the 
portion  of  it  which  led  through  the  Genesee 
country^-could  not  justly  be  accused.  The 
latter  part  of  the  journey,  which  lay  chiefly 
through  yet  but  half-cleared  wood,  we  were 
obliged  to  perform  on  foot ;  and  a  slight  acci- 
dent I  met  with,  in  the  course  of  our  nigged 
walk,  laid  me  up  for  some  days  at  Buffalo. 
To  the  rapid  growth,  in  that  wonderful  region, 
of,  at  least,  the  materials  of  civilization, — ^how- 
ever ultimately  they  may  be  turned  to  ac- 
count,— this  flourishing  town,  which  stands 
on  Lake  Erie,  bears  most  ample  testimony. 
Though  little  better,  at  the  time  when  I  visited 
it,  than  a  mere  village,  consisting  chiefly  of 
huts  and  wigwams,  it  is  now,  by  all  accounts, 
a  populous  and  splendid  city,  with  five  or  six 
churches,  town-h^l,  theatre,  and  other  such 
appurtenances  of  a  capital. 

In  adverting  to  the  comparatively  ride  state 
of  Buffalo  at  that  period,  I  should  be  ungrate« 

has  been  Introdneed  in  the  vignette  prefixed  to  the  second 
Tdnme  of  the  edition  in  ten  volumes, 
t  Bee  EpUtle  to  Mr.  W.  R.  Spencer,  p.  181  of  this  editioB 
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fid  werel  to  omit  mentioning,  that,  eren  then, 
M  the  ahores  of  those  far  lakes,  the  title  of 
**  Poet," — faoweyer  unworthily  in  that  instance 
bestowed, — bespoke  a  kind  and  distinguishing 
welcome  for  its  wearer ;  and  that  the  captain 
who  commanded  the  packet  in  which  I  crossed 
Like  Ontario,*  in  addition  to  other  marks  of 
eomtesj,  begged,  on  parting  with  me,  to  be 
lUowed  to  decline  payment  for  my  passage. 

When  we  arriyed,  at  length,  at  the  inn,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  the  Falls,  it  was  too  late 
to  think  of  Tisiting  them  that  evening ;  and  I 
by  awake  almost  the  whole  night  with  the 
KNnid  of  the  cataract  in  my  ears.  The  day 
feUowing  I  consider  as  a  sort  of  era  in  my  life ; 
aid  the  first  glimpse  I  caught  of  that  wonder- 
fid  cataract  gave  me  a  feeling  which  nothing  in 
tbis  world  can  ever  awaken  again. f  It  was 
tbroogh  an  opening  among  the  trees,  as  we 
approached  the  spot  where  the  full  view  of  the 
Falls  was  to  burst  upon  us,  that  I  caught  this 
glimpse  of  the  mighty  mass  of  waters  folding 
moothly  over  the  edge  of  the  precipice ;  and 
10  orerwhelming  was  the  notion  it  gave  me  of 
the  awful  spectacle  I  was  approaching,  that, 
faring  the  short  interval  that  followed,  imagin- 
itioQ  had  far  outrun  the  reality;  and,  vast 
tad  wonderful  as  was  the  scene  that  then 
opened  upon  me,  my  first  feeling  was  that  of 
disappCMotment.  It  would  have  been  impos- 
nUe,  indeed,  for  any  thing  real  to  come  up  to 
the  vtsion  I  had,  in  these  few  seconds,  formed 
of  it ;  and  those  awful  scriptural  words,  "  The 
finmtains  of  the  great  deep  were  broken  up," 
can  alone  give  any  notion  of  the  vague  wonders 
for  which  I  was  prepared. 

But,  i  z  spite  of  the  start  thus  got  by  imagin- 
itioB,  the  triumph  of  reality  was,  in  the  end, 
but  the  greater ;  for  the  gradual  glory  of  the 
•cene  that  opened  upon  me  soon  took  posses- 
Mi  of  my  whole  mind ;  presenting,  from  day 
t»  day,  some  new  beauty  or  wonder,  and,  like 
aD  tint  is  most  sublime  in  nature  or  art,  awa- 
kening sad  as  well  as  elevating  thoughts.  I 
retain  in  my  memory  but  one  other  dream — 
for  such  do  events  so  long  past  appear — which 


of  tiM  LftkM,  M  lie  is  styled. 

t  TIm  two  flnt  seoteaees  of  the  above  paragraph,  as  well 
iiapasBBfe  that  oecon  ia  the  subsequent  colimin,  stood 
elglaaUy  as  part  of  the  Notes  oo  one  of  the  American  Poems. 

I  lattodMad  In  the  EpiMie  to  Lady  Chariotte  Bawdon, 
filMeftUsedltkm. 


can  in  any  respect  be  associated  with  the  grand 
vision  I  have  just  been  describing ;  and,  how- 
ever different  the  nature  of  their  appeals  to  the 
imagination,  I  should  find  it  difficult  to  say  on 
which  occasion  I  felt  most  deeply  affected, 
when  looking  on  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  or  when 
standing  by  moonlight  among  the  ruins  of  the 
Coliseum. 

Some  changes,  I  understand,  inj'irious  to 
the  beauty  of  the  scene,  have  taken  place  in 
the  shape  of  the  Falls  since  the  time  of  my 
visit  to  them ;  and  amoh^  ^hese  is  the  total 
disappearance,  by  the  gradual  crumbling  away 
of  the  rock,  of  the  small  leafy  island  which 
then  stood  near  the  edge  of  the  Great  Fall, 
and  whose  tranquillity  and  unappicachableness, 
in  the  midst  of  so  much  turmoil,  lent  it  an  interest 
which  I  thus  tried  to  avail  myself  of,  in  a  Song 
of  the  Spirit  of  that  region  :% — 
t 

There,  amid  the  island-sedge, 

Jast  above  the  cataract*s  edge, 

Whore  the  foot  of  living  man 

Never  trod  since  time  began, 

Lone  I  sit  at  close  of  day,  Ate.  4tc. 

Another  characteristic  feature  of  the  vicinity 
of  the  Falls,  which,  I  understand,  no  longer 
exists,  was  the  interesting  settlement  of  the 
Tuscarora  Indians.  With  the  gallant  Brock,^ 
who  then  commanded  at  Fort  George,  I  passed 
the  greater  part  of  ray  time  during  the  few 
weeks  I  remained  at  Niagara ;  and  a  visit  I 
paid  to  these  Indians,  in  company  with  him 
and  his  brother  officers,  on  his  going  to  distrib- 
ute among  them  the  customary  presents  and 
prizes,  was  not  the  least  curious  of  the  many 
new  scenes  I  witnessed.  These  people  received  * 
us  in  all  their  ancient  costume.  The  young 
men  exhibited  for  our  amusement  in  the  rrce, 
the  bat-game,  and  other  sports,  while  the  old 
and  the  women  sat  in  groups  under  the  sur- 
rounding trees;  and  the  whole  scene  was  as 
picturesque  and  beautiful  as  it  was  new  to  me. 
It  is  said  that  West,  the  American  painter, 
when  he  first  saw  the  Apollo,  at  Rome,  ex- 
claimed instantly,  *'  A  young  Indian  warrior  !'* 
— and,  however  startling  the  association  may 


$  This  brave  and  amiable  officer  was  killed  at  Qaeenstoa, 
in  Upper  Canada,  soon  after  the  commencement  of  the  war 
with  America,  in  the  year  181S.  He  was  in  the  act  of  cheer> 
Ing  on  his  men  when  he  fell.  The  inscription  on  the  nooMr 
meht  raised  to  his  memory,  on  Qncenston  Heights,  doea  tat 
dae  honor  to  his  manly  character. 
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appear,  some  of  the  gracefal  and  agile  forms 
which  I  saw  that  day  among  the  Tuscaroras 
were  such  as  would  account  for  its  arising  in 
the  young  painter^s  mind. 

After  crossing  "the  fresh-water  ocean"  of 
Ontario,  I  passed  down  the  St.  Lawrence  to* 
Montreal  and  Quebec,  staying  for  a  short  time 
at  each  of  these  places  ;  and  this  part  of  my 
journey,  as  well  as  my  voyage  on  from  Quebec 
to  Halifax,  is  sufficiently  traceable  through  the 
few  pieces  of  poetry  that  were  suggested  to  me 
by  scenes  and  events  on  the  way.  And  here  I 
must  again  venture  to  avail  myself  of  the  valu- 
able testimony  of  Captain  Hall  to  the  truth  of 
my  descriptions  of  some  of  those  scenes  through 
which  his  more  practised  eye  followed  me  ; — 
taking  the  liberty  to  omit  in  my  extracts,  as 
far  as  may  be  done  without  injury  to  the  style 
or  context,  some  of  that  generous  surplusage 
of  praise  in  which  friendly  criticism  delights  to 
indulge. 

In  speaking  of  an  excursion  he  had  made 
up  the  river  Ottawa, — "  a  stream,"  he  adds, 
"  which  has  a  classical  place  in  every-  one's 
imagination  from  Moore's  Canadian  Boat  Song," 
Captain  Hall  pVoceeds  as  follows  : — "  While 
the  poet  above  alluded  to  has  retained  all  that 
IS  essentially  characteristic  and  pleasing  in  these 
boat  songs,  and  rejected  all  that  is  not  so,  he 
has  contrived  to  borrow  his  inspiration  from 
numerous  surrounding  circumstances,  present- 
ing nothing  remarkable  to  the  dull  senses  of 
I   ordinary  travellers.     Yet  these  highly  poetical 
I  images,  drawn  in  this  way,  as  it  were  carelessly 
'^  and  from  every  hand,  he  has  combined  with 
\ '  such  graphic — I  had  almost  said  geographical — 
truth,  that  the  effect  is  great,  even  upon  those 
who  have  never,  with  their  own  eyes,  seen  the 
Utawa's  tide,'  nor  *  flown  down  the  Rapids,' 
»M)r  heard  the  *  bell  of  St.  Ann'e's  toll  its  even- 
ing chime ;'  while  the  same  lines  give  to  dis- 
tant regions,   previously  consecrated   in   our 
imagination,    a  vividness    of   interest,    when 
viewed  on  the  spot,  of  which  it  is  difficult  to 
say  how  much  is  due  to  the  magic  of  the  poetry, 
and  how  much  to  the  beauty  of  the  real  scene."* 
While  on  the  subject  of  the  Canadian  Boat 
Song,  an  anecdote  connected  with  that  once 

•  "  It  Is  sinfalairly  gratifyiDg,**  the  author  adds,  "  to  dis- 
cover that,  to  this  hoar,  the  Canadian  vofof^ra  never  omit 
thetr  oflbrings  to  the  shrine  of  8t  Anne,  before  engaging  In 
any  enterprise ;  and  that  during  ito  performance,  they  omit 


popular  ballad  may,  for  my  musical  rktdera  ml 
least,  possess  some  interest.  A  few  years 
since,  while  staying  in  Dublin,  I  was  present- 
ed, at  his  own  request,  to  a  gentleman  who 
told  me  that  his  family  had  in  their  possession 
a  curious  relic  of  my  youthful  days, — being  the 
first  notation  I  had  made,  in  pencilling,  of  the 
air  and  words  of  the  Canadian  Boat  Song, 
while  on  my  way  down  the  St.  Lawrence, — 
and  that  it  was  their  wish  I  should  add  my 
signature  to  attest  the  authenticity  of  the  auto- 
graph. I  assured  him  with  truth  that  I  had 
wholly  forgotten  even  the  existence  of  such  a 
memorandum ;  that  it  would  be  as  much  a 
curiosity  to  myself  as  it  could  be  to  any  one 
else,  and  that  I  should  feel  thankful  to  be  al- 
lowed to  see  it.  In  a  day  or  two  iifter,  my 
request  was  complied  with,  and  the  following 
is  the  history  of  this  musical  "  relic." 

In  my  passage  down  the  St.  Lawrence,  I  had 
with  me  two  travelling  companions,  one  of 
whom,  named  Harkness,  the  son  of  a  wealthy 
Dublin  merchant,  has  been  some  years  dead. 
To  this  young  friend,  on  parting  with  him,  at 
Qviebcc,  I  gave,  as  a  keepsake,  a  volume  I  had 
been  reading  on  the  way, — Priestley's  Lectures 
on  History  ;  and  it  was  upon  a  fly-leaf  of  this 
volume  I  found  I  had  taken  down,  in  pencilling, 
both  the  notes  and  a  few  of  the  words  of  the 
original  song  by  which  my  own  boat-glee  had 
been  suggested.  The  following  is  the  form  of 
my  memorandum  of  the  original  air  ; — 


^^^S^S: 


^^a^^^i 


Then  follows,  as  pencilled  down  at  the  same 
moment,  the  first  verse  of  my  Canadian  Boat 
Song,  with  air  and  words  as  they  are  at  present. 
From  all  this  it  will  be  perceived,  that,  in  my 
own  setting  of  the  air,  I  departed  in  almost 
every  respect  but  the  time  from  the  strain  our 
voyageurs  had  sung  to  us,  leaving  the  music  of 
the  glee  nearly  as  much  my  own  as  the  words. 

no  opportunity  of  keeping  np  so  propitious  an  interconriM. 
The  flourishing  vilUgo  which  surrounds  the  church  on  the 
'  Green  Isle*  in  question  owes  Its  existence  and  support  en* 
tirely  to  these  pious  contributions.** 
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itrong^j  impressed  I  had  become  with 
that  this  was  the  identical  air  sung 
itmen, — how  closely  it  linked  itself 
^ination  with  the  scenes  and  sounds 
ich  it  had  occurred  to  me, — may  be 
iference  to  a  note  appended  to  the 
St  published,  which  will  be  found  in 
ng  pages.* 

ew  desultory  and,  perhaps,  valueless 
08  I  have  thus  called  up,  respecting 
ts  of  our  second  volume,  I  have  only 
&t  the  heavy  storm  of  censure  and 
•some  of  it,  I  fear,  but  too  well  dc- 
hich,  both  in  America  and  in  Eng- 
tublication  of  my  **  Odes  and  Epis- 
down  upon  me,  was  followed  by  re- 
1  have  far  more  than  compensated 
n  such  attacks  at  the  time  may  have 
In  the  most  formidable  of  all  my 

that  period, — the  great  master  of 
criticism,  in  our  day, — I  have  found 
one  of  the  most  cordial  and  highly 
all  my  friends ;  while  the  good- will 
>erienced  from  more  than  one  dis- 

American  sufficiently  assures  me 
justice  I  may  have  done  to  that  land 
,  if  not  long  since  wholly  forgotten, 
lembered  only  to  be  forgiven. 
I  consolation  to  me  for  the  onsets  of 
[  received,  shortly  after  the  appear- 
'  volume,  a  letter  from  Stockholm, 
to  "the  author  of  Epistles,  Odes, 
loems,^^  and  informing  me  that  "  the 
obles,  and  Gentlemen,  who  composed 
il  Chapter  of  the  most  Illustrious, 
,  Secular,  and  Chapteral  Order  of 
n,''  had  elected  me  as  a  Knight  of 
.  Notwithstanding  the  grave  and 
e  of  the  letter,  I  regarded  it,  I  own, 
i.  mere  ponderous  piece  of  pleasant- 
en  suspected  that  in  the  name  of  St. 
'  I  could  detect  thclow  and  irrever- 
St.  Jokehim. 

Lie  inquiry,  however,  I  learned  Ihat 
My  existed  such  an  order  of  knight- 
the  title,  insignia,  &c.,  conferred  by 
the  instances  of  Lord  Nelson,  the 
bouillon,  and  Colonel  Imhoff,  wiho 
nights  of  St.  Joachim,  been  author- 
I  British  court ;  but  that  since  then, 

*Paf0l83oftliiiedltkm 


this  sanction  of  the  order  had  been  withdrawn. 
Of  course,  to  the  reduction  thus  caused  in  the 
value  of  the  honor  was  owing  its  descent  in 
the  scale  of  distinction  to  "  such  small  deer"  of 
Parnassus  as  myself.  I  wrote  a  letter,  how- 
ever, full  of  grateful  acknowledgment,  to  Mon- 
sieur Hansson,  the  Vice-Chancellor  of  the 
Order,  saying  that  I  was  unconscious  of  having 
entitled  myself,  by  any  public  sen  ice,  to  a 
reward  due  only  to  the  benefactors  of  man- 
kind; and  therefore  begged  leave  mist  re- 
spectfully to  decline  it. 
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THE  TinRD  VOLUME. 

The  three  satirical  Poems,  with  which  'Jiis 
volume  commences,  were  published  origin  illy 
without  the  author's  name  ;  "  Corruption"  and 
"Intolerance"  in  the  year  1808,  and  "The 
Skeptic"  in  the  year  following.  The  politi- 
cal opinions  adopted  in  the  first  of  these  Sa- 
tires— ^the  Poem  on  Corruption — were  chiefly 
caught  up,  as  is  intimated  in  the  original  Pre- 
face, from  the  writings  of  Bolingbroke,  Sir 
William  Wyndham,  and  other  statesmen  of  that 
factious  period,  when  the  same  sort  of  alliance 
took  place  between  Toryism  and  what  is  now 
called  Radipalism,  which  is  always  likely  to 
ensue  on  the  ejection  of  the  Tory  party  from 
power.f  In  the  somewhat  rash  effusion,  it  will 
be  seen  that  neither  of  the  two  great  English 
parties  is  handled  with  much  respect ;  and  I 
remember  being  taken  to  task,  by  one  of  the 
few  of  my  Whig  acquaintances  that  ever  looked 
into  the  poem,  for  the  following  allusion  to  the 
silencing  effects  of  official  station  on  certain 
orators : — 

As  bees,  on  flowers  alighting,  cense  their  hum, 
Bo,  settling  upon  places,  Whigs  grow  damb. 

But  these  attempts  of  mine  in  the  stately, 
Juvenalian  style  of  satire,  met  with  but  little 
success, — never  having  attained,  I  believe, 
even  the  honors  of  a  second  edition;  and  I 
found  that  lighter  form  of  weapon,  to  which  I 

t  Bolingbroke  himself  acknowledges  that  "both  parties 
were  become  factions,  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  ward." 
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afterwards  betook  myself,  not  only  iDore  easy 
to  wield,  bat,  from  its  very  lightness,  perhaps, 
mor^  sure  to  reach  its  mark. 

It  would  almost  seem,  tod,  as  if  the  same 
tinembittered  spirit,  the  same  freedom  from  all 
real  malice  with  which,  in  most  instances,  this 
sort  of  squib  warfare  has  been  waged  by  me, 
was  felt,  in  some  degree,  eyen  by  those  who 
were  themselves  the  objects  of  it ; — so  gener- 
ously forgiving  have  I,  in  most  instances,  found 
them.  Even  the  high  personage  against  whom 
the  earliest  and  perhaps  most  successful  of  my 
lighter  missiles  were  launched,  could  refer  to 
and  quote  them,  as  I  learn  from  an  incident 
mentioned  in  the  Life  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,* 
with  a  degree  of  good-humor  and  pla3rfulne88 
which  was  creditable  alike  to  his  temper  and 
good  sense.  At  a  memorable  dinner  given  by 
the  Regent  to  Sir  Walter  in  the  year  1815, 
Scott,  among  other  stories  with  which  his  royal 
host  was  much  amused,  told  of  a  sentence 
passed  by  an  old  friend  of  his,  the  Lord  Justice 
Clerk  Braxfield,  attended  by  circumstances  in 
which  the  cruelty  of  this  waggish  judge  was 
even  more  conspicuous  than  his  humor.  "  The 
Regent  laughed  heartily,*'  says  the  biographer, 
**  at  this  specimen  of  Braxfield's  brutal  humor ; 
and,  *  I'  faith,  Walter,'  said  he,  *  this  old  big- 
wig seems  to  have  taken  things  as  coolly  as 
my  tjrrannical  self.  DonH  you  remember  Tom 
Moore's  description  of  me  at  breakfast  ? — 

'The  table  vpread  with  tea  and  toast. 
Death-warrants  and  the  Morning  Post*  ** 

In  reference  to  this,  and  other  less  exalted 
instances,  of  the  good-humored  spirit  in  which 
my  **  innocui  sales"  have  in  general  been  taken, 
I  E^all  venture  to  cite  here  a  few  flattering  sen- 
tences which,  coming  as  they  did  from  a  polit- 
ical adversary  and  a  stranger,  touched  me  far 
more  by  their  generosity  than  even  by  their 
praise.  In  speaking  of  the  pension  which  had 
just  then  been  conferred  upon  me,  and  express- 
ing, in  warm  terms,  his  approval  of  the  grant, 

»  Vol.  m.  p.  343.  t  The  Standard,  Angost  34, 1835 

t      *'  The  same  favteuiit  and  girandoles^ 
The  same  gold  asses,  pretty  souls. 
That,  in  this  rich  and  classic  dome, 
Appear  so  perfectly  at  home ; 
Tlie  same  bright  river,  *mong  the  dishes, 
Bat  not— ah !  not  the  same  dear  fishes. 
Late  hours  and  claret  killM  the  old  ones^ 
So,  stead  of  silver  and  of  gold  < 


the  editor  of  a  leading  Tory  joumalf  tlias  lib- 
erally expresses  himself: — ^''We  know  that 
some  will  blame  us  for  our  prejudice — ^if  it  be 
prejudice,  in  favor  o  Mr.  Moore ;  bat  we  can- 
not help  it..  As  he  tells  us  himself, 

<  Wit  a  diaiDond  brings 
That  euta  ita  bri^t  way  throogV 

the  most  obdurate  political  antipathies.  *  *  * 
We  do  not  believe  that  any  one  was  ever  hnrt 
by  libels  so  witty  as  those  of  Mr.  Moore : — 
great  privilege  of  wit,  which  renders  it  impos- 
sible even  for  those  whose  enemies  wits  are,  to 
hate  them !" 

To  return  to  the  period  of  the  Regency  :— 
In  the  numerous  attacks  from  the  government 
press,  which  my  occasional  volleys  of  small  shot 
against  the  Court  used  to  draw  down  upon  me« 
it  was  constantly  alleged,  as  an  aggravation  of 
my  misdeeds,  that  I  had  been  indebted  to  the 
Royal  personage  thus  assailed  by  me  for  many 
kind  and  substantial  services.  Luckily,  the 
list  of  the  benefits  showered  upon  me  from  that 
high  quarter  may  be  dispatched  in  a  few  sen- 
tences. At  the  request  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  one 
of  my  earliest  and  best  friends,  his  Royal  Higb- 
ness  graciously  permitted  me  to  dedicate  to  him 
my  Translation  of  the  Odes  of  Anacreon.  I  was 
twice^  I  think,  admitted  to  the  honor  of  dining 
at  Carlton  House ;  and  when  the  Prince,  on  his 
Ming  made  Regent  in  1811,  gave  his  memoia^ 
ble  f<^te,  I  was  one  of  the  crowd — about  1500, 
I  believe,  in  number — ^who  enjoyed  the  priri- 
lege  of  being  his  guests  on  the  occasion. 

There  occur  some  allusions,  indeed,  in  the 
Twopenny  Post-Bag,  to  the  absurd  taste  d]s> 
played  in  the  ornaments  of  the  Ro3ral  sui^wr- 
table  at  that  f^te  iX  and  this  violation — ^forsucli, 
to  a  certain  extent,  I  allow  it  to  have  been-^ 
of  the  reverence  due  to  the  rights  of  the  Hos* 
pitable  Jove,^  which,  whether  administered  bf 
prince  or  peasant,  ought  to  be  sacred  front 
such  exposure,  I  am  by  no  means  disposed  to 
defend.    But,  whatever  may  be  thought  of  tht  ^ 

(It  being  rather  hard  to  raise 

Fish  of  that  tpeeie  now-a-days) 

Borne  sprats  have  been,  by  Y— nn— h*f  wlab. 

Promoted  Into  silver  fish. 

And  gudgeons  (so  V— ns— tt^-t  tsAd 

The  Reg— t)  are  as  good  as  gold." 

7\D«pemnjf  Poa^Btig,  pu  ISt* 

%      **  Ante  fores  stabat  Jovls  Hospltis  an.** 
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ft  prudence  of  some  of  these  satires,  there 
no  lottgeTi  I  apprehend,  mnch  difierenoe 
lion  respecting  the  character  of  the  Ro3ral 
lage  against  whom  they  were  aimed.  Al- 
,  indeed,  has  the  stem  verdict  which  the 
of  History  cannot  hut  pronounce  upon 
ieen  in  some  degree  anticipated,*  in  a 
I  of  the  domestic  eyents  of  his  reign,  sup- 
to  hare  proceeded  from  the  pen  of  one 
ras  himself  an  actor  in  some  of  its  most 
1  scenes,  and  who,  from  his  professional 
in,  commanded  a  near  insight  into  the 
;ter  of  that  exalted  individual,  both  as 
id  and  father.  To  the  same  high  author- 
Qost  refer  for  an  account  of  the  myste- 
"  Book,*'f  to  which  allusion  is  more  than 
nade  in  the  following  pagey.  ^ 

i  of  the  earliest  and  most  successful  of  the 
008  trifles  I  wrote  at  that  period,  was  the 
y  on  the  Regent^s  celebrated  Letter,  an- 
ing  to  the  world  that  he  "  had  no  predi- 
is,"  &c.  This  very  opportune  squib  was. 
It,  circulated  privately ;  my  friend,  Mr. 
,  having  fcr  some  time  hesitated  to  publish 
[e  got  some  copies  of  it,  however,  printed 
me,  which  I  sent  round  to  several  mem- 
f  the  Whig  party ;  and,  having  to  meet  a 
sr  of  them  at  dinner  immediately  after, 
it  no  easy  matter  to  keep  my  count^ance 
they  were  discussing  among  them  the 
I  of  the  Parody.  One  of  the  party,  I  re- 
t,  having  quoted  to  me  the  following  de- 
lon  of  the  state  of  both  King  and  Regent, 
t  moment, — 

abarith  Rerlcw,  No.  exxxv^  Qenrge  the  Fourth  and 
GcrWfiM.— "  When  the  Prince  entered  upon  public 
rms  iband  to  have  exhaasted  the  resources  of  a  career 
ore ;  to  have  gained  followers  without  making  friends ; 
aeqnlred  much  envy  and  some  admiration  among  the 
dag  multitude  of  polished  society ;  but  not  to  com- 
B  any  quarter  either  respect  or  esteem.  *  *  *  The 
which  we  have  painted  of  him  is  undoubtedly  one 
i  vkeet  shade  and  most  repulsive  form.'* 
Hero  ii  bo  doubt  whatever  that  Tlu  Book,  written  by 
veval,  and  privately  printed  at  his  house,  under  Lord 
\  superintendence  and  his  own,  was  prepared  in  concert 
le  King,  and  was  intended  to  sound  the  alarm  against 
I  House  and  the  Whigs.'*~£rf.  Retitw,  ib, 
wpenmjf  Pool-Bag,  pp.  153, 155.  I  avail  myself  of  the 
■  here  of  this  latter  squib,  to  recant  a  correction  wlUch 
isflly  owde  in  the  two  following  lines  of  it :-~ 

1,  though  statesmen  may  glory  in  being  unbought, 
KB  author,  we  think,  sir,  that's  rather  a  fkulL** 

lag  that  Pope*s  nx  was  satisfied  with  the  sort  of  rhyme 
•d,  I  foolishly  altered  (and  spoiled)  the  whole  coup- 
■tad  of  St 


**  A  strait  walsteoat  on  kirn,  and  resCrlctloni  on  wu, 
A  more  limited  mooarthy  ooold  not  well  be,** 

grew  rather  provoked  with  me  for  not  enjoying 
the  fun  of  the  parody  as  much  as  himself. 

While  thus  the  excitement  of  party  feeling 
lent  to  the  political  trifles  contained  in  this 
volume  a  relish  and  pungency  not  their  own, 
an  effect  has  been  attributed  to  two  squibs, 
wholly  unconnected  with  politics — ^the  Letters 
from  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Cork,  and  from 
Messrs.  Lackington  and  Co.| — of  which  I 
had  myself  not  the  slightest  notion  till  I  found 
it  thus  alluded  o  in  Mr.  Lockhart^s  Life  of  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  In  speaking  of  the  causes  which 
were  supposed  to  have  contributed  to  the  com- 
parative failure  of  the  Poem  of  "  Rokeby,"  the 
biographer  says,  "  It  is  fair  to  add,  that,  among 
the  London  circles,  at  least,  some  sarcastic 
flings,  in  Mr.  Moore's  Twopenny  Post-Bag, 
must  have  had  an  unfavorable  influence  on 
this  occasion."^ 

Among  the  translations  that  have  appeared 
on  the  Continent,  of  the  greater  part  of  my 
poetical  works,  there  has  been  no  attempt^  as 
far  as  I  can  learn,  to  give  a  version  of  any  of 
my  satirical  writings, — with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  a  squib  contained  in  this  volume,  en- 
titled "  Little  Man  and  Little  Soul,"J  of  which 
there  is  a  translation  into  German  verse,  by 
the  late  distinguished  oriental  scholar,  Profes- 
sor Von  Bohlen.^f  Though  unskilled,  myself, 
in  German,  I  can  yet  perceive — sufliciently 
to  marvel  at  it — the  dexterity  and  ease  with 
which  the  Old  Ballad  metre  of  the  original  is 

$  *'See,  for  instance,**  says  Mr.  Lockhart,  "  the  Epistle  of 
Laidy  Ck>rk ;  or  that  of  Messrs.  Lacklngton,  booksellers,  to 
one  of  their  dandy  authors :-~ 

" '  Should  you  feel  any  touch  of  poetical  glow, 
We've  a  scheme  to  suggest :— Mr.  Sc— tt,  you  must  know, 
(Who,  we're  sorry  to  say  it,  now  works  for  the  Roto,^ ) 
Having  quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  renown. 
Is  coming,  by  long  Quarto  stages,  to  Town ; 
And  beginning  with  Hokeby  (the  Job's  sure  to  pay 
Means  to  do  all  the  Gentlemen's  Seats  on  the  .way. 
Now,  the  scheme  is  (though  none  of  our  hackneys  can  beat 

him) 
To  start  a  fresh  Poet  through  Highgate  to  meet  him ; 
Who,  by  means  of  quick  proofii— no  revises— long  coaches- 
May  do  a  few  villas,  before  Sc— tt  approaches. 
Indeed,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  curst  shabby, 
He'll  reach,  without  found'rlng,  at  least  Wobum  Abbey.*** 

II  Alluding  to  a  speech  delivered  in  the  year  1813  by  the 
Right  Hon.  Charles  Abbott  (then  Speaker)  against  Mr.  Grat- 
tan*s  moUon  for  a  Ck>mmittee  on  the  Claims  of  the  CathoHca. 

IT  Author  of  "The  Ancient  Indian.'* 
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adopted  and  managed  in  the  translation.  As 
this  trifle  may  be  considered  curious,  not  only 
in  itself,  but  still  more  as  connected  with  so 
learned  a  name,  I  shall  here  present  it  to  my 
readers,  premising  that  the  same  eminent  Pro- 
fessor has  left  a  version  also  of  one  of  my  very 
eai'ly  facetia^  "The  Rabbinical  Origin  of 
Woman." 

"THERE  WAS  A  LITTLE  MAN." 
{TtanslaUd  hf  Prt^fetior  von  BoUm,) 

Es  war  ein  kleiner  Mann 

Und  der  hatt'n  kleincn  Geist 
Und  er  sprach :  kleiner  Geist  sehn  wlr  zn,  so,  eo, 

Ob  nns  mOglich  wohl  wird  seyn 

So  ein  klcinos  Redeleln 
Das  wir  halten,  kleiner  ich  nnd  kleiner  dn,  dn,  do. 

Das  wir  halten,  kleiner  ich  nnd  kleiner  do. 

Und  der  kleine  Geist,  der  brach 

Aus  dcm  Loche  nan  nnd  sprach : 
Ich  bchauptc,  kleiner  Mann,  dn  bist  keck,  keck,  keck, 

Nimm  nicht  fibel  meine  Zwelfel, 

Abor  sage  mir.  zum  Tcufcl, 
Hat  die  kleine  kleine  Red'  einon  zweck,  zwcck,  zweck, 

Hat  die  kleine  kleine  Red'  oineu  zweck  ? 

Der  kleine  Mann  daranf 

Blless  die  Backcn  m&chtig  anf, 
Und  er  sprach :  kleiner  Geist  sey  gescheat,  scheut,  scheut ; 

Kleiner  ich  und  kleiner  du 

Sind  berufen  Ja  dazn 
Zn  vcrdaromen  und  bekehren  alle  Leut*,  Lent,*  Lent', 

Za  verdaminen  und  bekehren  alle  Lent'. 

Und  sie  fingen  beide  an 

Der  kleine  Geist  und  kiclne  Mann, 
Pankten  ab  ihro  Rede  so  kleln,  klein,  klein ; 

Und  die  ganze  WcU  fCir  wahr 

Mcint,  das  aufgeblas'ne  Paar 
Moss  ein  wlnziges  PfUficlein  nnr  seyn,  seyn,  toyn. 

Muss  ein  winziges  PHLflelcin,  nor  seyn. 

Having  thus  brought  together,  as  well  from 
the  p? cords  of  others,  as  from  my  own  recol- 
lection, whatever  incidental  lights  could  be 
thrown  from  those  sources,  on  some  of  the 
satirical  effusions  contained  in  these  p?ges,  I 
shall  now  reserve  all  such  reminiscences  and 
notices  as  relate  to  the  Irish  Melodies  for  our 
next  volume. 

It  is  right  my  readers  should  here  be  ap- 
prized, that  the  plan  of  classing  my  poetical 
works  according  to  the  order  of  their  first  pub- 
lication is  pursued  no  further  than  the  Second 
Volume  of  this  Collection  ;  and  that,  therefore, 
the  arrangement  of  the  contents  of  the  suc- 
ceeding Volumes,  though  not,  in  a  general  way, 
departing  much  from  this  rule,  is  not  to  be  de- 
ponded  upon  as  observing  it. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FOURTH  VOLUME. 

The  recollections  connected,  in  my  mind, 
with  that  early  period  of  my  life,  when  I  first 
thought  of  interpreting  in  verse  the  touching 
language  of  my  country's  music,  tempt  me  again 
to  advert  to  those  long-past  days ;  and  even  at 
the  risk  of  being  thought  to  indulge  overmuch 
in  what  Colley  Gibber  calls  *'  the  great  pleasure 
of  writing  about  one's  self  all  day,"  to  notice 
briefly  some  of  those  impressions  and  influences 
under  which  the  attempt  to  adapt  words  to 
our  ancient  Melodies  was  for  some  time  medi- 
tated by  me,  and,  at  last,  undertaken. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  to  the  zeal  and 
industry  of  Mr.  Bunting  his  country  is  indebted 
for  the  preservation  of  her  old  national  airs. 
During  the  prevalence  of  the  Penal  Code,  the 
music  of  Ireland  was  made  to  share  in  the  fate 
of  its  people.  Both  were  alike  shut  out  from 
the  pale  of  civilized  life ;  and  seldom  anywhere 
but  in  the  huts  of  the  proscribed  race  could 
the  sweet  voice  of  the  songs  of  other  days  be 
heard.  Even  of  that  class,  the  itinerant  harp- 
ers, among  whom  for  a  long  period  our  ancient 
music  had  been  kept  alive,  there  remained  but 
few  to  continue  the  precious  tradition ;  and  a 
great  music-meeting  held  at  Belfast  in  the  year 
1792,  at  which  the  two  or  three  still  remaining 
of  the  old  race  of  wandering  harpers  assisted, 
exhibited  the  last  public  efibrt  made  by  the 
lovers  of  Irish  music,  to  preserve  to  th?ii 
country  the  only  grace  or  ornament  left  to  her, 
out  of  the  wreck  of  all  her  liberties  and  hopes. 
Thus  what  the  fierce  legislature  of  the  Pale 
had  endeavored  vainly  through  so  many  cen* 
turies  to  eflfect, — the  utter  extinction  of  Ire- 
land's  Minstrelsy, — the  deadly  pressure  of  the 
Penal  Laws  had  nearly,  at  the  close  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  accomplished ;  and,  but  for 
the  zeal  and  intelligent  research  of  Mr.  Buntingi 
at  that  crisis,  the  greater  part  of  our  musical 
treasures  would  prdbably  have  been  lost  to  the 
world.  It  was  in  the  /ear  1796  that  this 
gentleman  published  his  first  volume  ;  and  the 
national  spirit  and  hope  then  wakened  in  Ire- 
land, by  the  rapid  spread  of  the  democratic 
principle  throughout  Europe,  could  not  but  in- 
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Mze  a  moet  cordial  reception  for  such  a  work ; 
— 4mtteriag  as  it  was  to  the  fond  dreams  of 
Erin^s  early  days,  and  containing  in  itself, 
indeed,  remarkable  testimony  to  the  tmth  of  her 
daims  to  an  eariy  date  of  civilization. 

It  was  in  the  year  1797  that,  through  the 
aedinm  of  Mr.  Bonting^s  book,  I  was  first  made 
•eqnatnted  with  the  beauties  of  our  native  mu- 
lie.    A  young  friend  of  our  family,  Edward 
HndaoB,  the  nephew  of  an  eminent  dentist  of 
Iki  name,  who  played  with  much  taste  and 
Ming  on  the  flute,  and,  unluckily  for  himself, 
VIS  bnt  too  deeply  warmed  with  the  patriotic 
aidogr  then  kindling  around  him,  was  the  first 
who  made  known  to  q^e  this  rich  mine  of  our 
eaimtry*8  melodies ; — a  mine,  from  the  work- 
iig  if  which  my  humble  labors  as  a  poet  have 
macj  then  derived  their  sole  lustre  and  value. 
Aboirt  the  same  period  I  formed  an  acquaint- 
tBce,  which  soon  grew  into  intimacy,  with 
youg  Robert  Emmet.    He  was  my  senior,  I 
thtak  by  one  class,  in  thd  university ;  for  when, 
ii  the  fest  year  of  my  course,  I  became  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Debating  Society — a  sort  of  nursery 
to  the  anthorixed  Historical  Society — I  found 
him  in  full  repntation,  not  only  for  his  learning 
and  doqoence,  bnt  also  for  the  blamelessness  of 
his  life,  and  the  grave  suavity  of  his  manners. 
Of  the  pditieal  tone  of  this  minor  school  of 
oratorj,  which  was  held  weekly  at  the  rooms  of 
diflferent  resident  members,  some  notion  may  be 
fbfimed  from  the  nature  of  the  questions  pro- 
posed finr  discussion,— one  of  which  I  recollect, 
WIS,  **  Whether  an  Aristocracy  or  a  Democracy 
is  nitist  fiivorable  to  the  advancement  of  science 
lad  literature!"  while  another,  bearing  even 
Bore  pointedly  on  the  v  Jlative  position  of  the 
fovemment  and  the  people,  at  this  crisis,  was 
this  Kgnifieantly  propounded: — "Whether  a 
soldier  wu  bound,  on  all  occasions,  to  obey  the 
«den  of  his  commanding  officer  V    On  the 
ftmer  of  these  questions,  the  effect  of  Emmet's 
tfayence  upon  his  young  auditors  was,  I  recol- 
kft,  most  striking.    The  prohibition  against 
losehing  upon  modem  politics,  which  it  was 
wbequently  found  necessary  to  enforce,  had 
M  yet  been  introduced ;  and  Enmiet,  who  took 
rf  course  ardently  the  side  of  democracy  in  the 
Utte,  after  a  brief  review  of  the  republics  of 
iMiqaity,  showing  how  much  they  had  all  done 
fe  the  advancement  of  science  and  the  arts, 
peeeeded,  lastly,  to  the  grand  and  perilous  ex- 


ample, then  passing  before  all  eyes,  the  young 
Republic  of  France.  Referring  to  the  circum- 
stance told  of  Ciesar,  that,  in  swimming  across 
the  Rubicon,  he  contrived  to  carry  with  him 
his  Commentaries  and  his  sword,  the  young 
orator  said, "  Thus  France  wades  through  a  sea 
of  storm  and  blood ;  but  while,  in  one  hand,  she 
wields  the  sword  against  her  aggressors,  with 
the  other  she  upholds  the  glories  of  science  and 
literature  unsullied  by  the  ensanguined  tide 
through  which  she  struggles."  In  another  of 
his  remarkable  speeches,  I  remember  his  saying, 
"  When  a  people,  advancing  rapidly  in  know- 
ledge and  power,  perceive  at  last  how  far  their 
government  is  lagging  behind  them,  what  then, 
I  ask,  is  to  be  done  in  such  a  case  1  What,  but 
to  pull  the  government  up  to  the  people  V 

In  a  few  months  afler,  both  Enmiet  and  my- 
self were  admitted  members  of  the  greater  and 
recognised  institution,  called  the  Historical  So- 
ciety ;  and,  even  here,  the  political  feeling  so  rife 
abroad  contrived  to  mix  up  its  restless  spirit 
with  all  our  debates  and  proceedings ;  notwith- 
standing the  constant  watchfulness  of  the  col- 
lege authorities,  as  well  as  of  a  strong  party 
within  the  Society  itself,  devoted  adherents  to 
the  policy  of  the  government,  and  taking  inva- 
riably part  with  the  Provost  and  Fellows  in  all 
their  restrictive  and  inquisitorial  measures.  The 
most  distinguished  and  eloquent  of  these  support- 
ers of  power  were  a  young  man  named  Sargent, 
of  whose  fate  in  afler-days  I  know  nothing,  and 
Jcbb,  the  late  Bishop  of  Limerick,  who  was 
then,  as  he  continued  to  be  through  life,  much 
respected  for  his  private  worth  and  learning. 

Of  the  popular  side,  in  the  Society,  the  chief 
champion  and  ornament  was  Robert  Emmet ; 
and  though  every  care  was  taken  to  exclude 
from  the  subjects  of  debate  all  questions  verg- 
ing towards  the  politics  of  the  day,  it  was  always 
easy  enough,  by  a  side-wind  of  digression  or  al- 
lusion, to  bring  Ireland,  and  the  prospects  then 
opening  upon  her,  within  the  scope  of  the  orator^s 
view.  So  exciting  and  powerful,  in  this  respect, 
were  Emmet's  speeches,  and  so  little  were  even 
the  most  eloquent  of  the  adverse  party  able  to 
cope  with  his  powers,  that  it  was  at  length 
thought  advisable,  by  the  higher  authorities,  to 
send  among  us  a  man  of  more  advanced  stand- 
ing, as  well  as  belonging  to  a  former  race  of  re- 
nowned speakers,  in  that  Society,  in  order  that 
he  might  answer  the  speeches  of  Emmet,  and 
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»4iite  -K'«  j^*i£^  'iKHi^hc  to  pnniuce.  The  name 
.X  ih«^  iiiikU£«  oOttuipioa  v>£'  the  higber  powers 
i  4^  m:i.  MWO«dtury  li0r<»  to  record ;  but  the 
A(^v\«  .>«  U4  uueiuoa  ^moag  «t9  was  in  some 
N«V^v%  :A»o«r\i ;  aA  it  wa^  in  replying  to  a  long 
.x«.^-a  Ji  "^^^  otto  night,  that  Emmet,  much  to 
,j<  «to.*..^iK:«uiou  of  u»  who  gloried  in  him  as 
.N«^  viMVi.  xnvuim  suddenly  embarrassed  in 
X  uu^iU%-  X  -vs  a|wech«  and,  to  use  the  par- 
»kMii.^*A. «  v^OM?*  bfoko  down.  Whether  fi-om 
«  w^^4«s«*i.4u>  ogulVisioa  in  the  thread  of  his 
i^^.«oi*,\iiU  sH  {KMtfihty  fVom  diffidence  in  en- 
.N«.^\xu«^  jui  »dvorsary  so  much  his  senior, — 
nv  SsjuMi'i  ^AA  as  ittodest  as  he  was  high- 
^uv<u  vud  bi:a\o% — h»  b«»gan,  in  the  full  ca- 
s>«  .n;  \a  «lo«)tt«uo«,  to  hesitate  and  repeat 
v«  ^i^^Uh  4)k)  ihou,  at\«r  an  effort  or  two  to 
sxv^vi  t^uiM'lt'«  iMt  down. 

U  ti^^i  h»  luy  own  lot  to  bo  engaged,  about 
^-  ^«!Usv  uuiiN  iu  a  brisk  struggle  with  the 
.^vAUiMui  \S4U\  iu  iho  Society,  in  consequence 
,vi  ^  \i:l\\M4«i>  ^K^^u^  whioh  1  gave  in  as  candi- 
,fak*v  ■.\>4  vho  l.;ioiiirv  Medal,  entitled  "  An  Ode 
>,\M  \oihtu^«  ^Uh  Notes,  by  Trismegistus 
Hv.,»aU*wv»«i  IKIK»"  Ao.  *o.  For  this  squib 
^4  '.wa  vN^  ^(o^t  IHmis  of  learning,  the  medal 
>^.,*  x^^cd  u»  \m  by  a  triumphant  majority. 
;iw«  « tu«HUM«  >k.Mi  uudo  in  the  following  week 
*o  vxw,u>l  uV*  \ou> ;  and  a  fierce  contest  be- 
u\sx«»  v,V  *Mk^  i*gwu*j«  ensued,  which  I  at  last 
»•,.«  «:«  .  ;^^^  ^*  ^'^  \oluutarily  withdrawing  my 
^  sv...4Ss^jKvi  »KvM  kho  Society's  Book. 

\  V*\o  vu^^U  *d\orlod  to  the  period  when 
Ml.  »w4»ui^\  vaHmWo  volume  first  became 
Kuo  vv  ik  »o  »w*\  AVi  V  <^lai»stHJI  no  very  long  time 
lKu»  o  \  >^^  m\^^^  tho  KaiH»y  proprietor  of  a 
.v^  \  .vi  V.S.V  v^viik^  aud,  ih^mgh  never  regularly 
uk..i*u*usl  \xk  uiu*»<.s  ssmM  iday  over  the  airs 
Mk  ivU  u0^uuS,>o  \AshUi\  \^  thi»  juano-forte.  Rob- 
vu  KtuiMs'i  u*cd  ^*iioUWis»  to  sit  by  me,  when 
\  x,.K.  ihu*  oMji^itvsl  X  aun^  \  rtnuember  one  day 
KtH  .Muu^  u4^  **  t\\Mtt  a  u^vi^ry,  when  I  had 
H,k  iuu»»h*s»  j>hvbu^^  iKat  sj^rUiHl  tune  called 
vW  U\sl  b\^.\^*  a«d  v\s*la«wiw|f»  *•  Oh  that  I 
>fcw;o  a  ih^  Hv^  ^a'  tw<»niY  thousand  men, 
uaivtuu^  u^  ih^^  au  -'^ 

Uo^^  liiUo  a»d  \  th^?w  tUmk  that  in  one  of  the 
ius'^k  WHAv^htt^  v4f  tho  s>^*H>t  airs  1  used  to  play 

U«|  tMa  Niw^mWt  ttk»  a«r«  of  old.** 


to  him,  his  own  dying  words  wonld  find  an  in- 
terpreter so  worthy  of  their  sad,  but  proud 
feeling  ;t  or  that  another  of  those  mournful 
strains];  would  long  be  associated,  in  the  hearts 
of  his  countrjrmen,  with  the  memory  of  her^ 
who  shared  with  Ireland  his  last  blessing  and 
prayer. 

Though  fully  alive,  of  course,  to  the  feelings 
which  such  music  could  not  but  inspire,  I  had 
not  yet  undertaken  the  task  of  adapting  words 
to  any  of  the  airs  ;  and  it  was,  I  am  ashamed 
to  say,  in  dull  and  turgid  prose,  that  I  made 
my  first  appearance  in  print  as  a  champion  of 
the  popular  cause.  Towards  the  latter  end  of 
the  year  1797,  the  celebrated  newspaper  called 
"  The  Press"  was  set  up  by  Arthur  O'Connor, 
Thomas  Addis  Emmet,  and  other  chiefs  of  the 
United  Irish  conspiracy,  with  the  view  of  pre> 
paring  and  ripening  the  public  mind  for  the  great 
crisis  then  fast  approaching.  This  memorable 
journal,  according  to  the  impression  I  at  present 
retain  of  it,  was  far  more  distinguished  for 
earnestness  of  purpose  and  intrepidity,  than  for 
any  great  display  of  literary  talent ; — ^the  bold 
letters  written  by  Emmet,  (the  elder,)  under 
the  signature  of  '^  Montanus,"  being  the  only 
compositions  I  can  now  call  to  mind  as  entitled 
to  praise  for  their  literary  merit.  It  required* 
however,  but  a  small  sprinkling  of  talent  to 
make  bold  writing,  at  that  time,  palatable ;  and« 
from  the  experience  of  my  own  home,  I  can 
answer  for  the  avidity  with  which  every  line  of 
this  daring  journal  was  devoured.  It  used  to 
come  out,  I  think,  twice  a  week,  and,  on  tha 
evening  of  publication,  I  always  read  it  aloud 
to  our  small  circle  after  supper. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  that,  what  with 
my  ardor  for  the  national  cause,  and  a  growing 
consciousness  of  some  little  turn  for  author* 
ship,  I  was  naturally  eager  to' become  a  con- 
tributor  to  those  patriotic  and  popular  columnSi 
But  the  constant  anxiety  about  me  which  1 
knew  my  own  family  felt, — a  feeling  far  mon 
wakeful  than  even  their  zeal  in  the  publk 
cause, — withheld  me  from  hazarding  any  ate) 
that  might  cause  them  alarm.  I  had  ventured 
indeed,  one  evening,  to  pop  privately  into  tb 
letter-box  of  The  Press,  a  short  Fragment  I 
imitation  of  Ossian.    But  this,  though  inserted 


X  **  She  is  for  ftom  the  land  where  ner  young  aero  « 
^IflMCorran. 
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off  quiet] J ;  and  nobody  was,  in  any 
of  the  phiase,  the  wiser  for  it.  I  was 
•000  tempted,  howeyer,  to  try  a  more  daring 
light.  Without  coramnnicating  my  secret  to 
any  one  but  Edward  Hudson,  I  addressed  a 
kng  Letter,  in  prose,  tothe*****of****, 
m  which  a  profusion  of  bad  flowers  of  rheto- 
ric wu  enwreathed  plentifully  with  that  weed 
which  Shakspeare  calls  "  the  cockle  of  rebel- 
Bon,"  and,  in  the  same  manner  as  before,  com- 
mitted it  tremblingly  to  the  chances  of  the 
lelte^4loz.  I  hardly  expected  my  prose  would 
W  hooorea  with  insertion,  when,  lo,  on  the 
Mzt  erenlng  of  publication,  when,  seated  as 
isoal  in  my  little  comer  by  the  fire,  I  unfolded 
the  paper  for  the  purpose  of  reading  it  to  my 
fsleet  anditory,  there  was  my  own  Letter 
•Caring  me  fbll  in  the  face,  being  honored 
vith  to  conspicuous  a  place  as  to  be  one  of 
the  fnt  articles  my  audience  would  expect  to 
hear.  Assuming  an  outward  appearance  of 
esse,  while  every  nenre  within  me  was  trem- 
UiBg,  I  contrired  to  accomplish  the  reading  of 
the  Letter  without  raising  in  either  of  my 
aoditors  a  suspicion  that  it  was  my  own.  I 
enjoyed  the  pleasure,  too,  of  hearing  it  a  good 
deal  piaised  by  them ;  and  might  have  been 
tempted  hy  this  welcome  tribute  to  acknowledge 
myself  ths  anthor,  had  I  not  found  that  the 
language  and  sentiments  of  the  article  were 
considered  by  byCi  to  be  "  very  bold."* 

I  was  not  destined,  howeyer,  to  remain  long 
undeteeted.  On  the  following  day,  Edward 
Hodson,! — ^^  ^y  ^^^i  ^  I  ^^^®  ^^>  ^^' 
trusted  with  my  secret,  called  to  pay  us  a 
morning  visit,  and  had  not  been  long  in  the 
loom,  conversing  with  my  mother,  when  look- 
iig  significantly  at  me,  he  said,  "  Well,  you 

•aw **    Here  he  stopped ;  but  the  mother's 

eye  had  followed  his,  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 
ning, to  mine,  and  at  once  she  perceived  the 
whole  troth.  "  That  Letter  was  yours,  then  1" 
the  adced  of  me  eagerly;  and,  without  hesitation, 
of  course,  I  acknowledged  the  fact ;  when  in  the 
earnest  manner  she  entreated  of  me  never 


*  8b  tkoasht  abo  hlfher  avttiorities ;  for  among  the  ex> 
•acli  ftoBi  The  Pma  brooght  (brward  by  the  Soeiet  Com- 
wtom  of  <lM  Bone  of  Ooamom,  to  ibow  how  fivmldable 
lii  heea  lb*  4erigM  of  the  UDlted  Irishmea,  theie  are  two 
•  ikne  pasagvapha  cited  fkoai  thb  ledonbtabte  Letter, 
t  Of  the  depth  and  eztmt  to  whkh  Hndioii  had  ioTolved 
la  the  coMplruy,  none  of  ow  flunlly  had  harbored 
iMCloa;  till,  oa  the  adnue  of  the  thlilMB  LelBsier 


again  to  have  any  connection  with  that  paper ; 
and,  as  every  -msh  of  hers  was  to  me  law,  I 
readily  pledged  the  solemn  promise  she  re- 
quired.. 

Though  well  aware  how  easily  a  sneer  may 
be  raised  at  the  simple  details  of  this  domestic 
scene,  I  have  yet  ventured  to  put  it  on  record, 
as  affording  an  instance  of  the  gentle  and  wo- 
manly watchfulness, — the  Providence,  as  it 
may  be  called,  of  the  little  world  of  home, — ^by 
which,  although  placed  almost  in  the  very  cur- 
rent of  so  headlong  a  movement,  and  living 
familiarly  with  some  of  the  most  daring  of  those 
who  propelled  it,  I  yet  was  guarded  from  any 
participation  in  their  secret  oaths,  counsels,  or 
plans,  and  thus  escaped  all  share  in  that  wild 
struggle  to  which  so  many  far  better  men  than 
myself  fell  victims. 

In  the  mean  while,  this  great  conspiracy  wbb 
hastening  on,  with  fearful  precipitancy,  to  its 
outbreak ;  and  vague  and  shapeless  as  are  now 
known  to  have  been  the  views,  even  of  those 
who  were  engaged  practically  in  the  plot,  it 
is  not  any  wonder  that  to  the  young  and  un^ 
initiated  like  myself  it  should  have  opened 
prospects  partaking  far  more  of  the  wild 
dreams  of  poesy  than  of  the  plain  and  honest 
prose  of  real  life.  But  a  crisis  was  then  fast 
approaching,  when  such  self-delusions  could  no 
longer  be  indulged;  and  when  the  mystery 
which  had  hitherto  hung  over  the  plans  of  the 
conspirators  was  to  be  rent  asunder  by  the 
stern  hand  of  power. 

Of  the  horrors  that  fore-ran  and  followed  the 
frightful  explosion  of  the  year  1798,  I  have 
neither  inclination  nor,  luckily,  occasion  to 
speak.  But  among  those  introductory  scenes, 
which  had  somewhat  prepared  the  public  mind 
for  such  a  catastrophe,  there  was  one,  of  a 
painful  description,  which,  as  having  been  my- 
self an  actor  in  it,  I  may  be  allowed  briefly  to 
notice. 

It  was  not  many  weeks,  I  think,  before  this 
crisis,  that,  owing  to  information  gained  by  tlie 
college  authorities  of  the  rapid  spread,  among 

delegates,  at  Oliver  Bond*s,  in  the  month  of  March,  1798,  we 
fimnd,  to  onr  astonlahmeiit  and  koww,  that  he  was  one  of 
the  number. 

To  thoie  unread  in  the  painfU  hiitoiy  of  this  period.  It  is 
right  to  mention  that  almost  all  the  leaden  of  the  United 
Irish  eonsplracy  were  Protestants.  Among  those  companiona 
of  my  own  alluded  to  in  these  pegee,  I  scarcely  remember  a 
aingie  OathoUe. 
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the  students,  not  only  of  the  principles  but  the 
organization  of  the  Irish  Union,*  a  solemn 
Visitation  was  held  by  Lord  Clare,  the  yice- 
chancellor  of  the  University,  with  the  view  of 
inquiring  into  the  extent  of  this  branch  of  the 
plot,  and  dealing  summarily  with  those  engaged 
in  it. 

Imperious  and  harsh  as  then  seemed  the 
policy  of  thus  setting  up  a  sort  of  inquisitorial 
tribunal,  armed  with  the  power  of  examining 
witnesses  on  oath,  and  in  a  place  devoted  to  the 
instruction  of  youth,  I  cannot  but  confess  that 
the  facts  which  came  out  in  the  course  of  the 
evidence  went  far  towards  justifying  even  this 
arbitrary  proceeding ;  and  to  the  many  who, 
like  myself,  were  acquainted  only  with  the 
general  views  of  the  Union  leaders,  without 
even  knowing,  except  from  conjecture,  who 
those  leaders  were,  or  what  their  plans  or  objects, 
it  was  most  startling  to  hear  the  disclosures 
which  every  succeeding  witness  brought  forth. 
There  were  a  few, — and  among  that  number 
poor  Robert  Emmet,  John  Brown,  and  the 
jtwo  ••••••  s,t  whose  total  absence  from 

the  whole  scene,  as  well  as  the  dead  silence 
that,  day  after  day,  followed  the  calling  out  of 
their  names,  proclaimed  how  deep  had  been 
their  share  in  the  unlawful  proceedings  inquired 
into  by  this  tribunal. 

But  there  was  one  young  friend  of  mine, 
•••••••,  whose  appearance  among   the 

suspected  and  examined  as  much  surprised  as 
it  deeply  and  painfully  interested  me.  He  and 
Emmet  had  long  been  intimate  and  attached 
friends ; — ^their  congenial  fondness  for  mathe- 
matical studies  having  been,  I  think,  a  far  more 
binding  sympathy  between  them  than  any  ari- 
sing out  of  their  political  opinions.  From  his 
being  called  up,  however,  on  this  day,  when,  as 
it  appeared  afterwards,  all  the  most  important 
evidence  was  brought  forward,  there  could  be 
little  doubt  that,  in  addition  to  his  intimacy 
with  Emmet,  the  college  authorities  must  have 
possessed  some  information  which  led  them  to 
suspect  him  of  being  an  accomplice  in  the  con- 


*  In  the  Report  fiom  the  Secret  Committee  of  the  Irish 
House  of  Lords,  this  extension  of  the  plot  to  the  College  Is 
noticed  m  **a  desperate  project  of  the  same  faction  to  corrupt 
the  youth  of  the  country  by  introdacing  their  oiganized  sys- 
tem of  ireasoa  Into  the  University." 

t  Ore  of  theie  farofhen  has  long  been  a  general  in  the 
French  army ;  having  taken  a  part  in  all  thoM  great  enters 


spiracy.  In  the  course  of  his  examination, 
some  questions  were  put  to  him  which  he 
refused  to  answer, — most  probably  from  their 
tendency  to  involve  or  inculpate  others;  and 
he  was  accordingly  dismissed,  with  the  melan- 
choly certainty  that  his  future  prospects  in  life 
were  blasted ;  it  being  already  known  that  the 
punishment  for  such  contumacy  was  not  merely 
expulsion  from  the  University,  but  also  exclu- 
sion from  all  the  learned  professions. 

The  proceedings,  indeed,  of  this  whole  day 
had  been  such  as  to  send  me  to  my  home  in  the 
evening  with  no  very  agreeable  feelings  or 
prospects.  I  had  heard  evidence  given  affect- 
ing even  the  lives  of  some  of  those  friends  whom 
I  had  long  regarded  with  admiration  as  well  as 
affection ;  and  what  was  still  worse  than  even 
their  danger, — a  danger  ennobled,  I  thought, 
by  the  cause  in  which  they  suffered, — ^was  the 
shameful  spectacle  exhibited  by  those  who  had 
appeared  in  evidence  against  them.  Of  these 
witnesses,  the  greater  number  had  been  them- 
selves involved  in  the  plot,  and  now  iume  for- 
ward either  as  voluntary  informers,  or  else 
were  driven  by  the  fear  of  the  consequences  of 
refusal  to  secure  their  own  safety  at  the  ex- 
pense of  companions  and  friends. 

I  well  remember  the  gloom,  so  unusual,  that 
hung  over  our  family  circle  on  that  evening,  as, 
talking  together  of  the  events  of  the  day,  we  dis- 
cussed the  likelihood  of  my  being  among  those 
who  would  be  called  up  for  examination  on  the 
morrow.  The  deliberate  conclusion  to  which 
my  dear  honest  advisers  came,  was  that,  over- 
whelming as  the  consequences  were  to  all  their 
plans  and  hopes  for  me,  yet,  to  the  questions 
leading  to  criminate  others,  which  had  been 
put  to  almost  all  examined  on  that  day,  and 
which  poor  ••••**•  alone  had  refused 
to  answer,  I  must,  in  the  same  manner,  and  at 
all  risks,  return  a  similar  refusal.  I  am  not 
quite  certain  whether  I  received  any  intimation, 
on  the  following  morning,  that  I  was  to  be  one 
of  those  examined  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  \ 
but  I  rather  think  some  such  notice  had  been  ' 


prises  of  Napoleon  which  have  now  become  matter  of  history. 
Should  these  pages  meet  the  eye  of  General  ******,  tb^f  ' 
will  call  to  his  mind  the  days  we  passed  together  in  Noi^  i 
mandy,  a  few  summers  since ; — more  especially  onr  excur- 
sion to  Bayenx,  when,  as  we  talJced  on  the  way  of  old  collet 
times  and  friends,  all  the  eventful  and  stormy  scenes  hehatf 
passed  through  since  seemed  quite  forgotten. 


PREFACE. 


33 


eoDTeyed  to  me  ^--and,  at  last,  my  awful  turn 
came,  and  I  stood  la  presence  of  the  formida- 
ble tribimal.  There  sat,  with  severe  look,  the 
nce-chancellor,  and,  hy  his  side,  the  memora- 
ble Doctor  Doigenan, — memorable  for  his  eter- 
m1  pamphlets  against  the  Catholics. 

llie  oath  was  proffered  to  me.    "  I  have  an 

objection,  my  Lord,''  said  I,  "  to  taking  this 

oikh."    **  What  is  your  objection  ?"  he  asked 

seemly.    "  I  have  no  fears,  my  Lord,  that  any 

thing  I  might  say  would  criminate  myself;  but 

it  might  tend  to  inyoWe  others,  and  I  despise 

the  character  of  the  person  who  could  be  led, 

inder  any  such  circumstances,  to  inform  against 

his  asaoeiales. "  This  was  aimed  at  some  of  the 

rerelatiotts  of  the  preceding  day ;  and,  as  I 

letmed  afterwards,  was  so  understood.   ''How 

•Id  are  yon.  Sir  !*'  he  then  asked.    "  Between 

terenteen  and  eighteen,  my  fiOrd."    He  then 

tnmed  to  his  assessor,  Duigenan,  and  exchanged 

a  few  words  with  him,  in  an  under  tone  of 

Toiee.    "  We  cannot,"  he  resumed,  again  ad- 

dxcMing  me,  "  suffer  any  one  to  remain  in  our 

Uorrersity  who  refuses  to  take  this  oath." 

**  I  shall,  then,  my  Lord,"  I  replied,  "  take  the 

oath^ — sdll  reserring  to  myself  the  power  of 

veluang  to  answer  any  such  questions  as  I  have 

jost  deaeribed."   ^  We  do  not  sit  here  to  argue 

vith  jfM,  Sir,"  he  rejoined  sharply ;  upon  which 

I  took  the  oath,  and  seated  myself  in  the  wit- 

aeasea' chair. 

The  following  are  the  questions  and  answers 
Atf  Chen  ensued.  AAer  adverting  to  the 
Itoved  existence  of  United  Iiiah.  Societies  in 
the  University,  he  asked,  "  Have  you  ever 
Wloaged  to  any  of  these  societies  V  "  No, 
9j  Lord."  "  Have  you  ever  known  of  any 
tf  the  proceedings  that  took  place  in  themi" 
'So,  my  Lord."  "  Did  you  over  hear  of  a 
pipoal  at  any  of  their  meetings,  for  the  pur- 
Ams  of  arms  and  ammunition  1"     "  Never, 

*  Thm  bad  been  two  qoesttons  pat  to  all  those  examined 
I  *te  Im  day,— ^  Wen  7011  erer  asked  to  Join  any  of  these 
I  ■fctar— and  ••By  whom  were  you  asked  I**— which  I 
I  ^hM  have  leAued  to  answer,  and  most,  of  course,  have 
fM  At  eoBseqoeneet. 

t  V^  Ike  corivctaeas  of  the  above  report  of  this  short  ex* 

^^itfaa,  I  ean  pratty  eonfldentlaUy  answer.  It  may  amuse, 

;  My  nadeffB,— «■  showing  the  manner  in  which 

■  Bake  the  moat  of  small  fhctsr-to  seo  an  extract 

r  aeeonat  (tf  this  affldr,  pnUUhed  not  many 

•  hy  an  old  aad  aaatooB  friend  of  onr  fiunlly.  After 

12^  ^^  islanlile  eaticetnen  one  or  two  of  my  answers, 

!••*»  *«■*——«- ^—"  Upon  Ihla,  Lofd  Claw  repeated 

I  fiidi  an  appeal,  as 


-J 


my  Lord."  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  propo- 
sition made,  in  one  of  these  societies,  with 
respect  to  the  expediency  of  assassination  1" 
"  Oh  no^  my  Lord.''  He  then  turned  again  to 
Duigenan,  and,  after  a  few  words  with  him, 
said  to  me : — "  When  such  are  the  answers  you 
are  able  to  give,*  pray  what  was  the  cause  of 
your  great  repugnance  to  taking  the  oathi" 
"  I  have  already  told  your  Lordship  my  chief 
reason ;  in  addition  to  which,  it  was  the  first 
oath  I  ever  took,  and  the  hesitation  was,  I  think, 

natural."t 

I  was  now  dismissed  without  any  further 
questioning ;  and,  however  trying  had  been  this 
short  operation,  was  amply  repaid  for  it  by  the 
kind  zeal  with  which  my  young  friends  and 
companions  flocked  to  congratulate  me ; — not 
so  much,  I  was  inclined  to  hope,  on  my  acquittal 
by  the  court,  as  on  the  manner  in  which  I  had 
acquitted  myself.  Of  my  reception,  on  return- 
ing home,  after  the  fears  entertained  of  so  very 
different  a  result,  I  will  not  attempt  any  de- 
scription ; — ^it  was  all  that  such  a  home  alone 
could  furnish. 

I  have  continued  thus  down  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  warning  outbreak  of  1798,  the 
slight  sketch  of  my  early  days  which  I  ven- 
tured to  commence  in  the  First  Volume  of  this 
Collection :  nor  could  I  have ,  furnished  the 
Irish  Melodies  with  any  more  pregnant  illus- 
tration, as  it  was  in  those  times,  and  among  the 
events  then  stirring,  that  the  feeling  which 
afterwards  found  a  voice  in  my  country's  music, 
was  bom  and  nurtured. 

I  shall  now  string  together  such  detached 
notices  and  memoranda  respecting  this  work, 
as  I  think  may  bo  likely  to  interest  my  readers. 

Of  the  few  songs  written  with  a  concealed 
political  feeling, — such  as  "  When  he  who 
adores  thee,"  and  one  or  two  more, — the  most 
successful,  in  its  day,  was  "  When  first  I  met 

caused  his  lordship  to  relax,  austere  and  rigid  as  he  vrzn. 
The  words  I  cannot  exactly  remeniber ;  the  substance  was 
as  follows: — that  he  entered  college  to  receive  the  education 
of  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman ;  that  he  knew  not  how  to 
compromise  these  characters  by  informing  against  his  col- 
lego  companions ;  that  his  own  speeches  in  the  debating 
society  had  been  ill  construed,  when  the  worst  that  cuuid  be 
said  of  them  was,  if  truth  had  been  spoken,  that  they  were 
patriotic  ....  that  he  wks  aware  of  the  high-nilndcd  no- 
bleman he  had  the  honor  of  appealing  to,  and  if  his  lord- 
ship could  for  a  moment  condescend  to  step  from  his  high 
staUon  and  place  himself  In  his  sltnaUon,  then  aay  how  he 
would  act  under  euch  circumstances,  it  would  be  his  gnl- 
dance.'*— IIbrbbkt*8  Iruk  Fari»ii9§.    London,  IfiStt. 
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thee  warm  and  young,"  which  alluded,  in  its 
hidden  sense,  to  the  Prince  Regent's  desertion 
of  his  political  friends.  It  was  little  less,  I 
own,  than  profanation  to  disturb  the  sentiment 
of  so  beautiful  an  air  by  any  connection  with 
such  a  subject.  The  great  success  of  this  song, 
soon  after  I  wrote  it,  among  a  large  party  stay- 
ing at  Chatsworth,  is  thus  alluded  to  in  one  of 
Lord  B3rron's  letters  to  me : — "  I  have  heard 
from  London  that  you  have  left  Chatsworth 

and  all  there  full  of '  entusjrmusy' 

and,  in  particular,  that  *  When  first  I  met  thee' 
has  been  quite  overwhelming  in  its  effect.  I 
told  you  it  was  one  of  the  best  things  you  ever 
wrote,  though  that  dog  •  •  •  •  wanted  you  to 
omit  part  of  it." 

It  has  been  sometimes  supposed  that  "  Oh, 
breathe  not  his  name,"  was  meant  to  allude  to 
Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald  :  but  this  is  a  mistake ; 
the  song  having  been  suggested  by  the  well- 
known  passage  in  Robert  Emmet's  dying 
speech,  "  Let  no  man  write  my  epitaph  .... 
let  my  tomb  remain  uninscribed,  till  other  times 
and  other  men  shall  learn  to  do  justice  to  my 
memory." 

The  feeble  attempt  to  conunemorate  the 
glory  of  our  great  Duke — "When  History's 
Muse,"  &c. — is  in  so  far  remarkable,  that  it 
made  up  amply  for  its  want  of  poetical  spirit, 
by  an  outpouring,  rarely  granted  to  bards  in 
these  days,  of  the  spirit  of  prophecy.  It  was 
in  the  year  1815  that  the  following  lines  first 
made  their  appearance : — 

And  stUl  the  last  crown  of  thy  tollt  Is  remaining, 
The  grandest,  the  purest,  ev*n  th9u  hast  yet  known ; 

Though  prond  was  tliy  task,  other  nations  unchaining, 
Fnx  prouder  to  heal  th^  deep  wounds  of  thy  own. 

At  the  foot  of  that  throne,  for  whose  weal  thou  hast  stood, 
Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  Ikme,  Itc. 

About  fourteen  years  after  these  lines  were 
written,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  recommended 
to  the  throne  the  great  measure  of  Catholic 
Emancipation. 

The  fancy  of  the  **  Origin  of  the  Irish  Harp," 
was  (as  I  have  elsewhere  acknowledged*) 
suggested,  by  a  drawing  made  under  pecu- 
liarly painful  circumstances,  by  the  friend  so 

*  **  When,  in  consequence  of  the  compact  entered  into  be- 
tween government  and  the  chief  leaders  of  the  conspiracy, 
the  Btate  Prisoners,  before  proceeding  intoexUe,were  allowed 
to  see  Uieir  friends,  I  paid  a  vtoit  to  Henry  Hudson,  in  the  jail 
of  Kilmainham,  where  he  had  then  lain  immured  for  four  or 
five  months,  hearing  of  friend  afrer  friend  being  led  out  lo 
death,  and  enwetlng  ereiy  week  his  owi|  tam  to  come.   I 


often  mentioned  in  this  sketch,  Edwi 
son. 

In  connection  with  another  of  the» 
less  airs, — one  that  defies  all  poetry  to 
tice, — I  find  the  following  singular  and 
statement  in  an  article  of  the  Quarterly 
Speaking  of  a  young  and  promising 
Lucretia  Davidson,  who  died  very  et 
nervous  excitement,  the  Reviewer  sa; 
was  particularly  sensitive  to  music.  T 
one  song  (it  was  Moore's  Farewell  to  1 
to  which  she  took  a  special  fancy.  Sb 
to  hear  it  only  at  twilight, — thus  (' 
same  perilous  love  of  excitement  wb 
her  place  the  ^olian  harp  in  the  wine 
she  was  composing)  seeking  to  ine 
efifect  which  the  song  produced  upon  : 
system,  already  diseasedly  susceptible 
said  that,  whenever  she  heard  this 
became  cold,  pale,  and  almost  ^aintii 
was  her  favorite  of  all  songs,  and  g 
sion  to  those  verses  addressed  in  he: 
year  to  her  sister,  "f 

With  the  Melody  entitled  "  Love, ' 
Wit,"  an  incident  is  connected,  whicl 
ed  feelings  in  me  of  proud,  but  sad  ( 
as  showing  that  my  songs  had  re; 
hearts  of  some  of  the  descendants 
great  Irish  families,  who  found  t 
forced,  in  the  dark  days  of  persecutic 
in  other  lands  a  refuge  from  the  a 
ruin  of  their  own ; — those,  whose  st 
thus  associated  with  one  of  their 
most  characteristic  airs : — 

Ye  Blakes  and  0*Donnells,  whose  fkthen  re 
The  green  hills  of  their  youth,  among  Strang 
That  repose  which  at  home  they  had  sighM 

From  a  foreign  lady,  of  this  ancient  • 
— whose  names,  could  I  venture  1 
them,  woald  lend  to  the  incident  an 
Irish  charm, — ^I  received,  about  two  5 
through  the  hands  of  a  gentleman  to  ^ 
been  intrusted,  a  large  portfolio,  ado: 
with  a  beautiful  drawing,  represen 
Wit,  and  Valor,  as  described  in  the 
the  border  that  surrounds  the  drawioj 

found  that  to  amuse  his  solitude  he  had  made 
ing  with  charcoal  on  the  wall  of  his  prison,  re| 
ftneied  origin  of  the  Irish  Harp  which,  some 
adopted  as  the  subject  of  one  of  the '  Melodies 
Deatk  ef  Lord  Edward  FUxgtraU,  vol.  L 
t  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  zli.  p.  S94. 
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dneed  the  fitrorite  emblems  of  Erin,  the  harp, 
the  shmmrock,  the  mitred  head  of  St.  Patrick, 
together  with  scrolls  containing  each,  inscribed 
m  letters  of  gold,  the  name  of  some  favorite 
■dody  of  the  fair  artist. 

This  present  was  accompanied  by  the  fol- 
lowing letter  from  the  lady  herself;  and  her 
Irish  race,  I  fear,  is  but  too  discernible  in  the 
g— eious  indiscretion  with  which,  in  this  in- 
fCance,  she  allows  praise  so  much  to  outstrip 


>'X.c85w«#«C,183S. 


''Si  les  pontes  n'^toient  en  qnelqne 
ne  propri^t^  intellectuelle  dont  chacun 
piend  sa  part  k  raison  de  la  puissance  quMIs 
emeent,  je  ne  sanrois  en  v^rit^  comment  faire 
poar  juat^er  mon  courage ! — car  il  en  falloit 
toaactfop  pour  aroir  ose  consacrer  mon  pauvre 
tdent  d'amateur  k  tos  d^licieuses  poSsies,  et 
fins  encore  pour  en  renvoyer  le  pile  reflet  k 
Ml  TeritaUe  auteur. 

**  Pesp&re  tontefois  que  ma  sympathie  pour 
rUnide  Tons  fera  juger  ma  foible  production 
svee  eette  henreuse  pardalite  qui  impose  si- 
knee  k  la  critique  :  car,  si  je  n'appartiens  pas 
k  nie  Yerte  par  ma  naissance,  ni  mes  relations, 
]b  puis  dire  que.  je  m*y  int^resse  avec  un  coeur 
et  que  j'ai  conserve  plus  que  le  nom 
4b  mes  p^ies.     Cela  seul  me  fait  esperer  que 
MS  petits  Toyageurs  ne  subiront  pas  le  triste 
•DTiciai  des  strangers.     Puissent-ils  remplir 
hv  miasioB  snr  le  sol  natal,  en  agissant  con- 
joiiteinent  et  toujours  pour  la  cause  Iriandaise, 
tt  imener  enfin  une  6re  nouvelle  pour  eette 
kiniqiie  et  malheureuse  nation : — ^le  moyen 
h  niaere  de  tela  adversaires  s'ils  ne  font 
li'Mt 

"Tens  dirai-je.  Monsieur,  les  doux  moments 
pi  je  dois  k  tos  ourrages  ?  ce  seroit  rep6ter 
te  fiM  de  plus  ce  que  tous  entendez  tous  les 
)Mn  et  de  tous  les  coins  de  la  terre.  Aussi 
pi  ffadt  de  tous  raTir  un  tems  trop  pr^cieux 
l^rcefao  de  ces  Tieilles  Terit^s. 

"  Si  jamais  mon  6toiIe  me  conduit  en  Irlande, 

Jill  B'y  croirai  pas  ^trang&re.    Je  sais  que  le 

y  bisse  de  longs  souvenirs,  et  quo  la  con- 

des  dteirs  et  des  esp^rances  rapproche 

^pit  de  Fespaee  et  dn  tems. 

*  Jssque  U,  receTea,  je  tous  prie,  Tassurance 


de  ma  parfaite  consideration,  avec  laquelle  j*ai 
Phonneur  d*dtre, 

y  Monsieur, 
"  Votre  tr^s-humble  Servante, 
"  La  Comtesse  •  •  •  •  •." 

Of  the  translations  that  have  appeared  of  the 
Melodies  in  different  languages,  I  shall  here 
mention  such  as  have  come  to  my  knowledge. 

Latin, — "  Cantus  Hibernici,"  Nicholas  Lee 
Torre,  London,  1835. 

Italian.—G,  Flechia,  Torino,  1836.— Adele 
Custi,  Milano,  1836. 

French. — Madame  Belloc,  Paris,  1823. — 
Loeve  Veimars,  Paris,  1829. 

Russian, — Several  detached  Melodies,  by 
the  popular  Russian  poet  Kozlof. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  FIFTH  VOLUME. 
In  spite  of  the  satirist^s  assertion,  that 

"next  to  singing,  the  most  foolish  thing 
Is  gravely  to  harangue  on  what  we  sing/*— 

I  shall  yet  venture  to  prefix  to  this  Volume  a 
few  introductory  pages,  not  relating  so  much  to 
the  Songs  which  it  contains,  as  to  my  own 
thoughts  and  recollections  respecting  song- 
writing  in  general. 

The  close  alliance  known  to  have  existed 
between  poetry  and  music,  during  the  infancy 
of  both  these  arts,  has  sometimes  led  to  the 
conclusion  that  they  are  essentially  kindred  to 
each  other,  and  that  the  true  poet  ought  to  be, 
if  not  praciically,  at  least  in  taste  and  ear,  a 
musician.  That  such  was  the  case  in  the  early 
times  of  ancient  Greece,  and  that  her  poets 
then  not  only  set  their  own  verses  to  music, 
but  sung  them  at  public  festivals,  there  is  every 
reason,  from  all  we  know  on  the  subject,  to 
believe.  A  similar  union  between  the  two  arts 
attended  the  dawn  of  modern  literature  in  the 
twelfth  century,  and  was,  in  a  certain  degree, 
continued  down  as  far  as  the  time  of  Petrarch^ 
when,  as  it  appears  from  his  own  memo- 
randums, that  poet  used  to  sing  his  verses,  in 
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compoBing  them  ;*  and  when  it  was  the  cus- 
tom with  all  writers  of  sonnets  and  canzoni  to 
prefix  to  their  poems  a  sort  of  key-note,  hy 
which  the  intonation  in  reciting  or  chanting 
them  was  to  be  regulated. 

As  the  practice  of  uniting  in  one  individual, 
— ^whether  Bard,  Scald,  or  Troubadour, — ^the 
character  and  functions  both  of  musician  and 
poet,  is  known  to  have  been  invariably  the  mark 
of  a  rude  state  of  society,  so  the  gradual  separ- 
ation of  these  two  callings,  in  accordance  with 
that  great  principle  of  Political  Economy,  the 
division  of  labor,  has  been  found  an  equally 
sure  index  of  improving  civilization.  So  far, 
in  Engjand,  indeed,  has  this  partition  of  work- 
manship been  carried,  that,  with  the  signal  ex- 
ception of  Milton,  there  is  not  to  be  found,  I 
believe,  among  all  the  eminent  poets  of  Eng- 
land, a  single  musician.  It  is  but  fair,  at  the 
same  time,  to  acknowledge,  that  out  of  the 
works  of  these  very  poets  might  be  produced 
a  select  number  of  songs,  surpassing,  in  fancy, 
grace,  and  tenderness,  all  that  the  language, 
perhaps,  of  any  other  country  could  furnish. 

We  witness,  in  our  own  times, — as  far  as  the 
knowledge  or  practice  of  music  is  concerned, 
— a  similar  divorce  between  the  two  arts ;  and 
my  friend  and  neighbor,  Mr.  Bowles,  is  the 
only  distinguished  poet  of  o&r  day  whom  I  can 
call  to  mind  as  being  also  a  musician.f  Not  to 
dwell  further,  however,  on  living  writers,  the 
strong  feeling,  even  to  tears,  with  which  I  have 
seen  Byron  listen  to  some  favorite  melody, 
has  been  elsewhere  described  by  me ;  and  the 
musical  taste  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  I  ought  to  be 
the  last  person  to  call  in  question,  after  the  very 
cordial  tribute  he  has  left  on  record  to  my  own 
untutored  minstrelsy.^  But  I  must  say,  that, 
pleased  as  my  illustrious  friend  appeared  really 
to  be,  when  I  first  sung  for  him  at  Abbotsford, 
it  was  not  till  an  evening  or  two  after,  at  his 
own  hospitable  supper-table,  that  I  saw  him  in 
his  true  sphere  of  musical  enjoyment.     No 

*  The  following  is  a  specimen  of  those  memorandums,  as 
given  by  Foscolo :— **  I  must  make  these  two  verses  over 
again,  singing  them,  and  I  must  transpose  them— 3  o'clock, 
A.  M.  19th  October.'*  Frequently  to  sonnets  of  that  time  such 
notices  as  the  following  were  prefixed :— '*  InUnuUum  per 
Francnm**— "  8crlpf>r  dedit  tonum,** 

t  The  late  Rev.  William  Crowe,  author  of  the  noble  poem 
of  "  Lewlsden  IDll,**  was  likewise  a  musician,  and  has  left 
a  Treatise  on  English  versification,  to  which  his  knowledge 
of  the  sister  art  lends  a  peculiar  interest 

8o  UtHedtet  0Teii  the  origin  of  the  word  **lyiick,'*  ai  ap- 


sooner  had  the  quaigh  taken  its  round,  after 
our  repast,  than  his  friend.  Sir  Adam,  was 
called  upon,  with  the  general  acclaim  of  the 
whole  table,  for  the  song  of  <'Hey  tiittis 
tattie,"  and  gave  it  ont  to  us  with  all  the 
true  national  relish.  But  it  was  during  the 
chorus  that  Scott's  delight  at  this  festive  scene 
chiefly  showed  itself.  At  the  end  of  every 
verse,  the  whole  company  rose  from  their 
seats,  and  stood  round  the  table  with  annt 
crossed,  so  as  to  grasp  the  hand  of  the  neigh- 
bor on  each  side.  Thus  interlinked,  we  con- 
tinued to  keep  measure  to  the  strain,  by  mov- 
ing our  arms  up  and  down,  all  chanting  forth 
vociferously,  "Hey  tuttie  attie,  Hey  tuttie 
tattie."  Sir  Walter's  enjoymer  of  this  old 
Jacobite  chorus, — a  little  increased,  doubt- 
less, by  seeing  how  I  entered  into  the  spiiit 
of  it, — gave  to  the  whole  scene,  I  confess,  a 
zest  and  charm  in  my  eyes  such  as  the  fineit 
musical  performance  could  not  have  bestowed 
on  it. 

Having  been  thus  led  to  allude  to  this  viiit^ 
I  am  tempted  to  mention  a  few  other  circump. 
stances  connected  with  it.  From  Abbotsford  I 
proceeded  to  Edinburgh,  whither  Sir  Walter/ 
in  a  few  days  after,  followed ;  and  during  m^i 
short  stay  in  that  city  an  incident  occurrflll!^ 
which,  though  already  mentioned  by  Scott|. 
in  his  Diary ,^  and  owing  its  chief  intereilt 
to  the  connection  of  his  name  with  it,  ou^(| 
not  to  be  omitted  among  these  memoranda^; 
As  I  had  expressed  a  desire  to  visit  the  EdiB«| 
burgh  theatre,  which  opened  but  the  eve] 
before  my  departure,  it  was  proposed  to 
Walter  and  myself,  by  our  friend  Jeflfrey, 
we  should  dine  with  him  at  an  early  hour 
that  purpose,  and  both  were  good-nal 
enough  to  accompany  me  to  the  theatre.  Hm 
ing  found,  in  a  volume||  sent  to  me  by 
anonymous  correspondent,  a  more  circumi 
tial  account  of  the  scene  of  that  evening 
Sir  Walter  has  given  in  his  Diary,  I  shall 

piled  to  poetry,  soem  to  be  present  to  the  minds  of  i 
writers,  thnt  the  poet,  Young,  has  left  us  an  Dssay  on  1 
Poetry,  in  which  there  is  not  a  single  allusion  to  Mosle,  I 
beginning  to  end. 

X  Life  by  Lockhart,  vol.  vi.  p.  128. 

^  **  We  went  to  the  theatre  ti^ther,  and  the  hooae  I 

luckily  a  good  one,  received  T.  M.  with  rapture     I  c 

have  hugged  them,  for  it  paid  back  the  deft  of  the  kteil| 
ceptlon  I  met  with  in  Ireland.  * 

y  Written  by  Mr.  Benson  HiU. 
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vrmil  myneVt  of  its  grraphic  and  (with  one  ex- 
eepdon)  accurate  details.    After  adverting  to 
tSie  sensation  produced  by  the  appearance  of 
the  late  Duchess  of  St.  Alban^s  in  one  of  the 
boxes,  the  writer  thus  proceeds : — ^**  There  was 
a  general  buzz  and  stare,  for  a  few  seconds ; 
tbe  aodience  then  turned  their  backs  to  the 
lidj,  and  their  attention  to  the  stage,  to  wait 
tfll  the  first  piece  should  be  over  ere  they  in- 
tended staring  again.     Just  as  it  terminated, 
mother  party  quietly  glided  into  a  box  near 
that  filled  by  the   Duchess.      One    pleasing 
fismale  was  with  the  three  male  comers.    In  a 
minute  the  cry  ran  round : — *  Eh,   yen's  Sir 
Walter,  wi'  Lockhart  an'  his  wife,*  and  wha's 
the  wee  bit  bodie  wi'  the  pawkie  een  ?    Wow, 
Vnt  it's    Tarn    Moore,    ju8t--Scott,    Scott ! 
Howe,  Moore  !' — with  shouts,  cheers,  bravos. 
Bad  applause.     But  Scott  would  not  rise  to 
appropriate  these  tributes.     One  could  see  that 
be  urged  Moore  to  do  so ;   and  he,  though 
BMtdestly  reluctant,  at  last  yielded,  and  bowed 
had  on  heart,  with  much  animation.     The 
ery  for  Scott  was  then  redoubled.  He  gathered 
hiBself  up,  and,  with  a  benevolent  bend,  ac- 
bowledged  this  deserved  welcome.     The  or- 
chestra played  alternately  Scotch  and  Irish 


Among  the  choicest  of  my  recollections  of 
te  flying  visit  to  Edinburgh,  are  the  few  days 
I  passed  with  Lord  Jeffrey  at  his  agreeable 
ittreat,  Craig  Crook.  I  had  then  recently 
written  the  words  and  music  of  a  glee  contain- 
ed in  this  volume,  "  Ship  a  hoy !"  which  there 
*0Q  its  first  honors.  So  oflcn,  indeed,  was  I 
oiled  upon  to  repeat  it,  tha  he  upland  echoes 
cf  Craig  Crook  ought  long  to  have  had  its  bur- 
dea  by  heart. 

Having  thus  got  on  Scottish  ground,  I  find 
■yielf  awakened  to  the  remembrance  of  a  name 
vbich,  whenever  song-writing  is  the  theme, 
Mgfat  to  rank  second  to  none  in  that-sphere  of 
pMcal  fiune.  Robert  Burns  was  wholly  un- 
ified in  music  ;  yet  the  rare  art  of  adapting 
vordi  successfully  to  notes,  of  wedding  verse 

*  The  writer  wu  here  mistaken.  There  was  one  lady  of 
isr  ftrty ;  tmt  neither  Mr.  nor  Mn.  Lockhart  was  present 

t  It  appears  eertaln,  notwithstandinf,  that  he  was.  In  his 
IMh,  wholly  fauenslble  to  mosle.  In  speaking  of  him  and 
Mi  knthcr,  Mr.  Munloch,  their  preceptor,  says,  "  Robert's 
*•!■  partknlar,  was  remarkably  dall,  and  his  Tolce  nnta- 
>iUr.  Itwas  long  before  I  eonldfet  him  to  distinguish  one 
^ftoBaaoUier.** 


in  congenial  union  with  melody,  which,  were 
it  not  for  his  example,  I  should  say  none  but 
a  poet  versed  in  the  sister-art  ought  to  at- 
tempt, has  yet,  by  him,  with  the  aid  of  a  music 
to  which  my  own  country's  strains  are  alone 
comparable,  been  exercised  with  so  work- 
manly  a  hand,  and  with  so  rich  a  variety  of 
passion,  playfulness,  and  power,  as  no  song- 
writer, perhaps,  but  himself,  has  ever  yet  dis- 
played. 

That  Burns,  however  untaught,  was  yet,  in 
ear  and  feeling  a  musician,!  is  clear  from  the 
skill  with  which  he  adapts  his  verse  to  the 
structure  and  character  of  each  different  strain. 
Still  more  strikingly  did  he  prove  his  fitness  for 
this  peculiar  task,  by  the  sort  of  instinct  with 
which,  in  more  than  one  instance,  he  discerned 
the  real  and  innate  sentiment  which  an  air 
was  calculated  to  convey,  though  previously 
associated  with  words  expressing  a  totally  dif- 
ferent cast  of  feeling.  Thus  the  air  of  a  lu- 
dicrous old  song,  "  Fee  him,  father,  fee  him," 
has  been  made  the  medium  of  one  of  Burns's 
most  pathetic  effusions ;  while,  still  more  mar- 
vellously, "  Hey  tuttie  tattie"  has  been  eleva- 
ted by  him  into  that  heroic  strain,  "  Scots, 
wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled ;" — a  song  which, 
in  a  great  national  crisis,  would  be  of  more 
avail  than  all  the  eloquence  of  a  Demosthenes.  J 

It  was  impossible  that  the  example  of  Burns, 
in  these,  his  higher  inspirations,  should  not 
materially  contribute  to  elevate  the  character 
of  English  song-writing,  and  even  to  lead  to 
a  reunion  of  the  gif^s  which  it  requires,  if  not, 
as  of  old,  in  the  same  individual,  yet  in  that 
perfect  sympathy  between  poet  and  musician 
which  almost  amounts  to  identity,  and  of  which, 
in  our  own  times,  we  have  seen  so  interesting 
an  example  in  the  few  songs  which  bear  the 
united  names  of  those  two  sister  muses,  Mrs. 
Arkwright  and  the  late  Mrs.  Ilemans. 

Very  different  was  the  state  of  the  song-de- 
partment of  English  poesy  at  the  period  when 
I  first  tried  my  novice  hand  at  the  lyre.  The 
divorce    between  song  and   sense   had    then 

1 1  know  not  whether  it  has  ever  been  before  remarked,  that 
the  weli-known  lines  in  one  of  Bums*s  most  spirited  songa^ 
"  The  title's  bat  the  guinea's  stamp, 
The  man*s  the  gold  for  a*  that," 
may  possibly  have  been  suggested  by  the  following  passage 
In  Wycherley's  play,  the  "CounUy  Wife:"— "I  weigh  th^ 
man,  not  his  titU;  'tis  not  the  King's  ttamp  can  make  iht 
metal  better." 
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reached  its  utmost  range ;  and  to  all  verses 
connected  with  music,  from  a  Birth-day  Ode 
down  to  the  libretto  of  the  last  new  opera, 
might  fairly  be  applied  the  solution  which 
Figaro  gives  of  the  quality  of  the  words  of 
songs,  in  general, — ^''Ce  qui  ne  vaut  pas  la 
peine  d*6tre  dit,  on  le  chante.** 

It  may  here  be  suggested  that  the  convivial 
lyrics  of  Captain  Morris  present  an  exception 
to  the  general  character  I  have  given  of  the 
songs  of  this  period ;  and,  assuredly,  had 
Morris  written  much  that  at  all  approached 
the  following  verses  of  his  "Reasons  for 
Drinking,"  (which  I  quote  from  recollection,) 
few  would  have  equalled  him  either  in  fancy, 
or  in  that  lighter  kind  of  pathos,  which  comes, 
as  in  this  instance,  like  a  few  melancholy  notes 
in  the  middle  of  a  gay  air,  throwing  a  soft  and 
passing  shade  over  mirth : — 

*'  My  urase,  too,  when  her  wingi  an  dry, 

No  flroUe  flighto  wUl  take ; 
Bat  roand  a  bowl  she'll  dip  and  fly, 

Like  swallowa  roond  a  lake. 
If  then  the  nymph  mnst  have  her  share, 

Before  shell  bless  her  swain. 
Why,  tJM  I  thlnk*s  a  reason  taSi 

To  fill  my  glass  again. 

«  Then,  many  a  Ud  I  llk*d  is  dead, 

And  many  a  lass  grown  old ; 
And,  as  the  lesson  strikes  my  liead. 

My  weary  heart  grows  cold. 
Bat  wine  awl^le  holds  off  despair. 

Nay,  bids  a  hope  remain  ;— 
And  that  I  think*s  a  reason  ftir 

To  fill  my  glass  again.** 

How  far  my  own  labors  in  this  field — ^if, 
indeed,  the  gathering  of  such  idle  flowers  may 
be  so  designated — have  helped  to  advance,  or 
even  kept  pace  with  the  progressive  improve- 
ment I  have  here  described,  it  is  not  for  me  to 
presume  to  decide.  I  only  know  that  in  a 
strong  and  inborn  feeling  for  music  lies  the 
source  of  whatever  talent- 1  may  have  shown 
for  poetical  composition ;  and  that  it  was  the 
effort  to  translate  into  language  the  emotions 
and  passions  which  music  appeared  to  me  to 
express,  that  first  led  to  my  writing  any  poetry 
at  all  deserving  of  the  name.  Dryden  has 
happily  described  music  as  being  "  inarticulate 
poetry ;"  and  I  have  always  felt,  in  adapting 
words  to  an  expressive  air,  that  I  was  but 

*  I  canmt  let  pass  the  incidental  mention  here  of  this 
■oeial  and  pablle-splrited  nobleman,  withont  expressing  my 
strong  sense  of  his  kindly  qualities,  and  lamenting  the  loss 


bestowing  upon  it  the  gift  of  articulation,  and 
thus  enabling  it  to  speak  to  others  all  that  was 
conveyed,  in  its  wordless  eloquence,  to  mytetL 
Owing  to  the  space  I  was  led  to  devote,  in  our 
last  volume,  to  subjects  connected  with  the 
Irish  Melodies,  I  was  forced  to  postpone  bodm 
recollections,  of  a  very  different  description, 
respecting  the  gala  at  Boyle  Farm,  by  which 
my  poem,  entitled  The  Summer  F^te,  was 
suggested.  In  an  old  letter  of  my  own  to  • 
friend  in  Ireland,  giving  an  account  of  this 
brilliant  festival,  I  find  some  memorandums 
which,  besides  their  reference  to  the  subject  of 
the  poem,  contain  some  incidents  also  connected 
with  the  first  appearance  before  the  public  of 
one  of  the  most  successful  of  all  my  writingSr 
the  story  of  the  Epicurean.  I  shall  give  my 
extracts  from  this  letter,  in  their  original  diaiy* 
like  form,  without  alteration  or  dressing : — 

June  30,  1837. — ^Day  threatening  for  tht 
F6te.  Was  with  Lord  Essex  *  at  three  o'clocki 
and  started  about  half  an  hour  after.  Tbi 
whole  road  swarming  with  carriages-and-fonr 
all  the  way  to  Boyle  Farm,  which  Ladyd# 
Roos  has  lent,  for  the  occasion,  to  Henry ;— • 
the  five  givers  of  the  FSte,  being  Lordl 
Chesterfield,  Castlereagh,  Alvanley,  Henry  di 
Roos,  and  Robert  Grosvenor,  subscribing  foof 
or  five  hundred  pounds  each  towards  it.  Tht 
arrangements  all  in  the  very  best  taste.  Tbi 
pavilion  for  quadrilles,  on  the  bank  of  the  rivei|^ 
with  steps  descending  to  the  water,  quite  eaai^ 
em — ^like  what  one  sees  in  Daniers  pictureii 
Towards  five  the  elite  of  the  gay  world  wlii 
assembled — ^the  women  all  looking  their  bei 
and  scarce  a  single  ugly  face  to  be  fonii^ 
About  half  past  five,  sat  down  to  dinner,  4 
under  a  tent  on  the  lawn,  and  fifty  to  1 
Royal  Table  in  the  conservatory.  The  TynAi 
musicians  sung  during  dinner,  and  there 
after  dinner,  gondolas  on  the  river, 
Caradori, 'De  Begnis,  Velluti,  &c.,  singJH 
barcarolles  and  rowing  off  occasionally,  so 
to  let  their  voices  die  away  and  again 
After  these  succeeded  a  party  in  domini 
Madame  Yestris,  Fanny  Ayton,  &c., 
rowed  about  in  the  same  manner,  and 
among  other  things,  my  gondola  song, 
come  to  me  when  daylight  sets."    The  eveal 


which  not  only  society,  but  the  cause  of  sound  and 
sive  Political  Befonn,  has  sustained  by  his  death. 
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WM  delicious,  and,  as  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  the 
gioTes  were  all  lighted  up  with  colored  lamps, 
m  different  shapes  and  deyices.  A  little  lake 
Mar  a  grotto  took  my  fancy  particularly,  the 
ihiiilis  all  round  heing  illuminated,  and  the 
ligbts  reflected  in  the  water.  Six-and-twenty 
of  the  prettiest  girls  of  the  wcrld  of  fashion,  the 
F»«»*t«rs,Br»d»»»is,DeR»»  s's, 
lC«F«*ld»**g,MissF»x,Mi8sR»ss«ll, 
Miss  B  ^  *  ly,  were  dressed  as  Rosi^res,  and 
opened  the  quadrilles  in  the  payilion  .  .  . 
.  .  .  While  talking  with  D— n,  (Lord  P.'s 
Vrother,)  he  said  to  me,  *'I  never  read  any 
thinir  so  touching  as  the  death  of  your  heroine.'' 
"*  What !"  said  I,  *' have  you  got  so  far  already  r't 
*'0h,  I  read  it  in  the  Literary  Gazette."  This 
laticipation  of  my  catastrophe  is  abomixiable. 
Soon  after,  the  Marquis  P — Im — a  said  to  me, 
ts  he  and  I  and  B — m  stood  together,  looking 
at  the  gay  scene,  *'  This  is  like  one  of  your 
Faee."  ^  Oh  yes,"  said  B— m,  thinking  he 
lUnded  to  L^la  Rookh,  "quite  oriental." 
"Noo,  non,"  replied  P — Im — a,  "  je  veu*  dire 
eette  F^  d'Athdnes,  dont  j'ai  lu  la  description 
dtas  la  Gazette  d'aujourd'hui." 

Be^ecting  the  contents  of  the  present  Yol- 
■ae  I  hare  but  a  few  more  words  to  add. 
Aeeostomed  as  I  haye  always  been  to  consider 
■y  soogs  as  a  sort  of  compound  creations,  in 
which  the  music  forms  no  less  essential  a  part 
tbn  the  verses,  it  is  with  a  feeling  which  I 
can  hardly  expect  my  unlyrical  readers  to  un- 
derstand, that  I  see  such  a  swarm  of  songs 
II  crowd  these  pages  all  separated  from  the 
beautiful  airs  which  have  formed  hitherto  their 
diief  ornament  and  strength — their  "  decus  et 
totamen."  But,  independently  of  this  uneasy 
ieeliDg,  or  fancy,  there  is  yet  another  incon- 
venient  consequence  of  the  divorce  of  the  words 
from  the  music,  which  will  be  more  easily,  per- 
kips,  comprehended,  and  which,  in  justice  to 
myself,  as  a  metre-mongeri  ought  to  be  noticed. 
Tliose  occasional  breaches  of  the  laws  of  rhythm, 
ihich  the  task  of  adapting  words  to  airs  de- 
ttands  of  the  poet,  though  very  frequently  one 
of  the  happiest  results  of  his  skill,  become 
Uemishes  when  the  verse  is  separated  from  the 


t  Tht  EpienreaD  hsd  bma  pabliihed  bat  the  day  before. 

1 1  ihall  avail  myielT  of  this  opportanity  of  noticing  the 
^■91  Imacht  by  Mi.  Bonting  against  Sir  John  Stevenson, 
tf  bavUif  made  alterations  in  many  of  the  airs  that  formed 
«r  kkh  Collectioii.    Whatever  ehanges  of  thle  kind  have 


melody,  and  require,  to  justify  them,  the  pres- 
ence of  the  music  to  whose  wildness  or  sweet- 
ness the  sacrifice  had  been  made. 

In  a  preceding  page  of  this  preface,  I  have 
mentioned  a  Treatise  by  the  late  Rev.  Mr. 
Crowe,  on  English  versification ;  and  I  re- 
member his  telling  me,  in  reference  to  the  point 
I  have  just  touched  upon,  that,  should  another 
edition  of  that  work  be  called  for,  he  meant  to 
produce,  as  examples  of  new  and  anomalous 
forms  of  versification,  the  following  songs  from 
the  Irish  Melodies  : — "  Oh  the  days  are  gone 
when  Beauty  bright" — ^^  At  the  dead  hour  of 
night,  when  stars  are  weeping,  I  fly," — ^and, 
*'  Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smHe 
hath  cheer'd  my  v^y."J 
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THE  SIXTH  VOLUME. 

The  Poem,  or  Romance,  of  Lalla  Rookh, 
having  now  reached  its  twentieth  edition,  a 
short  account  of  the  origin  and  progress  of 
a  work  which  has  been  hitherto,  at  least,  so  very 
fortunate  in  its  course,  may  not  be  deemed, 
perhaps,  superfluous  or  misplaced. 

It  was  about  the  year  1812  that,  impelled 
far  more  by  the  encouraging  suggestions  of 
friends  than  impelled  by  any  confident  prompt- 
ings of  my  own  ambition,  I  was  induced  to 
attempt  a  Poem  upon  some  Oriental  subject, 
and  of  those  quarto  dimensions  which  Scott's 
late  triumphs  in  that  form  had  then  rendered 
the  regular  poetical  standard.  A  negotiation 
on  the  subject  was  opened  with  the  Messrs. 
Longman  in  the  same  year,  but  from  some 
causes  which  have  now  escaped  my  recollection, 
led  to  no  decisive  result ;  nor  was  it  till  a  year 
or  two  after,  that  any  further  steps  were  taken 
in  the  matter, — ^their  house  being  the  only 
one,  it  is  right  to  add,  with  which,  from  first  to 


been  ventured  upoo,  (and  they  are  bnt  few  and  slight,)  the 
responsibility  for  them  rests  solely  with  me ,  as,  leaving  the 
Harmonist's  department  to  my  fViend  Stevenson,  I  reserved 
to  myself  entirely  the  selection  and  management  of  the  aiie. 
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last,  I  held  auy  commimicatioii  upon  the  sub- 
ject. 

On  this  last  occasion,  an  old  friend  of  mine, 
Mr.  Perry,  kindly  offered  to  lend  me  the  aid  of 
his  advice  and  presence  in  the  interview  which 
I  was  about  to  hold  with  the  Messrs.  Longman, 
for  the  arrangement  of  our  mutual  terms  ;  and 
what  with  the  friendly  zeal  of  my  negotiator 
on  the  one  side,  and  the  prompt  and  libcial 
spirit  with  which  he  was  met  on  the  other, 
there  has  seldom  occurred  any  transaction  in 
which  Trade  and  Poesy  have  shone  out  so 
advantageously  in  each  other's  eyes.  The 
short  discussion  that  then  took  place  between 
the  two  parties,  may  he  comprised  in  a  very 
few  sentences. .;  "  I  am  of  opinion,"  said  Mr. 
Perry, — enforcing  his  view  of  the  case  by 
arguments  which  it  is  not  for  me  to  cite, — 
"  that  Mr.  Moore  ought  to  receive  for  his  Poem 
the  largest  price  that  has  been  given,  in  our 
day,  for  such  a  work."  "  That  was,"  an- 
swered the  Messrs.  Longman,  "  three  thousand 
guineas."  "  Exactly  so,"  replied  Mr.  Perry, 
**and  no  less  a  sum  ought  he  to  receive." 

It  was  then  objected,  and  very  reasonably, 
on  the  part  of  the  firm,  that  they  had  never 
yet  seen  a  single  line  of  the  Poem  ;  and  that  a 
perusal  of  the  work  ought  to  be  allowed  to 
them,  before  they  embarked  so  large  a  sum  in 
the  purchase.  But,  no ; — the  romantic  view 
which  my  friend.  Perry,  took  of  the  matter, 
was,  that  this  price  should  be  given  as  a  tribute 
to  reputation  already  acquired,  without  any 
condition  for  a  previous  perusal  of  the  new 
work.  This  high  tone,  I  must  confess,  not 
a  little  startled  and  alarmed  me ;  but,  to  the 
honor  and  glory  of  Romance, — as  well  on  the 
publisher's  side  as  the  poet's, — ^this  very  gener- 
ous view  of  the  transaction  was,  without  any 
difficulty,  acceded  to,  and  the  firm  agreed,  be- 
fore we  separated,  that  I  was  to  receive  three 
thousand  guineas  for  my  Poem. 

At  the  time  of  this  agreement,  but  little  of 
the  work,  as  it  stands  at  present,  had  yet  been 
written.  But  the  ready  confidence  in  my  suc- 
cess shown  by  others,  made  up  for  the  deficiency 
of  that  requisite  feeling  within  myself;  while 
a  strong  desire  not  wholly  to  disappoint  this 
"  auguring  hope,"  became  almost  a  substitute 
for  inspiration.     In  the  year  1815,  therefore, 

•  AprU  10, 181ft. 


having  made  some  progress  in  my  task,  I  wrote 
to  report  the  state  of  the  work  to  the  Messrs. 
Longman,  adding,  that  I  was  now  most  willing 
and  ready,  should  they  desire  it,  to  submit  the 
manuscript  for  their  consideration.  Their 
answer  to  this  offer  was  as  follows : — ^  We 
are  certainly  impatient  for  the  perusal  of  the 
Poem  ;  but  solely  for  our  gratification.  Tour 
sentiments  are  always  honorable."* 

I  continued  to  pursue  my  task  for  another 
year,  being  likewise  occasionally  occupied  with 
the  Irish  Melodies,  two  or  three  numbers  of 
which  made  their  appearance  during  the  period 
employed  in  writing  Lalla  Rookh.  At  length, 
in  the  year  1816,  I  found  my  work  sufficiently 
advanced  to  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  pub- 
lishers. But  the  state  of  distress  to  which 
England  was  reduced,  in  that  dismal  year,  by 
the  exhausting  effects  of  the  series  of  wars 
she  had  just  then  concluded,  and  the  general 
embarrassment  of  all  classes,  both  agricultural 
and  commercial,  rendered  it  a  juncture  the 
least  favorable  that  could  well  be  conceived 
for  the  first  launch  into  print  of  so  light  and 
costly  a  venture  as  Lalla  Rookh.  Feeling' 
conscious,  therefore,  that,  under  such  circum- 
stances, I  should  act  but  honestly  in  putting  it 
in  the  power  of  the  Messrs.  Longman  to  re- 
consider the  terms  of  their  engagement  with 
me, — ^leaving  them  free  to  postpone,  modify, 
or  even,  should  such  be  their  wish,  relinquish  it 
altogether,  I  wrote  them  a  letter  to  that  effect, 
and  received  the  following  answer  : — ^^  We 
shall  be  most  happy  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  in  February.  We  agree  with  you,  indeed, 
that  the  times  are  most  inauspicious  for  *  poetry 
and  thousands ;'  but  we  believe  that  your 
poetry  would  do  more  than  that  of  any  other 
living  poet  at  the  present  moment."! 

The  length  of  time  I  employed  in  writing 
the  few  stories  strung  together  in  Lalla  Rookh 
will  appear,  to  some  persons,  much  more  than 
was  necessary  for  the  production  of  such  easy 
and  "  light  o'love"  fictions.  But,  besides  that 
I  have  been,  at  all  times,  a  far  more  slow  and 
painstaking  workman  than  would  ever  be 
guessed,  I  fear,  from  the  result,  I  felt  that, 
in  this  instance,  I  had  taken  upon  myself  a 
more  than  ordinary  responsibility,  from  the 
inmiense  stake  risked  by  others  on  my  chance 

f  Norembor  9, 1816. 
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from  the  prophetic  words  supposed  to  he  ad- 
dressed to  him  hy  his  aged  guardian  : — 

Brifht  child  of  deiUny!  even  mow 

I  read  the  promise  on  that  brow, 

That  tyranU  shall  no  more  defile 

The  glories  of  the  Gieen-Sea  Isle, 

Bat  Ormuz  shall  again  be  ftee. 

And  hail  her  native  Lord  in  thee ! 

In  none  of  the  other  fragments  do  I  find  any 
trace  of  this  sort  of  feeling,  either  in  the  sub- 
ject or  the  personages  of  the  intended  story ; 
and  this  was  the  reason,  doubtless,  though 
hardly  known,  at  the  time,  to  myself,  that, 
finding  my  subjects  so  slow  in  kindling  my 
own  sympathies,  I  began  to  despair  of  their 
ever  touching  the  hearts  of  others ;  and  felt 
oflen  inclined  to  say, 

^  Oh  no,  I  have  no  voice  or  hand 
For  sach  a  song.  In  snch  a  land.** 

Had  this  series  of  disheartening  experiments 
been  carried  on  much  further,  I  must  have 
thrown  aside  the  work  in  despair.  But,  at 
last,  fortunately,  as  it  proved,  the  thought 
occurred  to  me  of  founding  a  story  on  the 
fierce  struggle  so  long  maintained  between 
the  Ghebers,*  or  ancient  Fire-worshippers  of 
Persia,  and  their  haughty  Moslem  masters. 
From  thatmoment,  a  new  and  deep  interest  in  my 
whole  task  took  possession  of  me.  The  cause 
of  tolerance  was  again  my  inspiring  theme; 
and  the  spirit  ,that  had  spoken  in  the  melodies 
of  Ireland  soon  found  itself  at  home  in  the  East. 

Having  thus  laid  open  the  secrets  of  the 
workshop  to  account  for  the  time  expended  in 
writing  this  work,  I  must  also,  in  justice  to  my 
own  industry,  notice  the  pains  I  took  in  long 
and  laboriously  reading  for  it.  To  form  a  store- 
house, as  it  were,  of  illustration  purely  Oriental, 
and  so  familiarize  myself  with  its  various  treas- 
ures, that  as  quick  as  Fancy,  in  her  airy 
spiritings,  required  the  assistance  of  fact,  the 
memory  was  ready,  like  another  Ariel,  at  her 
"  strong  bidding,"  to  furnish  materials  for  the 
spell-work, — such  was,  for  a  long  while,  the 
sole  object  of  my  studies ;  and  whatever  time 
and  trouble  this  preparatory  process  may  have 
cost  me,  the  effects  resulting  from  it,  as  far  as 
the  humble  merit  of  truthfulness  is  concerned, 
have  been  such  as  to  repay  me  more  than  suffi- 
ciently for  nay  pains.   I  have  not  forgotten  how 

*  Voltaire.  Iii  his  tragedy  of  "  Les  Gn^bres,**  written  with 
a  sintilar  nnder-corrent  of  meaning,  was  accused  of  having 
IransfMrmed  his  Flie-wonhippefs  into  Janaenists :— **  Qnel- 


great  was  my  pleasure,  when  told  by  the  late 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  that  he  was  once  asked 
by  Colonel  Wilks,  the  historian  of  British 
India,  "  whether  it  was  true  that  Moore  had 
never  been  in  the  East  ?"  "  Never,'*  ansvrered 
Mackintosh.  "  Well,  that  shows  me,**  rejdied 
Colonel  Wilks,  "  that  reading  over  D*Herbelot 
is  as  good  as  riding  on  the  back  of  a  camel.*' 

I  need  hardly  subjoin  to  this  lively  speech, 
that  although  D'Herbelot's  valuable  work  was, 
of  course,  one  of  my  manuals,  I  took  the  whole 
range  of  all  such  Oriental  reading  as  was  acces- 
sib.e  to  me ;  and  became,  for  the  time,  indeed, 
far  more  conversant  with  all  relating  to  that 
distant  region,  than  I  have  ever  been  with  the 
scenery,  productions,  or  modes  of  life  of  any  of 
those  countries  lying  most  within  my  reach. 
We  know  that  D'Anville,  though  never  in  his 
life  out  of  Paris,  was  able  tc  correct  a  number 
of  errors  in  a  plan  of  the  Troad  taken  by  De 
Choiseul,  on  the  spot ;  and,  for  my  own  very 
different,  as  well  as  far  inferior,  purposes,  the 
knowledge  I  had  thus  acquired  of  distant  lo- 
calities, seen  only  by  me  in  day-dreams,  was 
no  less  ready  and  useful. 

An  ample  reward  for  all  this  painstaking  has 
been  found  in  such  welcome  tributes  as  I  have 
just  cited  ;  nor  can  I  deny  myself  the  gratifica- 
tion of  citing  a  few  more  of  the  same  descrip- 
tion. From  another  distinguished  authority  on 
Eastern  subjects,  the  late  Sir  John  Malcolm,  I 
had  myself  the  pleasure  of  hearing  a  similar 
opinion  publicly  expressed ; — that  eminent  per- 
son having  remarked,  in  a  speech  spoken  by 
him  at  a  Literary  Fund  Dinner,  that  together 
with  those  qualities  of  the  poet  which  he  much 
too  partially  assigned  to  me,  was  combined  ali 
"the  truth  of  the  historian." 

Sir  William  Ouseley,  another  high  authority, 
in  giving  his  testimony  to  the  same  effect,  thw 
notices  an  exception  to  the  general  accuracy 
for  which  he  gives  me  credit : — ^"  Dazzled  by 
the  beauties  of  this  composition,!  few  readers 
can  perceive,  and  none  surely  can  regret,  that 
the  poet,  in  his  magnificent  catastrophe,  hat 
forgotten,  or  boldly  and  most  happily  violated* 
the  precept  of  Zoroaster,  above  noticed,  whick 
held  it  impious  to  consume  any  portion  of  i 
human  body  by  fire,  especially  by  that  whick 

qnes  figuristes,**  he  says, "  pr6tendent  que  les  Gn^brea  mha] 
les  Jantenlstes.** 
t  The  FIre-worshlppers  • 
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(iowad  npoo  tbeir  altars.'*  Hayiog  long  lost, 
I  fear,  most  of  my  Eastern  learning,  I  can 
onlj  cite,  in  defence  of  my  catastrophe,  an  old 
Oriental  tradition,  which  relates  that  Nimrod, 
vhen  Abraham  refused,  at  his  command,  to 
worship  the  fire,  ordered  him  to  be  thrown  into 
tlie  midst  of  the  fiames.*  A  precedent  so  an- 
cient for  tljis  sort  of  use  of  the  worshipped 
element,  appears,  for  all  purposes  at  least  of 
poetry,  to  be  folly  sufficient. 

In  addition  to  these  agreeable  testimonies, 
I  hare  also  heard,  and,  need  hardly  add,  with 
iBBie  pride  and  pleasure,  that  parts  of  this  work 
kTs  been  rendered  into*  Persian,  and  have 
tbnd  tbeir  way  to  Ispahan.  To  this  fact,  as  I 
im  willing  to  think  it,  allusion  is  made  in  some 
lirely  rerses,  written  many  years  since,  by  my 
fneod,  Mr.  Luttrell : — 

Tm  toM,  dear  Mooret  yonr  lays  are  anng, 
(Caa  It  be  trae,  yon  lucky  man  T) 
By  sMMMiUght,  lo  Um  Penian  tongne, 
AloBg  the  atieeta  of  Ispahan.** 

That  some  knowledge  of  the  work  may 
kTS  reaUy  reached  that  region,  appears  not 
ioprohable  firom  a  passage  in  the  Travels  of 
Mr.  Fraxer,  who  says,  that  "  being  delayed  for 
Mme  time  at  a  town  on  the  shores  of  the  Cas- 
piaii,  he  was  lucky  enough  to  be  able  to  amuse 
luBself  with  a  copy  of  Lalla  Rookh,  which  a 
Fenian  had  lent  him." 

Of  the  description  of  Balbec,  in  "  Paradise 
nd  the  Peri,**  Mr.  Came,  in  his  Letters  from 
the  East,  thus  speaks :  "  The  description  in 
lalla  Rookh  of  the  plain  and  its  ruins  is  exquis- 
itely &ithful.  The  minaret  is  on  the  declivity 
ntr  at  hand,  and  there  wanted  only  the  muez* 
im^s  cry  to  break  the  silence.'* 

I  shall  now  tax  my  readers'  patience  with 
bat  one  more  of  these  generous  vouchers. 
Whatever  of  vanity  there  may  be  in  citing  such 
tributes,  they  show,  at  least,  of  what  great  value, 
erea  in  poetry,  is  that  prosaic  quality,  industry ; 
naee,  as  the  reader  of  the  foregoing  pages  is 
low  fully  apprized,  it  was  in  a  slow  and  labori- 
ens  edlection  of  small  facts,  that  the  first  foun- 
duioBs  of  this  fanciful  Romance  were  laid. 

The  friendly  testimony  I  have  just  referred 
Is,  appeared,  some  years  since,  in  the  form  in 

*TMaat  antBOi Bebnei  hanc  &lmlain  qnod  Abraham  in 
ifMii  mdmoM  fit  qala  igaem  adonie  ncdolt— £hr.  Hubom. 
Ai  QmvA  n  Otmuim. 

tLaila  Soakb,  DivertlMeMat  mdM  de  Chants  et  de 


which  I  now  give  it,  and,  if  I  recoUect  right,  in 
the  Athensum : — 

'*  I  embrace  this  opportunity  of  bearing  my 
individual  testimony  (if  it  be  of  any  value)  to 
the  extraordinary  accuracy  of  Mr.  Moore,  in 
his  topographicaJ,  antiquarian,  and  character- 
istic details,  whether  of  costume,  manners,  or 
less-changing  monuments,  both  in  his  Lalla 
Rookh,  and  in  the  Epicurean.  It  has  been  my 
fortune  to  read  his  Atlantic,  Bermudean,  and 
American  Odes  and  Epistles,  in  the  countries 
and  among  the  people  to  which  and  to  whom 
they  related;  I  enjoyed  also  the  exquisite 
delight  of  reading  his  Lalla  Rookh,  in  Persia 
itself;  audi  have  perused  the  Epicurean,  while 
all  my  recollections  of  Egypt  and  its  still  ex- 
isting wonders  are  as  fresh  as  when  I  quitted 
the  banks  of  the  Nile  for  Arabia : — I  owe  it, 
therefore,  as  a  debt  of  gratitude  (though  the 
payment  is  most  inadequate)  for  the  great 
pleasure  I  have  derived  from  his  productions, 
to  bear  my  humble  testimony  to  their  local 
fidelity. 

"J.  S.  B." 

Among  the  incidents  connected  with  this 
work,  I  must  not  omit  to  notice  the  splendid 
Divertissement,  founded  upon  it,  which  was 
acted  at  the  ChAteau  Royal  of  Berlin,  during 
the  visit  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas  to  that 
capital,  in  the  year  1822.  The  different  stories 
composing  the  work  were  represented  in  Ta- 
bleaux Vivans  and  songs;  and  among  the 
crowd  of  royal  and  noble  personages  engaged 
in  the  performances,  I  shall  mention  those  only 
who  represented  the  principal  characters,  and 
whom  I  find  thus  enumerated  in  the  published 
account  of  the  Divertissement.! 

"  Fadladin,  Grand-Narir,    .        j  ^7'!,  ^^*'  {Marickal 
i     de  Cow.) 
Alirii,  Roi  de  Bncharie,    .    .    S.  A.  I.  Lt  Grand  Due. 
Lalla  RoAkh, S.A.I.LaGrandDuekeat. 

Aumngzeb,  le  Grand  Mogol,     }  **  •*•  ^'  ^  ^^^'  ^"»'" 
C     laume,  frere  dn  Roi. 

Abdallah.  P^re  d'Allris,  .    .    \S- Ji.  R.  Lo  Ducdo  Cam- 

i     berland. 
La  Reine,  son  Aponse,  }  «.  .tf.   H.   I^  Printeooo 

(     Louise  Radiiviit. 

Besides  these  and  other  leading  personages. 


Danses,  Berlin,  1822^  The  work  contains  a  series  of  colored 
engravings,  representing  groups,  processions,  Ate,  in  different 
Oriental  costumes. 
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there  were  also  brought  into  action,  under  the 
various  denominations  of  Seigneurs  et  Dames 
de  Bucharie,  Dames  de  Cachemire,  Seigneurs 
et  Dames  dansans  k  la  F^te  des  Roses,  &c., 
nearly  150  persons. 

Of  the  manner  and  style  in  which  the  Ta- 
bleaux of  the  different  stories  are  described  in 
the  work  from  which  I  cite,  the  following  ac- 
count of  the  performance  of  Paradise  and  the 
Peri  will  afford  some  specimen : — 

"  La  decoration  r6presentoit  les  portes  bril- 
lantes  du  Paradis,  entour6es  de  nuages.  Dans 
le  premier  tableau  on  voyoit  la  P6ri,  triste  et 
desol^e,  couchde  sur  le  seuil  des  portes  fermees, 
etl'Ange  de  lumi^re  qui  lui  addresse  des  con- 
solations et  des  conseils.  Le  second  repr^sente 
le  moment,  oii  la  Peri,  dans  Tespoir  que  ce  don 
lui  ouvrira  Tentr^e  du  Paradis  recueille  la  der- 
ni^re  goutte  de  sang  que  vient  de  verser  le 
jeune  guerrier  Indien 

"  La  Peri  et  I'Ange  de  lumi^re  r^pondoient 
pleinemcnt  k  Timage  et  k  I'id^e  qu'on  est  tent6 
de  se  faire  de  ccs  deux  individus,  et  Timpres- 
sion  qu'a  faite  gen^ralement  la  suite  des  ta- 
bleaux de  cet  episode  delicat  et  int6rcssant  est 
loin  de  s'effacer  de  liotre  souvenir." 

In  this  grand  F6te,  it  appears,  originated  the 
translation  of  Lalla  Rookh  into  German  verse, 
by  the  Baron  de  la  Motte  Fouque ;  and  the 
circumstances  which  led  him  to  undertake  the 
task  are  described  by  himself,  in  a  Dedicatory 
Poem  to  the  Empress  of  Russia,  which  he  has 
prefixed  to  his  translation.  As  soon  as  the 
performance,  he  tells  us,  had  ended,  Lalla 
Rookh  (the  fempress  herself)  exclaimed,  with 
a  sigh,  "  Is  it,  then,  all  over  1  are  we  now  at 
the  close  of  all  that  has  given  us  so  much  de- 
light 1  and  lives  there  no  poet  who  will  impart 
to  others,  and  to  future  times,  some  notion  of 
the  happiness  we  have  enjoyed  this  evening  V 
On  hearing  this  appeal,  a  Knight  of  Cachmere 
(who  is  no  other  than  the  poetical  Baron  him- 
self) comes  forward  and  promises  to  attempt  to 
present  to  the  world  "  the  Poem  itself  in  the 
measure  of  the  original :"— whereupon  Lalla 
Rookh,  it  is  added,  approvingly  smiled. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  SEVENTH  VOLUME. 

The  station  assigned  to  "  The  Fudge  Family** 
in  the  follow^ing  pages,  immediately  after  Lalla 
Rookh,  agrees  but  too  closely  with  the  actual 
order  in  which  these  two  works  were  originally 
written  and  published. '  The  success,  far  ex- 
ceeding my  hopes  and  deserts,  with  which 
Lalla  Rookh  was  immediately  crowned,  re- 
lieved me  at  once  from  the  anxious  feeling  of 
responsibility  under  which,  as  my  readers  have 
seen,  that  enterprise  had  been  commenced,  and 
which  continued  for  some  time  to.  hauni  .:ie 
amidst  all  the  enchantments  of  my  task.  I  was 
therefore  in  the  true  holyday  mood,  when  k 
dear  friend,  with  whose  name  is  associated 
some  of  the  brightest  and  pleasantest  hours  of 
my  past  life.*  kindly  offered  me  a  seat  in  his 
carriage  for  a  short  visit  to  Paris.  This  pro- 
•posal  I,  of  course,  most  gladly  accepted ;  and, 
in  the  autumn  of  the  year  1817,  found  myself, 
for  the  first  time,  in  that  gay  capital. 

As  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbon  dynasty 
was  still  of  too  recent  a  date  for  any  amalgama- 
tion to  have  yet  taken  place  between  the  new 
and  ancient  order  of  things,  all  the  most  prom- 
inent features  of  both  regimes  were  just  then 
brought,  in  their  fullest  relief,  into  juxtaposi- 
tion ;  and,  accordingly,  the  result  was  such  as 
to  suggest  to  an  unconcerned  spectator  quite 
as  abundant  matter  for  ridicule  as  for  grave 
political  consideration.  It  would  be  difficult, 
indeed,  to  convey  to  those  who  had  not  them- 
selves seen  the  Paris  of  that  period,  any  clear 
notion  of  the  anomalous  aspect,  both  social  and 
political,  which  it  then  presented.  It  was  as 
if,  in  the  days  succeeding  the  Deluge,  a  small 
coterie  of  antediluvians  had  been  suddenly 
evoked  from  out  of  the  deep  to  take  the  com- 
mand of  a  new  and  freshly-starting  world. 

To  me,  the  abundant  amusement  and  intereat 
which  such  a  scene  could  not  but  afford,  was  a 
good  deal  heightened  by  my  having,  in  my 
youthful  days,  been  made  acquainted  with  some 
of  those  personages  who  were  now  most  in- 
terested in  the  future  success  of  the  Legitimate 

•  Mr.  Rogen. 
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cause.  The  Comte  D'Artois,  or  MonBiear,  I 
had  met  in  the  year  1802-3,  at  Donington 
Park,  the  seat  of  the  Earl  of  Moira,  under 
whose  princely  roof  I  used  often  and  long,  in 
those  days,  to  find  a  most  hospitable  home.  A 
small  party  of  distinguished  French  emigrants 
were  already  staying  on  a  visit  in  the  house 
when  Monsieur  and  his  suite  arrived;  and 
among  those  were  the  present  King  of  France 
and  his  two  brothers,  the  Due  de  Montpensier, 
and  the  Comte  de  Beaujolais. 

Some  doubt  and  uneasiness  had,  I  remem- 
ber, been  felt  by  the  two  latter  brothers,  as  to 
the  reception  ihey  were  likely  to  encounter 
from  the  new  guest ;  and  as,  in  those  times,  a 
cropped  and  nnpowdered  head  was  regarded 
generally  as  a  symbol  of  Jacobinism,  the  Comte 
Beaujolais,  who,  like  many  other  young  men, 
wore  his  hair  in  this  fashion,  thought  it,  on  the 
present  occasion,  most  prudent,  in  order  to 
tToid  all  risk  of  offence,  not  only  to  put  pow- 
der in  his  hair,  but  also  to  proTide  himself  with 
an  artificial  queue.    This  measure  of  precau- 
tion, however,  led  to  a  slight  incident  after  din- 
ner, which,  though  not  very  royal  or  dignified, 
was  at  least  creditable  to  the  social  good-hu- 
mor of  the  future  Charles  X.    On  the  depar- 
ture of  the  ladies  from  the  dining-room,  we  had 
baldly  seated  ourselves  in  the  old-fashioned 
style,  round  the  fire,  when  Monsieur,  who  had 
happened  to  place  himself  next  to  Beaujolais, 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  ascititious  tail, — which, 
having  been  rather  carelessly  put  on,  had  a 
good  deal  straggled  out  of  its  place.    With  a 
tort  of  scream  of  jocular  pleasure,  as  if  delight- 
ed at  the  discovery.  Monsieur  seized  the  stray 
^>pendage,  and,  bringing  it  round   into   full 
Tiew,  to  the  great  amusement  of  the  whole 
company,  popped  it  into  poor  grinning  Beau- 
jolais' mouth. 

On  one  of  the  evenings  of  this  short  visit  of 
Monsieur,  I  remember  Curran  arriving  unex- 
]ttctedly,  on  his  way  to  London  ;  and,  having 
come  too  late  for  dinner,  he  joined  our  party 
in  the  evening.  As  the  foreign  portion  of 
the  company  was  then  quite  new  to  him,  I  was 
aUe  to  be  useful,  by  informing  him  of  the 
lames,  rank,  and  other  particulars  of  the  party 
he  found  assembled,  from  Monsieur  himself, 

•  Sm  p.  184  of  thl>  edition. 

t  Ib  cBplojrlag  the  pe»t  tense  here,  I  do  the  preaent  lord 


down  to  the  old  Due  de  Lorge  and  the  Baron 
de  Rolle.  When  I  had  gone  through  the 
whole  list,  "  Ah,  poor  fellows !"  he  exclaimed,  ' 
with  a  mixture  of  fun  and  pathos  in  his  look, 
truly  Irish,  "Poor  fellows,  all  dismounted 
cavalry !"  * 

On  the  last  evening  of  Monsieur's  stay,  I 
was  made  to  sing  for  him,  among  other  songs, 
"  Farewell  Bessy !"  one  of  my  earliest  attempts 
at  musical  composition.  As  soon  as  I  had 
finished,  he  paid  me  the  compliment  of  reading 
aloud  the  words  as  written  under  the  music ; 
and  most  royal  havoc  did  he  make,  as  to  this 
day  I  well  remeiaber,  of  whateirer  little  sense 
or  metre  they  could  boast. 

Among  my  earlier  poetic  writings,  more 
than  one  grateful  memorial  may  be  found  of 
the  happy  days  I  passed  in  this  hospitable 
mansion, — * 

Of  all  my  ninny  moms  and  moonlight  nights 
On  Donington*  s  green  lawns  and  breezy  heights. 

But  neither  verse  nor  prose  could  do  any 
justice  to  the  sort  of  impression  I  still  retain 
of  those  long-vanished  days.  The  library  at 
Donington  wasf  extensive  and  valuable ;  and 
through  the  privilege  kindly  granted  to  me  of 
retiring  thither  for  study,  even  when  the  family 
were  absent,  I  frequently  passed  whole  weeks 
alone  in  that  fine  library,  indulging  in  all  the 
first  airy  castle-building  of  authorship.  The 
various  projects,  indeed,  of  future  works  that 
used  then  to  pass  in  fruitless  succession  through 
my  mind,  can  be  compared  only  to  the  )vaves 
as  described  by  the  poet, — 

*'  And  one  no  sooner  tonch*d  the  shore,  and  died, 
Tlian  a  now  follower  rose.*' 

With  that  library  is  also  connected  another 
of  my  earlier  poems, — the  verses  addressed  to 
the  Duke  of  Montpensier  on  his  portrait  of  the 
Lady  Adelaide  Forbes  ;J  for  it  was  there  that 
this  truly  noble  lady,  then  in  the  first  dawn  of 
her  beauty,  used  to  sit  for  that  picture  ;  while, 
in  another  part  of  the  library,  the  Duke  of 
Orleans, — engaged  generally  at  that  time  with 
a  volume  of  Clarendon, — was  by  such  studies 
unconsciously  preparing  himself  •for  the  high 
and  arduous  destiny,  which  not  only  the  Good 

injustice,  whose  filial  wish  I  know  it  is  to  keep  all  e.t  Do- 
nington exactly  as  his  noble  father  loft  it. 
I  See  p.  148  of  this  ediUon. 
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Genius  of  France,  bat  his  own  sagacions  and 
intrepid  spirit,  had  early  marked  ont  for  him. 

I  need  hardly  say  how  totally  different  were 
all  the  circumstances  under  which  Monsieur 
himself  and  some  of  his  followers  were  again 
seen  by  me  in  the  year  1817 ; — ^the  same  act- 
ors, indeed,  but  with  an  entirely  new  change 
of  scenery  and  decorations.  Among  the  variety 
of  aspects  presented  by  this  change,  the  ridicu- 
lous certainly  predominated ;  nor  could  a  sat- 
irist who,  like  Philoctetes,  was  smitten  with  a 
fancy  for  shooting  at  geese,*  ask  any  better 
supply  of  such  game  than  the  high  places,  in 
France,  at  that  period,  both  lay  and  ecclesias- 
tical, afforded.  Not  being  versed,  however, 
sufficiently  in  French  politics  to  venture  to 
meddle  with  them,  even  in  sport,  I  found  a 
more  ready  conductor  of  laughter — for  which 
I  was  then  much  in  the  mood — in  those  groups 
of  ridiculous  English  who  were  at  that  time 
swarming  in  all  directions  throughout  Paris, 
and  of  all  whose  various  forms  of  cockney- 
ism  and  nonsense  I  endeavored,  in  the  per- 
sonages of  the  Fudge  Family,  to  collect  the 
concentrated  essence.  The  result,  as  usual, 
fell  very  far  short  of  what  I  had  myself  precon- 
ceived and  intended.  •  But,  making  its  appear- 
ance at  such  a  crisis,  the  work  brought  with  it 
that  best  seasoning  of  all  such  jeux-d* esprit, 
the  d-propos  of  the  moment ;  and,  accordingly, 
in  the  race  of  successive  editions,  Lalla  Rookh 
was,  for  some  time,  kept  pace  with  by  Miss 
Biddy  Fudge. 

The  series  of  trifles  contained  in  this  volume, 
entitled  "  Rhymes  on  the  Road,"  were  written 
partly  as  their  title  implies,  and  partly  at  a 
subsequent  period  from  memorandums  made 
on  the  spot.  This  will  account  for  so  many 
of  those  pieces  being  little  better,  T  fear,  than 
"prose  fringed  with  rhyme."  The  journey 
to  a  part  of  which  those  Rhymes  owed  their 
existence,  was  ciommenced  in  company  with 
Lord  John  Russell  in  the  autumn  of  the  year 
1819.  After  a  week  or  two  passed  at  Paris,  to 
enable  Lord  John  to  refer  to  Barillon's  Letters 
for  a  new  edition  of  his  Life  of  Lord  Russell 
then  preparing,  we  set  out  together  for  the 
Simplon.  At  Milan,  the  agreeable  society  of 
the  late  Lord  Elinnaird  detained  us  for  a  few 


•  "  Plnnigeio,  non  umlfno  In  corpora  tela  exereeantor  :** 
tilt  words  put  by  Aedu  in  the  moutli  of  PhUoctetes. 


days ;  and  then  my  companion  took  the  ronte 
to  Genoa,  while  I  proceeded  on  a  visit  to  Lord 
Bjrron,  at  Venice. 

It  was  during  the  journey,  thus  briefly  de- 
scribed, I  addressed  the  well-known  Remon- 
strance to  my  noble  friend,f  which  has  of  late 
been  frequently  coupled  with  my  prophetic 
verses  on  the  Duke  of  Wellington,^  from  the 
prescient  spirit  with  which  it  so  confidently 
looked  forward  to  all  that  Lord  John  has  since 
become  in  the  eyes  of  the  world. 

Of  my  visit  to  Lord  Byron, — an  event  to 
me  so  memorable, — ^I  have  already  detailed 
all  the  most  interesting  particulars  in  my  pub- 
lished Life  of  the  poet ;  and  shall  here  only 
cite,  from  that  work,  one  passage,  t*  having 
some  reference  to  a  picture  mentioned  in  the 
following  pages.  '*As  we  were  conversing 
after  dinner  about  the  various  collections  of 
paintings  I  had  seen  that  morning,  on  my 
saying  that,  fearful  as  I  was  of  ever  praising 
any  picture,  lest  I  should  draw  on  myself  the 
connoisseur's  sneer,  for  my  pains,  I  would  yet, 
to  him,  venture  to  own  that  I  had  seen  a  pic- 
ture at  Milan,  which *  The  Hagar  !'^  he 

exclaimed,  eagerly  interrupting  me;  and  it 
was,  in  fact,  that  very  picture  I  was  about  to 
mention  to  him  as  having  awakened  in  me,  by 
the  truth  of  its  expression,  more  real  emotion 
than  any  I  had  yet  seen  among  t)ie  chefs- 
(Pauvre  of  Venice." 

In  the  society  I  chiefly  lived  with,  while  at 
Rome,  I  considered  myself  singularly  fortunate ; 
though  but  a  blind  and  uninitiated  worshipper 
of  those  powers  of  Art  of  which  my  companions 
were  all  high-priests.  Canova  himself,  Chan- 
trey,  Lawrence,  Jackson,  Turner,  Eastlake, — 
such  were  the  men  of  whose  presence  and 
guidance  I  enjoyed  the  advantage  in  visiting 
all  that  unrivalled  Rome  can  boast  of  beautiful 
and  grand.  That  I  derived  from  this  course 
of  tuition  any  thing  more  than  a  very  humbling 
consciousness  of  my  own  ignorance  and  want 
of  taste,  in  matters  of  art,  I  will  not  be  so  dis- 
honest as  to  pretend.  But,  to  the  stranger  in 
Rome  every  step  forms  an  epoch ;  and,  in  addi- 
tion to  all  its  own  countless  appeals  to  memory 
and  imagination,  the  agreeable  auspices  under 
which  I  first  visited  all  its  memorable  places 
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esold  not  bat  render  every  impression  I  re- 
eeiTed  more  rivid  and  permanent.  Thus,  with 
mj  recollection  of  the  Sepalchre  of  St.  Peter, 
and  ita  erer-buming  lamps,  for  which  splendid 
apot  CanoTa  was  then  meditating  a  statue,* 
there  ia  always  connected  in  my  mind  the  ex- 
clamation which  I  heard  break  from  Chantrey 
after  gazing,  for  a  few  moments,  in  silence, 
opoo  that  glorioas  site, — ^^  What  a  place  to 
work  for  r 

In  one  of  the  poems  contained  in  this  vol- 
nme,t  allnaion  is  made  to  an  evening  not  easily 
forgotten,  when  Chantrey  and  myself  were 
taken  by  Canova  to  the  Borghese  Palace,  for 
the  porpoee  of  showing  as,  by  the  light  of  a 
t^er— Us  favorite  mode  of  exhibiting  that 
work— hia  beaatifol  statue  of  the  Princess 
Brnffaeae,  called  the  Venere  Vincitrice.  In 
Chastrey^a  eagerness  to  point  out  some  grace 
or  effect  that  peculiarly  struck  him,  he  snatched 
the  light  ont  of  Canova's  hand ;  and  to  this  cir- 
eamatanee  the  following  passage  of  the  poem 
nferred  to  was  meant  to  allude  : — 

THim  he,  thy  peer  in  art  and  (kme, 
Baac  o*er  the  marble  with  delight  iX 
And,  while  his  liog*rlng  hand  would  steal 

O'er  every  grace  the  taper*s  nys. 
Gave  thee,  with  all  the  gen*roas  seal 
Bach  Baster-splrits  only  feel, 

The  beet  of  feme— a  rlTsl^s  praise. 

One  of  the  days  that  still  linger  most  pleas- 
attly  in  my  memory,  and  which,  I  trust,  neither 
Lidy  Calcott  nor  Mr.  Eastlake  have  quite  for- 

I  gotten,  was  that  of  our  visit  together  to  the 
Palatine  Mount,  when,  as  we  sauntered  about 

,  tla^pictaresque  spot,  enjoying  the  varied  views 
of  Rome  which  it  commands,  they  made  me, 

<  for  the  first  time,  acquainted  with  Guidi^s 
spirited  Ode  on  the  Arcadians,  in  which  there 
ii  poetry  enough  to  make  amends  for  all  the 
DOQiense  of  his  rhyming  brethren.  Truly  and 
Knmdly  does  he  exclaim, — 

"  ladomlta  e  taperba  ancor  A  Roma 
Beachi  si  reggii  col  gran  bosto  a  terra ; 
•  «  «  •  « 

I  8aa  plene  dl  splendor  le  sne  mine, 

E  il  gran  eenere  lOo  si  mostra  etemo.** 

With  Canova,  while  sitting  to  Jackson  for 
I  portrait  ordered  by  Chantrey,  I  had  more 
tkaa  once  some  interesting  conversation, — or, 
adier,  listened  while  he  spoke, — respecting 


•  A  statM,  I  believe,  of  Pins  VI. 
t  flee  Bhynes  oa  the  Eoad,  Kxtr.  ww. 


the  political  state  of  Europe  at  that  period, 
and  those  '*  bricconi,*'  as  he  styled  them,  the 
sovereigns  of  the  Holy  Alliance  ;  and,  before  I 
left  Rome,  he  kindly  presented  to  me  a  set  of 
engravings  from  some  of  his  finest  statues,  to* 
gether  with  a  copy  of  the  beautifully  printed 
collection  of  Poems,  which  a  Roman  poet, 
named  Missirini,  had  written  in  praise  of  his 
different  "  Marmi." 

When  Lord  John  Russell  and  myself  parted, 
at  Milan,  it  was  agreed  between  us,  that  after  a 
short  visit  to  Rome,  and  (if  practicable  within 
the  allowed  time)  to  Naples,  I  was  to  rejoin 
him  at  Genoa,  and  from  thence  accompany  him 
to  England.  But  the  early  period  for  which 
Parliament  was  summoned,  that  year,  o^  jig  to 
the  violent  proceedings  at  Manchester,  rendered 
it  necessary  for  Lord  John  to  hasten  his  return 
to  England.  I  was,  therefore,  most  fortunate, 
under  such  circumstances,  in  being  permitted 
by  my  friends  Chantrey  and  Jackson  to  join  in 
their  journey  homeward  ;  through  which  luck^ 
arrangement,  the  same  precious  privilege  I 
had  enjoyed,  at  Rome,  of  hearing  the  opinions 
of  such  practised  judges,  on  all  the  great  works 
of  art  I  saw  in  their  company,  was  continued 
afterwards  to  me  through  the  various  collec- 
tions we  visited  together,  at  Florence,  Bologna, 
Modena,  Parma,  Milan,  and  Turin. 

To  some  of  those  pictures  and  statues  that 
most  took  my  fancy,  during  my  tour,  allusions 
will  be  found  in  a  few  of  the  poems  contained 
in  this  volume.  But  the  great  pleasure  I  de- 
rived from  these  and  many  other  such  works 
arose  far  more  from  the  poetical  nature  of  their 
subjf  cts  than  from  any  judgment  I  had  learned 
to  form  of  their  real  merit  as  works  of  art, 
— a  line  of  lore  in  which,  notwithstanding  my 
course  of  schooling,  I  remained,  I  fear,  unen- 
lightened to  the  last.  For  all  that  was  lost 
upon  me,  however,  in  the  halls  of  Art,  I  was 
more  than  consoled  in  the  cheap  picture- 
gallery  of  Nature  ;  and  a  glorious  sunset  I 
witnessed  in  ascending  the  Simplon  is  still 
remembered  by  me  with  a  depth  and  freshness 
of  feeling  which  no  one  work  of  art  I  saw  in 
the  galleries  of  Italy  has  left  behind. 

I  have  now  a  few  words  to  devote  to  a  some- 
what kindred  subject,  with  which  a  poem  or 


t  A  slight  alteration  here  has  rendered  these  verses  mora 
tree  to  the  actoai  fact  than  they  were  in  the  original  form. 
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two  contained  in  the  following  pages  are  closely 
connected.*  In  my  Preface  to  the  first  Vol- 
ume of  this  collection,  I  briefly  noticed  the 
taste  for  Private  Theatrical  Performances  which 
prevailed  during  the  latter  half  of  the  last  cen- 
tury among  the  higher  ranks  in  Ireland.  This 
taste  continued  for  nearly  twenty  years  to  sur- 
vive the  epoch  of  the  Union,  and  in  the  per- 
formances of  the  Private  Theatre  of  Kilkenny 
gave  forth  its  last,  as  well  as,  perhaps,  brightest 
flashes.  The  life  and  soul  of  this  institution 
was  our  manager,  the  late  Mr.  Richard  Power, 
a  gentleman  who  could  boast  a  larger  circle  of 
attached  friends,  and  through  a  life  more  free 
from  shadow  or  alloy,  than  any  individual  it 
has  ever  been  my  lot  to  know.  No  livelier 
proof,  ipdeed,  could  be  required  of  the  sort  of 
feeling  entertained  towards  him  than  was  once 
shown  in  the  reception  given  to  the  two  follow- 
ing homely  lines  which  occurred  in  a  Prologue 
I  wrote  to  be  spoken  by  Mr.  Corry  in  the  char- 
acter of  Vapid. 

TIs  safd  oar  worthy  manager  Intends 

To  help  my  night,  and  ke^  you  know,  has  firiends.f 

These  few  simple  words  I  wrote  with  the  as- 
sured conviction  that  they  would  produce  more 
eflfect,  from  the  homefelt  truism  they  contained, 
than  could  be  effected  by  the  most  labored 
burst  of  eloquence;  and  the  result  was  just 
what  I  had  anticipated,  for  the  house  rung,  for 
a  considerable  time,  with  the  heartiest  plaudits. 
The  chief  comic,  or  rather  farcical,  force  of 
the  company  lay  in  my  friend  Mr.  Corry,  and 
"longo  intervaJlo,"  myself;  and  though,  as 
usual  with  low  comedians,  we  were  much 
looked  down  upon  by  the  lofty  lords  of  the 
buskin,  many  was  the  sly  joke  we  used  to 
indulge  together  at  the  expense  of  our  heroic 
brethren.  Some  waggish  critic,  indeed,  is  said 
to  have  declared  that  of  all  the  personages  of 
our  theatre  he  most  admired  the  prompter, — 
"  because  he  was  least  seen  and  best  heard." 
But  this  joke  was,  of  course,  a  mere  good- 
humored  slander.  There  were  two,  at  least, 
of  our  dramatic  corps.  Sir  Wrixon  Becher  and 
Mr.  Rothe,  whose  powers,  as  tragic  actors,  few 
amateurs  have  ever  equalled ;  and  Mr.  Corry 
— ^perhaps  alone  of  all  our  company — ^would 
have  been  sure  of  winning  laurels  on  the  public 


•Bee  page  51S. 


As  to  my  own  share  in  these  representatiooB, 
the  following  list  of  my  most  successful  char- 
acters will  show  how  remote  from  the  line  of 
the  Heroic  was  the  small  orbit  through  which 
I  ranged ;  my  chief  parts  having  been  Sam,  in 
"  Raising  the  Wind,"  Robin  Roughhead,  Mungo, 
Sadi,  in  the  "  Mountaineers,"  Spado,  and  Peep* 
ing  Tom.  In  the  part  of  Spado  there  occur 
several  allusions  to  that  gay  rogue^s  shortness 
of  stature,  which  never  failed  to  be  welcomed 
by  my  auditors  with  laughter  and  cheers ;  and 
the  words  "  Even  Sanguine  allows  I  am  a 
clever  little  fellow"  was  always  a  signal  for 
this  sort  of  friendly  explosion.  One  of  the 
songs,  indeed,  written  by  O'Keefe  for  the  char- 
acter of  Spado,  so  much  abounds  with  points 
thus  personally  applicable,  that  many  supposed, 
vidth  no  great  compliment  either  to  my  poetry 
or  my  modesty,  that  the  song  had  been  written, 
expressly  for  the  occasion,  by  myself.  The 
following  is  the  verse  to  which  I  allude,  and 
for  the  poetry  of  which  I  was  thus  made  re- 
sponsible : — 

**  Though  bora  to  be  little*s  my  fkta, 

Yet  80  was  the  great  Alexander; 
And,  when  I  walk  under  a  gate, 

Fve  no  need  to  stoop  like  a  gander. 
Fm  no  lanky,  long  hoddy-doddy. 

Whose  paper-Ute  sails  In  the  sky ; 
Though  wanting  two  feet,  in  my  body, 

In  soul,  I  am  thirty  feet  high." 

Some  further  account  of  the  Kilkenny  The- 
atre, as  well  as  of  the  history  of  Private  The- 
atricals in  general,  will  be  found  in  an  article  I 
wrote  on  the  subject  for  the  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, vol.  xlvi.  No.  92,  p.  368.  • 
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THE  EIGHTH  VOLUME. 

On  my  return  from  the  interesting  visit  to 
Rome,  of  which  some  account  has  been  given 
in  the  preceding  Preface,  I  took  up  my  abode 
in  Paris,  and,  being  joined  there  by  my  family, 
continued  to  reside  in  that  capital,  or  its  f^ 

*  See  page  51S. 
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I  aboat  the  close  of  the  year  1829. 
,  howerer  snimy,  is  without  its  clouds, 
It  escape,  of  course,  my  share  of  such 
ladows;  and  this  long  estrangement 
happy  English  home,  towards  which 
J  yearned  even  more  fondly  than 
id  been  caused  by  difficulties  of  a 
nature,  and  to  a  large  amount,  in 
lad  been  inTolred  by  the  conduct  of 
I  who  acted  as  my  deputy  in  the  small 
tld  at  Bermuda. 

should  erer  hare  come  to  be  chosen 
an  emplo3nnent,  seems  one  of  those 
anomalies  of  human  destiny  which 
ordinary  speculation ;  and  went  far, 
realize  Beaumarchais'  notion  of  the 
;tandard  by  which,  too  frequently, 
on  for  place  is  regulated, — "  H  fallut 
tteur ;  ce  fut  un  danseur  qui  Pobtint." 
werer  much,  in  this  instance,  I  suf- 
I  my  want  of  schooling  in  matters  of 
and  more  especially  from  my  haring 
the  ordinary  precaution  of  requiring 
from  my  deputy,  I  was  more  than 
for  all  such  embarrassment,  were  it 
imes  as  much,  by  the  eager  kindness 
:h  friends  pressed  forward  to  help 
)  me  from  my  difficulties.  Could  I 
)  name  the  persons, — and  they  were 
rho  thus  Tolunteered  their  aid,  it 
found  they  were  all  of  them  men 
iracters  enhanced  such  a  service,  and 
ill,  the  name  and  the  act  reflected 
n  each  other. 

so  far  lift  the  veil  in  which  such  deli- 
rosity  seeks  to  shroud  itself,  as  to  men- 
y  the  manner  in  which  one  of  these 
ids, — himself  possessing  but  limited 
proposed  to  contribute  to  the  object 
ig  me  from  my  embarrassments.  After 
,  in  his  letter,  tD  my  misfortunes,  and 
le  way,"  as  hf  was  pleased  to  say, 
h  I  bore  them,"  he  adds, — ^**  would 
impertinent  to  say,  that  I  have  500/. 
t  your  disposal,  to  be  paid  when  you 
as  much  more  that  I  could  advance, 
reasonable  security,  payable  in  seven 
The  writer  conclodes  by  apologizing 
and  delicately  for  "  the  liberty  which 
kes,"  assuring  me  that "  he  would  not 
e  the  offer  if  he  did  not  feel  that  he 
•t  readily  accept  the  same  assistance 


from  me."  I  select  this  one  instance  from  among 
the  many  which  that  trying  event  of  m>  life 
enables  me  to  adduce,  both  on  account  of  the 
deliberate  feeling  of  manly  regard  which  it 
manifests,  and  also  from  other  considerations 
which  It  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  mention, 
but  which  rendered  so  genuine  a  mark  of 
friendship  from  such  a  quarter  peculiarly  touch- 
ing and  welcome  to  me. 

When  such  ^ere  the  men  who  hastened  to 
my  aid  in  this  emergency,  I  need  hardly  say,  it 
was  from  no  squeamish  pride, — ^for  the  pride 
would  have  been  in  receiving  favors  from  such 
hands, — that  I  came  to  the  resolution  of  grate- 
fully declining  their  offers,  and  endeavoring 
to  work  out  my  deliverance  by  my  own  efforts. 
With  a  credit  still  fresh  in  the  market  of  liter- 
ature, and  with  publishers  ready  as  ever  to 
risk  their  thousands  on  my  tame,  I  could  not 
but  feel  that,  however  gratifjringwas  the  gener- 
ous zeal  of  such  friends,  I  should  best  show 
that  I,  in  some  degree,  deserved  their  offers, 
by  declining,  under  such  circumstances,  to  ac- 
cept them. 

Meanwhile,  an  attachment  had  issued  against 
me  from  the  Court  of  Admiralty ;  and  as  a 
negotiation  was  about  to  be  opened  with  the 
American  claimants,  for  a  reduction  of  their 
large  demand  upon  me, — supposed,  at  that 
time,  to  amount  to  six  thousand  pounds, — it 
was  deemed  necessary  that,  pending  the  treaty, 
I  should  take  up  my  abode  in  France. 

To  write  for  the  means  of  daily  subsistence, 
and  even  in  most  instances  to  "forestall  the 
slow  harvest  of  the  brain,"  was  for  me,  un- 
luckily, no  novel  task.  But  I  had  now,  in 
addition  to  these  home  calls  upon  the  Muse,  a 
new,  painful,  and,  in  its  first  aspect,  overwhelm- 
ing exigence  to  provide  for;  and,  certainly, 
Paris,  swarming  throughout  as  it  was,  at  that 
period,  with  rich,  gay,  and  dissipated  English, 
was,  to  a  person  of  my  social  habits  and  multi- 
farious acquaintance,  the  very  worst  possible 
place  that  could  have  been  resorted  to  for  even 
the  semblance  of  a  quiet  or  studious  home. 
The  only  tranquil,  and,  therefore,  to  me,  most 
precious  portions  of  that  period  were  the  two 
summers  passed  by  my  family  and  myself  with 
our  kind  Spanish  friends,  the  V  ••♦♦••  •  Is, 
at  their  beautiful  place.  La  Butte  Coaslin,  on 
the  road  up  to  Bellevue.  There,  in  a  cottage 
belonging  to  M.  V  ♦•••♦•♦  1,  and  but  a 
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few  steps  from  his  house,  we  contrived  to 
conjure  up  an  apparition  of  Sloperton  ;*  and  I 
was  able  for  some  time  to  work  with  a  feeling 
of  comfort  and  home.    I  used  frequently  to 
pass  the  morning  in  rambling  alone  through 
the  noble  park  of  St.  Cloud,  with  no  apparatus 
for  the  work  of  authorship  but  my  memo- 
randum-book and  pencils,  forming  sentences  to 
run  smooth  and  moulding  verses  into  shape. 
In  the  evenings  I  generally  joined  with  Madame 
-^•••••••110  Italian  duetts,  or,  with  far 

moie  pleasure,  sat  as  listener,  while  she  sung  to 
the  Spanish  guitar  those  sweet  songs  of  her  own 
country  to  which  few  voices  could  do  such  justice. 
One  of  the  pleasant  circumstances  connected 
with  our  summer  visits  to  La  Butte  was  the 
near  neighborhood  of  our  friend  Mr.  Kenny, 
the  lively  dramatic  writer,  who  was  lodged 
picturesquely  in  the  remains  of  the  Palace  of 
the  King's  Aunts,  at  Bellevue.  I  remember, 
on  my  first  telling  Kenny  the  particulars  of  my 
Bermuda  mishap,  his  saying,  after  a  pause  of 
real  feeling, "  Well, — ^it's  lucky  you're  a  poet ; 
— a  philosopher  never  could  have  borne  it." 
Washington  Irving  also  was,  for  a  short  time, 
our  visiter ;  and  still  recollects,  I  trust,  his 
reading  to  me  some  parts  of  his  then  forth- 
coming work,  Bracebridge  Hall,  as  we  sat 
together  on  the  grass  walk  that  leads  to  the 
Itocher,  at  La  Butte. 

Among  the  writings,  then  but  in  embryo,  to 
which  I  looked  forward  for  the  means  of  my 
enfranchisement,  one  of  the  most  important, 
as  well  as  most  likely  to  be  productive,  was 
my  intended  Life  of  Sheridan.  But  I  soon 
found  that,  at  such  a  distance  from  all  those 
hviug  authorities  from  whom  alone  I  could 
gain  any  interesting  information  respecting 
Iho  private  life  of  one  who  left  behind  him 
•\i  little  epistolary  correspondence,  it  would  be 
wholly  impossible  to  proceed  satisfactorily  with 
this  task.  Accordingly  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray 
^M^  Mr.  Wilkie,  who  were  at  that  time  the  in- 
^^tid  pubUshers  of  the  work,  to  apprize  them 
vXlhia  temporary  obstacle  to  its  progress. 

Ut^llg  thus  baiHed  in  the  very  first  of  the 
li^\y  riMiouroes  I  had  i  looked  to,  I  next  thought 
^  «  HoiManoe  in  verse,  in  the  form  of  Letters, 
^  Ky4aU<Mi  \  atid  with  this  view  sketched  out  a 


•  **  A  nia«  rot,  with  trees  trow, 
Ana,  like  In  muter,  very  low.** 


Pon. 


story,  on  an  Egyptian  subject,  difiTering  not 
much  from  that  which,  some  years  after,  formed 
the  groundwork  of  the  Epicurean.  After  la- 
boring, however,  for  some  months,  at  this 
experiment,  amidst  interruption,  dissipation, 
and  distraction,  which  might  well  pat  all  the 
Nine  Muses  to  flight,  I  gave  up  the  attempt 
in  despair ; — ^fully  convinced  of  the  truth  of 
that  warning  conveyed  in  some  early  veraeaof 
my  own,  addressed  to  the  Invisible  Giri : — 

Oh  hint  to  the  bard,  'th  lettrenest  elone 
Can  hallow  its  harp  or  ennoble  its  too^: 
Like  yoa,  with  a  veil  of  seelwion  between. 
Hie  wmg  to  the  world  let  him  utter  unseen, 

«ce.*ct 

It  was,  indeed,  to  the  secluded  life  I  led  danng 
the  years  1813 — 1816,  in  a  lone  cottage  among 
the  fields  in  Derbyshire,  that  I  owed  the  in- 
spiration, whatever  may  have  been  its  valiMy 
of  some  of  the  best  and  most  popular  portiona  ^ 
of  Lalla  Rookh.  It  was  amidst  the  snows  of 
two  or  three  Derbyshire  winters  that  I  foand 
myself  enabled,  by  that  concentration  of  thooglift  ' 
which  retirement  alone  gives,  to  call  up  around 
me  some  of  the  sunniest  of  those  Eastern  acenea 
which  have  since  been  welcomed  in  India  itael( 
as  almost  native  to  its  clime. 

But,  abortive  as  had  now  been  all  my  efiorta 
to  woo  the  shy  spirit  of  Poesy,  amidst  such 
unquiet  scenes,  the  course  of  reading  I  found 
time  to  pursue,  on  the  subject  of  Egypt,  was 
of  no  small  service  in  storing  my  mind  with 
the  various  knowledge  respecting  that  countryt 
which  some  years  later  I  turned  to  account,  in 
writing  the  story  of  the  Epicurean.  The  Idnd 
facilities,  indeed,  towards  this  object,  whiek 
some  of  the  most  distinguished  French  scholan 
and  artists  afforded  me,  are  still  remembered, 
by  me  with  thankfulness.  Besides  my  old 
acquaintance,  Denon,  whose  drawings  of  Egypti. 
then  of  some  value,  I  frequently  consultedi  1 
foimd  Mons.  Fourier  and  Mons.  Langl^s  no  lets! 
prompt  in  placing  books  at  my  disposal.  WiA' 
Humboldt,  also,  who  was  at  that  time  in  Pari%^ 
I  had  more  than  once  some  conversation  on  thaj 
subject  of  Egypt,  and  remember  his  expressisf  ^ 
himself  in  no  very  laudatory  terms  respectinf , 
the  labors  of  the  French  savans  in  that  countzy. 

I  had  now  been  foiled  and  frustrated  in 

t  See  p.  1S7  of  thU  edition. 


PREFACE. 


61 


•f  tliow  literary  projects  on  which  I  had 
eomted  most  sanguinely  in  the  calculation  of 
■y  reeonrces ;  and,  though  I  had  found  safficient 
time  to  furnish  my  musical  puhlisher  with  the 
Eighth  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  and  s^Ibo 
a  Knmber  of  the  National  Airs,  these  works 
limm^  I  knew,  would  yield  but  an  insufficient 
lopply,  compared  with  the  demands  so  closely 
sad  threateningly  hanging  over  me.  In  this 
dilBeolty  I  called  to  mind  a  subject, — the  East- 
era  allegory  of  the  Loves  of  the  Angels, — on 
which  I  had,  some  years  before,  begun  a  prose 
rtory,  bat  in  which,  as  a  theme  for  poetry,  I 
had  now  been  anticipated  by  Lord  Bjrron,  in 
sae  of  the  most  sublime  of  l^s  many  poetical 
■JniJea,  **  Heaven  and  Earth.*'  Knowing 
how  MOD  I  should  be  lost  in  the  shadow  into 
which  so  gigantic  a  precursor  would  cast  me, 
I  had  endeaTored,  by  a  speed  of  composition 
which  most  have  astonished  my  habitually 
dow  pen,  to  get  the  start  »f  my  noble  friend 
ia  ihe  time  of  publication,  and  thus  afford 
■fself  the  sole  chance  I  could  perhaps  expect, 
nler  sach  unequal  rivalry,  of  attracting  to 
my  work  the  attention  of  the  public.  In  this 
hBBd)le  specnlation,  however,  I  failed ;  for  both 
works,  if  I  recollect  right,  made  their  appear- 
laee  at  the  same  time. 

In  tho  mean  while,  the  negotiation  which  had 

keen  entered  into  with  the  American  claim- 

aMa,  for  a  reduction  of  the  amount  of  their 

iiiMiBils  npon  me,  had  continued  to  ^ drag  its 

ibw  length  along ;"  nor  was  it  till  the  month 

tf  September,  1622,  that,  by  a  letter  from  the 

Messra.  Longman,  I   received  the  welcome 

■eeflifence  that  the  terms  offered,  as  our  ulti- 

■atam,  to  the  opposite  party,  had  been  at  last 

■ccepl?d,  and  that  I  might  now  with  safety 

man  lo  England.    I  lost  no  time,  of  course, 

ia  availing  myself  of  so  welcome  a  privilege  ; 

al  aa  all  that  remains  now  to  be  told  of  this 

epiaode  in  my  past  life  may  be  comprised 

a  small  compass,  I  shall  trust  to  the 

of  my  readers  for  tolerating  the  recital. 

On  arriving  in  England  I  learned,  for  the 

int  tine^ — having  been,  till  then,  kept  very 

■aeh  in  darkness  on  the  subject, — that,  after 

a  leng  and  frequently  interrupted  course  of 

■getiation,  the  amount  of  the  claims  of  the 

baerican  merchants  had  been  reduced  to  the 

am  of  one  thousud  guineas,  and  that  towards 

he  pajmeot  of  this  the  ancle  of  my  deputy, — 


] 


a  rich  London  merchant, — ^had  been  brongfat, 
with  some  difficulty,  to  contribute  three  hun- 
dred pounds.  I  was  likewise  informed,  that  a 
very  dear  and  distinguished  friend  of  mine,  to 
whom,  by  his  own  desire,  the  state  of  the  nego- 
tiation was,  from  time  to  time,  reported,  had, 
upon  finding  that  there  appeared,  at  last,  some 
chance  of  an  arrangement,  and  learning  also  the 
amount  of  the  advance  made  by  my  deputy^s 
relative,  immediately  deposited  in  the  hands  of 
a  banker  the  remaining  portion  (750/.)  of  the 
required  sum,  to  le  there  in  readiness  for  the 
final  settlement  of  the  den  and. 

Though  still  adhering  to  my  original  pur- 
pose of  owing  to  my  own  exertions  alone  the 
means  of  relief  from  these  difficulties,  I  yet 
felt  a  pleasure  in  allowing  this  thoughtful  de- 
posite  to  be  applied  to  the  generous  purpose  for 
which  it  was  destined ;  and  having  employed 
in  this  manner  the  750/.,  I  then  transmitted  to 
my  kind  friend, — ^I  need  hardly  say  with  what 
feelings  of  thankfulness, — a  check  on  my  pub- 
lishers for  the  amount. 

Though  this  effort  of  the  poet's  purse  was 
but,  as  usual,  a  new  launch  into  the  Future, — 
a  new  anticipation  of  yet  unborn  means, — ^the 
result  showed  that,  at  least  in  this  instance,  I 
had  not  counted  on  my  bank  "  in  nubibus*^  too 
sanguinely ;  for,  on  receiving  my  publishers' 
account,  in  the  month  of  June  following,  I 
found  1000/.  placed  to  my  credit  from  the  sale 
of  the  Loves  of  the  Angels,  and  500/.  from  the 
Fables  of  the  Holy  Alliance. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention,  that,  among  the 
resources  at  that  time  placed  at  my  disposal, 
was  one  small  and  sacred  sum,  which  had  been 
set  apart  by  its  young  possessor  for  some  such 
beneficent  purpose.  This  fund,  amounting  to 
about  300/.,  arose  from  the  proceeds  of  the 
sale  of  the  first  edition  of  a  biographical  work, 
then  recently  published,  which  will  long  be 
memorable,  as  well  from  its  own  merits  and 
subject,  as  from  the  lustre  that  has  been  since 
shed  back  upon  it  from  the  public  career  of  its 
noble  author.  To  a  gift  from  such  hands  might 
well  have  been  applied  the  words  of  Ovid, 

acceptisiima  semper 

Mnneni  rant,  anctor  qiue  pretlosa  facit 

In  this  volume,  and  its  immediate  successor, 
will  be  found  collected  almost  all  those  delin- 
quencies of  mine,  in  the  way  of  satire,  which 
have  appeared,  from  time  to  time,  in  the  pub- 
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lie  JQornals,  daring  the  last  twenty  or  thirty 
years.  The  comments  and  notices  required  to 
throw  light  on  these  political  trifles  must  be 
reserved  for  our  next  volume. 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  NINTH  VOLUME. 

In  one  of  those  Notices,  no  less  friendly 
than  they  are  able  and  spirited,  which  this  new 
Edition  of  my  Poetical  Works  has  called  forth 
from  a  leading  political  journal,  I  find,  in 
reference  to  the  numerous  satirical  pieces  con- 
tained in  these  volumes,  the  following  sug- 
gestion :• — "  It  is  now  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century  since  this  bundle  of  political  pas- 
quinades set  the  British  public  in  a  roar ;  and 
though  the  events  to  which  they  allude  may 
be  well  known  to  every  reader, 

"  Ci^'as  octavam  trepidavit  etas 
Clandere  Instrum/* 

there  are  many  persons,  now  forming  a  part  of 
the  literary  public,  who  have  come  into  ex- 
istence since  they  happened,  and  who  cannot 
be  expected,  even  if  they  had  the  leisure  and 
opportunity,  to  rummage  the  files  of  our  old 
nev^spapers  for  a  history  of  the  perishable  facts 
on  which  Mr.  Moore  has  so  often  rested  the 
flying  artillery  of  his  wit.  Many  of  those  facts 
will  be  considered  beneath  the  notice  of  the 
grave  historian  ;  and  it  is,  therefore,  incumbent 
on  Mr.  Moore — if  he  wishes  his  political  squibs, 
imbued  as  they  are  with  a  wit  and  humor 
quite  Aristophanic,  to  be  relished,  as  they 
deserve  to  be  relished,  by  our  great-grand- 
children— to  preface  them  with  a  rapid  sum- 
mary of  the  events  which  gave  them  birth." 

Without  pausing  here  to  say  how  gratifying 
it  is  to  me  to  find  my  long  course  of  Anti- 
Tory  warfare  thus  tolerantly,  and  even  gen- 
erously spoken  of,  and  by  so  distinguished  an 
organ  of  public  opinion,  I  shall,  as  briefly  as  I 
can,  advert  to  the  writer's  friendly  suggestion, 
and  then  mention  some  of  those  reasons  which 
have  induced  me  to  adopt  it.  That  I  was  dis- 
posed, at  first,  to  annex  some  such  commentary 

•  TU  T^M  Jan.  9. 184L 


to  this  series  of  squibs,  may  have  been  collected 
from  the  concluding  sentences  of  my  last  Pre* 
face  ;  but  a  little  further  consideration  has  led 
me  to  abandon  this  intention. 

To  that  kind  of  satire  which  deals  only  widi 
the  lighter  foUies  of  social  life,  with  the  passing 
modes,  whims,  and  scandal  of  the  day,  snok 
illustrative  comments  become,  after  a  short 
time,  necessary.  But  the  true  preserving  salt 
of  political  satire  is  its  applicability  to  futaie 
times  and  generations,  as  well  as  to  those 
which  had  first  called  it  forth;  its  power  of 
transmitting  the  scourge  of  ridicjle  through 
succeeding  periods,  with  a  lash  still  fresh  fat 
the  back  of  the  bigot  and  the  oppressor,  under 
whatever  new  shape  they  may  present  them- 
selves. I  can  hardly  flatter  myself  with  the 
persuasion  that^ny  one  of  the  satirical  pieces 
contained  in  this  Volume  is  JKitely  to  possess  this 
principle  of  vitality ;  but  I  feel  quite  certain  that, 
without  it,  not  all  the  notes  and  illustrations  in 
which  even  the  industry  of  Dutch  commentator* 
ship  could  embalm  them  would  ensure  to 
trifles  a  life  much  beyond  the  present  hour. 

Already,  to  many  of  them,  that  sort  of  idisk 
— ^by  far  the  least  worthy  source  of  their 
cess — ^which  the  names  of  living  victims  lend 
to  such  sallies,  has  become,  in  the  course  of. 
time,  wanting.  But,  as  far  as  their  apposite* 
ness  to  the  passing  political  events  of  the  day- 
has  yet  been  tried — and  the  dates  of  these  uk*- 
tires  range  over  a  period  of  nearly  thirty  yeaze 
— their  ridicule,  thanks  to  the  undjring  natom 
of  human  absurdity,  appears  to  have  lost,  as 
yet,  but  little  of  the  original  freshness  of  ilt 
first  application.  Nor  is  this  owing  to  any 
peculiar  felicity  of  aim  in  the  satire  itself,  ba 
to  the  sameness,  throughout  that  period,  of  alk 
its  original  objects ; — the  unchangeable 
of  that  spirit  of  Monopoly  by  which,  under 
its  various  impersonations,  commercial,  relH 
gious,  and  political,  these  satires  had  been 
provoked.  To  refer  but  to  one  instance, 
Corn  Question, — assuredly,  the  entire  apposittli 
ness,  at  this  very  moment,  of  such  versiclea  a 
the  following,  redounds  far  less  to  the  credit  a 
poesy  than  to  the  disgrace  of  legislation, — 

How  can  yon,  my  Lord,  thns  deUgbt  to  torment  all 
The  Peers  of  the  realm  abont  cheap*ning  the  cots, 

When  yon  know  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
Tis  hardly  worth  while  to  be  very  high-bom. 

That,  being  by  nature  so  little  prone  to  sple 
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nrness,  I  should  yet  have  freqaented  so 
the  thorny  paths  of  satire,  has  alwajrs,  to 
'  and  those  best  acquainted  with  me,  been 
er  of  surprise.  By  supposing  the  imagin- 
howerer,  to  be,  in  such  cases,  the  sole 
if  prompter  of  the  satire — ^which,  in  my 
(Stance,  I  must  say,  it  has  generally  been 
asy  solution  is  found  for  the  difficulty. 
une  readiness  of  fancy  which,  with  but 
lidp  from  /eality,  can  deck  out  ''  the 
ta  of  the  minute*'  with  all  possible  attrac- 
win  likewise  be  able,  when  in  the  yein, 
pwer  ridicule  on  a  political  adversary, 
It  allowing  a  single  feeling  of  real  bitter- 
»  mix  itself  with  the  operation.  Even 
teivest  of  all  satirists,  Dante,  who,  not 
t  with  the  penal  fire  of  the  pen,  kept  an 
0  erer  ready  to  receive  the  victims  of  his 
:— even  Dante,  on  becoming  acquainted 
(Mse  of  the  persons  whom  he  had  thus 
df  not  only  revoked  their  awful  sentence, 
rea  honored  them  with  warm  praise  ;* 
obably,  on  a  little  further  acquaintance, 
kmwe  admitted  them  into,  his  Paradise. 
thus  loosely  and  shallowly  even  the  sub- 
itire  of  Dante  could  strike  its  roots  in 
m  heart  and  memory,  it  is  easy  to  con- 
bow  light  and  passing  maybe  the  feeling 
tility  with  which  a  partisan  in  the  field  of 
plies  his  laughing  warfare ;  and  how 
i  may  happen  that  even  the  pride  of  hit- 
is  murk  outlives  but  a  short  time  the  flight 


onoc  dismiss  from  my  hands  these  politi- 


TU>  swmrai  of  thenes  that  settled  on  my  pen, 
Wkkh  I,  like  nuniaer-flles,  ihake  off  apdn,**— 


It  ▼enConng  to  add  that  I  have  now  to 
et  with  them  one  mournful  recollection — 
ss  from  among  the  circle  of  those  I  have 
It  looked  up  to  with  affection  and  admira- 
whieh  I  little  thought,  when  I  began  this 
of  prefatory  sketches,  I  should  have  to 
I  before  their  close.  I  need  hardly  add, 
ui  thus  alluding  to  a  great  light  of  Uie  so- 
lad  politieal  world  recently  gone  out,  I 
i  the  laie  Lord  Holland. 
■ay  be  recollected,  perhaps,  that,  in  men- 


I  Ms  GbmJto  ht  pntes  very  wannly  mum  penoM 
e  te  te4  MbM  abQfeiL--43ee  Foaeolo^  DitcmrM  ami 

tMiiilll  to  at«i  viMMfW  IkoM  vahnbtepapencoiiie 


tioning  some  particulars  respecting  an  early 
squib  of  mine, — ^the  Parody  on  the  Prince 
Regent's  Letter, — ^I  spoke  of  a  dinner  at  which 
I  was  present  on  the  very  day  of  the  first  pub- 
lication of  that  Parody,  when  it  was  the  subject 
of  much  conversation  at  table,  and  none  of  the 
party,  excel>t  our  host,  had  any  suspicion  that 
I  was  the  author  of  it.  This  host  was  Lord 
Holland;  and  as  such  a  name  could  not  but 
lend  value  to  any  anecdote  connected  with  lit- 
erature, I  only  forbore  the  pleasure  of  adding 
such  an  ornament  to  my  page,  from  knowing 
that  Lord  Holland  had  long  viewed  with  disap- 
probation and  regret  much  of  that  conduct 
of  the  Whig  party  towards  the  Recent  in 
1612-13,1  of  the  history  of  which  this  squib, 
and  the  welcome  reception  it  met  with,  forms 
an  humble  episode. 

Lord  Holland  himself,  ii;  addition  to  his 
higher  intellectual  accomplishments,  possessed 
in  no  ordinary  degree  the  talent  of  writing 
easy  and  playful  vers  de  sociele ;  and,  among 
the  instances  I  could  give  of  the  lightness  of 
his  hand  at  such  trifles,  there  is  one  no  less 
characteristic  of  his  good-nature  than  his  wit, 
as  it  accompanied  a  copy  of  the  octavo  edition 
of  Bayle,]:  which,  on  hearing  me  rejoice  one 
day  that  so  agreeable  an  author  had  been  at 
last  made  portable,  he  kindly  ordered  for  me 
from  Paris. 

So  late,  indeed,  as  only  a  month  or  two  be- 
fore his  lordship^s  death,  he  was  employing 
himself,  with  all  his  usual  cheerful  eagerness, 
in  translating  some  verses  of  Metastasio ;  and 
occasionally  consulted  both  Mr.  Rogers  and 
myself  as  to  diflferent  readings  of  some  of  the 
lines.  In  one  of  the  letters  which  I  received 
from  him  while  thus  occupied,  I  find  the  follow- 
ing postscript : — 

**  *Ti8  thai  I  tium  th*  ItaUan*!  Mnc 
Nor  deem  I  read  his  meaning  wroof. 
Bat  with  rough  English  to  combine 
The  sweetness  that's  in  eyery  line. 
Asks  for  your  Muse,  and  not  for  mine. 
Senss  mUf  will  not  qolt  the  aeon ; 
We  most  have  that,  and— UtUe  JIfora.** 

He  then  s^ds,  ^  I  send  you,  too,  a  melan- 
choly Epigram  of  mine,  of  which  I  have  seek 
many,  alas,  witness  the  truth : — 

to  be  published,  which  Lord  Holland  left  behind  him*  em- 
tainlng  Memoirs  of  his  own  times  and  of  thoae  ImmMUately 
preceding  them, 
t  la  ilKteen  vdloMa,  pnbUalMd  at  Psrla,  by  l>,aQtb 
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"  A  minister*!  aniwwr  li  always  to  Had  I 
I  itarve,  and  he  telli  me  he'll  keep  am  la  mind. 
JSra(f  his  promise,  God  knows,  woald  my  spirits  restoie : 
Let  him  k^p  m»— and,  iUth,  I  will  ask  for  no  mon.** 

The  only  portion  of  the  mass  of  trifles  con- 
tained in  thia  volume,  that  first  foand  its  way 
to  the  public  eye  through  any  mor^  responsible 
channel  than  a  newspaper,  was  the  Letters  of 
the  Fudge  'Family  in  England, — a  work  which 
was  sure,  from  its  very  nature,  to  encounter 
the  double  risk  of  being  thought  dull  as  a  mere 
sequel,  and  light  and  unsafe  as  touching  on 
follies  connected  with  the  name  of  Religion. 
Into  the  question  of  the  comparative  dulness 
of  any  of  my  prodactions,  it  is  not  for  me,  of 
course,  to  enter ;  but  to  the  charge  of  treating 
religious  subjects  irreverently,  I  shall  content 
myself  with  replying  in  the  words  of  Pascal, — 
'*  II  a  bien  de  la  dif%rence  entre  rire  de  la  re- 
ligion et  rire  de  ceux  qui  la  profanent  par  leurs 
opinions  eztravagantes." 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE  TENTH  VOLUME. 

The  Story  which  occupies  this  volume  was 
intended  originally  to  be  told  in  verse ;  and  a 
great  portion  of  it  was  at  first  written  in  that 
form.  This  fact,  as  well  as  the  character,  per- 
haps, of  the  whole  work,  which  a  good  deal 
partakes  of  the  cast  and  coloring  of  poetry, 
have  been  thought  sufficient  to  entitle  it  to  a 
place  in  this  general  collection  of  my  poetical 
writings. 

How  little  akin  to  romance  or  poesy  were 
some  of  the  circumstances  under  which  this 
work  was  first  projected  by  me,  the  reader  may 
have  seen  from  a  preceding  preface  ;*  and  the 
following  rough  outline,  which  I  have  found 
among  my  papers,  dated  Paris,  July  25,  1820, 
will  show  both  my  first  general  conception,  or 
foreshadowing  of  the  story,  and  likewise  the 
extent  to  which  I  thought  right,  in  afterwards 
working  out  this  design,  to  reject  or  modify 
some  of  its  details. 

*' Began   my  Egyptian   Poem,   and  wrote 

•  FlwIhM  to  the  B^th  Yolune,  pw  40  of  this  edittoa. 


about  thirteen  or  fourteen  lines  of  it.  Hie 
story  to  be  told  in  letters  from  a  young  Epicu- 
rean philosopher,  who,  in  the  second  centmy 
of  the  Christian  era,  goes  to  Egypt  for  the 
purpose  of  discovering  the  elixir  of  immortal- 
ity, which  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  secrets 
of  the  Egyptian  priests.  During  a  Festival  on 
the  Kile,  he  meets  with  a  beautiful  maiden, 
the  daughter  of  one  of  the  priests  lately  dead. 
She  enters  the  catacombs,  aiyi  disappears.  He 
hovers  around  the  spot,  and  at  last  finds  the 
well  and  secret  passages,  &c.,  by  which  those 
who  are  initiated  enter.  He  sees  this  maiden 
in  one  of  those  theatrical  spectacles  which 
formed  a  part  of  the  subterranean  Elysium  of 
the  Pyramids — finds  opportunities  of  conver- 
sing with  her — ^their  intercourse  in  this  myste- 
rious region  described.  They  are  discovered ; 
and  he  is  thrown  into  those  subterranean  piia* 
ons,  where  they  who  violate  the  rules  of  Ini* 
tiation  are  confined.  He  is  liberated  from 
thence  by  the  young  maiden,  and  taking  fliffal 
together,  they  reach  some  beautiful  region, 
where  they  linger,  for  a  time,  delighted,  and 
she  is  near  becoming  a  victim  to  his  arts.  Bnl 
taking  alarm,  she  flies ;  and  seeks  refuge  with 
a  Christian  monk,  in  the  Thebaid,  to  whom  her 
mother,  who  was  secretly  a  Christian,  had  con- 
signed her  in  dying.  The  struggles  of  her 
love  with  her  religion.  A  persecution  of  the 
Christians  takes  place,  and  she  is  seized  (chiefly 
through  the  unintentional  means  of  her  lover) 
and  suffers  martyrdom.  The  scene  of  her  maiw 
tyrdom  described,  in  a  letter  from  the  Solitaiy 
of  the  Thebaid,  and  the  attempt  made  by  the 
young  philosopher  to  rescue  her.  He  is  carried 
ofi*  from  thence  to  the  cell  of  the  Solitaiy. 
His  letters  from  that  retreat,  after  be  has  be- 
come a  Christian,  devoting  his  thoughts  en- 
tirely to  repentance  and  the  recollection  of 
the  beloved  saint  who  had  gone  before  him.— 
If  I  don't  make  something  oat  of  all  this,  the 
deuce  is  in't.** 

According  to  this  plan,  the  events  of  tlie| 
story  were  to  be  told  in  Letters,  or  Epistolaqfl 
Poems,  addressed  by  the    philosopher  to  aJ 
young  Athenian  friend;  but,  for  greater  t»^ 
riety,  as  well  as  convenience,  I  afterwards  die* 
tributed  the  task  of  narration  among  the  chief 
personages  of  the  Tale.     The  great  difficultfi 
however,  of  managing,  in  rhyme,  the  minM 
details  of  a  story,  so  as  to  be  clear  wiilliiiiW 
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iag  proeaic,  and  still  more,  the  dififiuie 
1  to  which  I  saw  narration  in  verse  would 
dy  deterred  me  from  following  this  plan 
oither ;  and  I  then  commenced  the  tale 
in  its  present  shape. 

the  Poems  written  for  my  first  experi- 
a  few  specimens,  the  best  I  could  select, 
introduced  into  the  prose  story ;  but  the 
Oder  I  had  thrown  aside,  and  nearly  for- 
1  eren  their  existence,  when  a  circum- 
9  somewhat  characteristic,  perhaps,  of 
trading  spirit  which  has  now  converted 
issos  itself  into  a  market,  again  called  my 
ion  to  them.  The  late  Mr.  Macrone,  to 
B  general  talents  and  enterprise  in  business 
!io  knew  him  will  bear  ready  testimony, 
»g  been  anxious  that  I  should  undertake 
im  some  new  Poem  or  Story,  affording 
■objects  for  illustration  as  might  call  into 
the  fimciful  pencil  of  Mr.  Turner.  Other 
and  ties,  however,  had  rendered  my  com- 
se  with  this  w^jsh  impracticable ;  and  he 
iboot  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  attaining 
ijeet,  when  on  learning  from  me  acciden- 
thal  the  Epicurean  was  still  my  own  prop- 
he  proposed  to  purchase  of  me  the  use 
I  copyright  for  a  single  illustrated  edition, 
e  terms  proffered  by  him  being  most 
it  I  readily  acceded  to  the  proposed  ar- 


rangement; but,  on  further  consideration, 
there  arose  some  difficulty  in  the  way  of  our 
treaty — the  work  itself  being  found  insufficient 
to  form  a  volume  of  such  dimensions  as  would 
yield  any  hope  of  defraying  the  cost  of  the 
numerous  illustrations  then  intended  for  it. 
Some  modification,  therefore,  of  our  terms  was 
thought  necessary;  and  then  first  was  the 
notion  suggested  to  me  of  bringing  forth  from 
among  my  papers  the  original  sketch,  or  open- 
ing of  the  story,  and  adding  these  fragments, 
as  a  sort  of  make- weight,  in  the  mutual  adjust- 
ment of  our  terms. 

That  I  had  myself  regarded  the  first  experi- 
ment as  a  failure,  was  sufficiently  shown  by 
my  relinquishment  of  it.  But,  as  the  published 
work  had  then  passed  through  several  editions, 
and  had  been  translated  into  most  of  the  lan- 
guages of  Europe,  it  was  thought  that  an  in- 
sight into  the  anxious  process  by  which  such 
success  had  been  attained,  might,  as  an  encour- 
agement, at  least,  to  the  humble  merit  of 
painstaking,  be  deemed  of  some  little  use. 

The  following  are  the  translations  of  this 
Tale  which  have  reached  me:  viz.  two  in 
French ;  two  in  Italian,  (Milan,  1836 — ^Venice, 
1835 ;)  one  in  German,  (Inspruc,  1828 ;)  and 
one  in  Dutch,  by  M.  Herman  van  Loghem, 
(Deventer,  18S9.) 
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npfapTwy,  Ik  cijpavyeS'  9 
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Tvtfr*  x^  VB*^  I  i^nv.  h.  e.  roiro  Syo/io.  /JporcSr  f  9Xa 
nrra  adambatiim  ai  Paeod-Anacr.  Od.  xn.  4.  lup&rtav  ii 

31.  rwvd-AMcr.  Od.  zxxr.  3.  i^itfrMr  rp(^ev  ijdinr. 
SSu  iEich.  EosBOB.  588.  fiq^  rir,  i  jc^;  ^Jow,  dOi^t  9oH 

M.  9mpiM  vdoy  ytft^fiot  xaXfraiy^  ««  prmter  raHonem  in 
mt00wL  U.X.13i.'Bp%niix^^***n'apU»6o0,  Simllem 
|MlHu«Bni  pwUdJaniiB  /i4  fioi  ezhlbc^  Paeud-Anacr.  Od. 
nvm.  IJ. 

>  Be  li  qpoted  I  /  AUmmmu  tp  r^  mpi  rov  ApoKptopnt. 

t  Tte  BMory  of  Anacraoo,  by  Gafon  (to  PoAle  nut  fkrd, 
■•  he  rtftaa  kionali;)  to  ptofcitadly  a  nNnaaee ;  nor  does 


r£  99^rtp9fp  ylvoir*  ^y  ; 
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REMARKS  ON  ANACREON. 

Thsri  is  bat  little  known  with  certainty  of  the 
life  of  Anacieon.  Chanueleon  Heracleotes,'  who 
wrote  upon  the  subject,  has  been  lost  in  the  general 
wreck  of  ancient  literature.  The  editozs  of  the 
poet  have  collected  the  few  trifling  anecdotes  which 
are  scattered  through  the  extant  authors  of  anti- 
quity, and,  supplying  the  deficiency  of  materials  by 
fictions  of  their  own  imagination,  have  arranged, 
what  they  call,  a  life  of  Anacreon.  These  specious 
fabrications  are  intended  to  indulge  that  interest 
which  we  naturally  feel  in  the  biography  of 
illustrious  men ;  but  it  to  rather  a  dangerous  kind  of 
illusion,  as  it  confounds  the  limits  of  history  and 
romance,'  and  to  too  often  supported  by  unfaithful 
citation.' 

Our  poet  was  bom  in  the  city  of  T^,^  in  the 
delicious  region  of  Ionia,  and  the  lime  of  hto  birth 
appears  to  have  been  in  the  sixth  century  before 
Christ'  He  flourished  at  that  remarkable  period, 
when,  under  the  polished  tyrants  Hipparchus  and 
Polycrates,  Athens  and  Samoa  were  become  the 
rival  asylums  of  genius.  There  to  nothing  certain 
known  about  hto  family,  and  those  who  pretend  to 
discover  in  Rate  that  he  was  a  descendant  of  the 
monarch  Codrus,  show  much  more  of  zeal  than  of 
either  accuracy  or  judgment.' 

Mademoiselle  Scoderi,  firom  whom  he  bonowed  the  idea, 
pretend  to  historical  veraelty  in  her  acconnt  of  Anacreon 
and  SapiAia  These,  then,  are  allowable.  Bat  hoiir  can 
Barnes  be  forgiven,  who,  with  all  the  confidence  of  a  bio- 
grapher,  traces  every  wandering  of  the  poet,  and  settles  him 
at  last,  in  his  old  age,  at  a  country  villa  near  T6os  1 

*  The  learned  Bayle  has  detected  some  infidelities  of  quo- 
tation in  Le  Fevre.  {DieHonnaire  HUtorique^  ttc.)  Madame 
Dacier  to  not  more  accnrate  than  her  father:  thejr  have 
almost  made  Anacreon  prime  minister  to  the  monareh  of 


*  The  Asiatics  were  as  remarkable  for  genius  as  for  luxury. 
**  Ingenia  Asiatica  inclyta  per  gentes  fecAre  Poetc,  Anaaeon, 
inde  Mimnermns  et  Antimachus,**  9cc,—Solinu$. 

*  I  have  not  attempted  to  define  the  particular  Olympiad, 
but  have  adopted  the  idea  of  Bayle,  who  says,  **Je  n*ai 
point  marqud  d'Olympiade ;  car  pour  un  homme  qui  a  v6cn 
85  ans,  il  me  semble  que  Pon  ne  doit  point  s*enfermer  dans 
des  bomes  si  6troites.*' 

*  This  mistake  to  founded  on  a  false  interpretation  of  a 
very  obvious  passage  in  Plato's  Dlalogne  on  Temperance ;  it 
originated  with  Madame  Dacier,  and  has  been  received  im- 
plicitly by  many.  Gail,  a  tote  editor  of  Anacreon,  seems  to 
claim  to  himself  the  merit  of  detecthig  thto  error ;  but  Bayto 
had  observed  It  before  him. 
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The  diipotitioii  and  talenti  of  Anacreon  recoxn- 
mended  him  to  the  monarch  of  Samoa,  and  he  wai 
fonned  to  be  the  friend  of  inch  a  prince  aa  Poly- 
cratea.  Susceptible  only  to  the  pleasurea,  he  felt 
not  the  corruptiona  of  the  court ;  and,  while  Pythag- 
oraa  fled  from  the  tjrrant,  Anacreon  was  celebrating 
his  praises  on  the  lyre.  We  a^  told  too  by  Mazi- 
mus  Tyrius,  that,  by  the  influence  of  his  amatory 
songs,  he  softened  the  mind  of  Polycrates  into  a 
spirit  of  benevolence  towards  his  subjects.* 

The  amoniB  of  the  poet,  and  the  rivalship  of 
the  tyrant,'  I  shall  pass  over  in  silence  ;  and  there 
are  few,  I  presume,  who  will  regret  the  omission 
of  most  of  those  anecdotes,  which  the  industry  of 
some  editors  has  not  only  promulged,  but  dis- 
cussed. Whatever  is  repugnant  to  modesty  and 
virtue  is  considered  in  ethical  science,  by  a  suppo- 
sition very  favorable  to  humanity,  as  impossible; 
and  this  amiable  persuasion  should  be  much  more 
strongly  entertained,  where  the  transgression  wan 
with  nature  as  well  as  virtue.  But  why  are  we 
not  allowed  to  indulge  in  the  presumption  7  Why 
are  we  officiously  reminded  that  there  have  been 
really  such  instances  of  depravity? 

Ilipparchus,  who  now  maintained  at  Athens  the 
power  which  his  father  Pisistratus  had  usurped, 
was  one  of  those  princes  who  may  be  said  to  have 
polished  the  fetters  of  theu*  subjects.  He  was  the 
first,  according  to  Plato,  who  edited  the  poems  of 
Homer,  and  commanded  them  to  be  sung  by  the 
rhapsodists  at  the  celebration  of  the  Panathenisa. 
From  his  court,  which  was  a  sort  of  galaxy  of 
genius,  Anacreon  could  not  long  be  absent  Hip- 
parchus  sent  a  barge  for  him ;  the  poet  readily 
embraced  the  invitation,  and  the  Muses  and  the 
Loves  were  wafted  with  him  to  Athens.' 

The  manner  of  Anacreon*s  death  was  singular. 

>  AvaKpeuv  Yaftiois  UoXvKpartiv  fiittfxocK.  Maxtin.Tyr.  $31. 
Maximus  Tyrlns  mention!  this  among  other  instances  of  the 
influence  of  poetry.  If  Gail  had  read  Maximus  Tyrius,  how 
could  he  ridicule  this  idea  in  Montonnet,  as  nnauthentlcated  T 

s  In  the  romance  of  Clelia,  the  anecdote  to  which  I  allude 
is  told  of  a  young  girl,  with  whom  Anacreon  fell  in  love  while 
she  personated  the  ^  Apollo  in  a  mask.  But  here  Made- 
moiselle Scuderi  consulted  nature  more  than  truth. 

s  There  is  a  very  interesting  French  poem  founded  upon 
this  anecdote,  Imputed  to  Desyvetanx,  and  called  **  Anacreon 
Citoyen.** 

«  Fabricios  appears  not  to  trust  very  implicitly  in  this 
stnry.  "  Vrm  passa  acino  tandem  ■nffocatns,  si  credimns 
Suida  in  otvovomi ;  alii  enlm  hoc  mortis  genere  periise  tra- 
dunt  Sophoclem.**— JihMett  BUliotkee.  Orme.  lib.  ii.cap.15. 
It  must  be  confessed  that  Lnclan,  who  tells  us  that  Sophocles 
was  choked  by  a  grape-stone,  in  the  very  same  treatise  men- 
tions the  longevity  of  Anacreon,  and  yet  is  silent  on  the 
manner  of  his  death.  Ckmld  he  have  been  ignorant  of  such 
a  remarkable  coincidence,  or,  knowing,  could  he  have  neg- 
lected to  remark  U1  See  Eegnlex's  introdpctioB  to  his 
Anacfeoo. 


We  are  told  that  in  the  eighty-fifth  year  of  his  ag* 
he  was  choked  by  a  grapenrtoiie  f  and*  hammm 
we  may  smile  at  their  enthnsiaatie  partiality,  wbo 
see  in  this  easy  and  characteriatac  death  a  peenUar 
indulgence  of  Heaven,  we  cannot  help  admiimf 
that  his  fate  ahonld  have  been  so  emblematie  of 
his  disposition.  Celius  Calcagninns  alludes  to  tfaii 
catastrophe  in  the  following  epitaph  on  our  poet  ^-* 

Those  lips,  then,  baUow*d  sage,  which  pooi'd  along 
A  music  sweet  as  any  ivgnelf ■  ioag, 

The  grape  hath  closed  forever! 
Here  let  the  ivy  Uss  the  poet's  tomb, 
Here  let  the  rose  he  loved  with  laurels  t  jooBi 

In  bands  that  ne'e;  shall  sever 
But  far  be  thou,  oh !  ftr,  unholy  vine, 
By  whom  the  favorite  minstrel  of  the  Nine 

Lost  his  sweet  vital  breath ; 
Thy  God  himself  now  blushes  to  eonfoH, 
Once  haiiow'd  vine !  he  feels  he  loves  thee  less 

Since  poor  Anacreon*s  death. 

It  has  been  supposed  by  some  writers  that  A  Aie- 
reon  and  Sappho  were  contemporaries;  and  the 
very  thought  of  an  intercourse  between  persons  so 
congenial,  both  in  warmth  of  passion  and  delicacy 
of  genius,  gives  such  play  to  the  imagination,  that 
the  mind  loves  to  indulge  in  it  But  the  vision 
dissolves  before  historical  truth ;  and  Chamnleen 
and  Hermesianaz,  who  are  the  source  of  the  sop- 
position,  are  considered  as  having  merely  indulged 
in  a  poetical  anachronism.' 

To  infer  the  moral  dispositions  of  a  poet  from 
the  tone  of  sentiment  which  pervades  his  works, 
is  sometimes  a  very  fallacious  analogy;  but  the 
soul  of  Anacreon  speaks  so  unequivocally  through 
his  odes,  that  we  may  safely  consult  them  as  the 
faithful  mirrors  of  his  heart^  We  find  him  thers 
the  elegant  voluptuary,  diffusing  the  seductive 
charm  of  sentiment  over  passions  and  propensities 

*  At  te,  sancte  senex,  acinus  sub  Tartars  mislt ; 

Cygnec  clauslt  qui  tibi  vocla  iter. 
Vos,  hedenr,  tumulum,  tumulum  vos  dagite,  lanri, 

Hoc  rosa  perpetuo  vemet  odora  loco ; 
At  vitis  procul  hinc,  procul  hinc  odiosa  fkeesaat, 

Quae  causam  dire  protulit,  uva,  neds, 
Creihair  ipse  minus  vitem  Jam  Bacchus  amare, 
In  vatem  tantum  qua  Aiit  ansa  ne&s. 
The  author  of  this  epitaph.  Callus  Calcagnlaus,  has 
translated  or  imitated  the  epignms  ut  rmf  Hvptavoi  B&m^ 
which  are  given  under  the  name  of  Anaoeoa. 

*  Baroes  is  convinced  (but  very  gratuitously)  of  the  syi^ 
chronism  of  Anacreon  and  Sappho.  In  citing  his  aatharitls%. 
he  has  strangely  neglected  the  line  quoted  by  Fnlvins  Unl":^ 
nus,  as  from  Anacreon,  among  the  testimonies  to  Bappho>» 

Ei/ii  Aa/?ct)v  uvapai  Z<nr^u  irapOcyoy  ^Jv^omw.  ' 

Fabridns  thinks  that  they  might  have  been  contemponi 
but  considers  their  amour  as  a  tale  of  imagination.  Vosii 
rejects  the  idea  entirely ;  as  do  also  Olaiu  Borrlchins  a 
oUiers. 

*  An  Italian  poet,  in  some  venes  oa  Belleaa*s  tiaaslalli 
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tX  wludi  nfpA  monlitjr  iniiit  ftowu»     His  hMurty 
«Moted  to  mdnldnce,  atenm  to  h^To  thought  that 
fbtn  k  wealth  enongh  in  hapIN]Ie■^  bat  seldom 
■  in  men  wealth.    The  cheeifiilneai,  in- 
deed, with  which  be  brightens  his  old  age  is  inter- 
fi^aag  tad  endeaiing:  like  his  own  nse,  he  is  fra- 
piat  sren  m  decay.    Bat  the  most  peealiar  feature 
4  )m  mind  is  that  love  of  an^city  which  he 
tttnlntes  to  himself  so  feelingly ,  and  which  breathes 
ehineleikticaUy  throughoot  all  that  he  has  sung. 
In  troth,  if  we  omit  those  few  yices  in  our  tatimate 
wluch  idigion,  at  that  time,  not  only  connived  at, 
bat  OQoseoated,  we  diall  be  inclined  to  say  that  the 
dspoation  of  oar  pdbt  was  amiable ;  that  his  morality 
WM  niaxed,  faot  not  abandoned ;  and  that  Viitue, 
■  vitliher  lone  loosened,  may  be  an  apt  emblem  of 
the  ebmcler  of  Anacreon.^ 

Of  \m  penon  and  ^ymogaomy  time  has  pre- 
wved  each  uncertain  memorials,  that  it  wore  bet- 
ter, periiaps,  to  leave  the  pencil  to  fancy  ;  and  few 
ca  raid  the  Odes  of  Anacreon  withoi^  imagining 

efiMCNOB,  pntnidi  to  imagliie  thai  our  bud  did  not  Tee! 
iikewnie>- 

LfBOBi,  Venenm,  CnpldiiieiDqiie 
Bnez  Imlt  Anacreoii  poets. 
Bel  qno  tempora  nee  capadores 
Bofitet  ejathos,  nee  inqnietis 
Unbatar  aaMrilms,  led  ipaU 
l^tam  ▼crsllnu  et  jods  amabat, 
MaUoBi  pvB  M  habitom  (erena  amanlli. 

To  Loffo  and  Bacchos  ever  yonng 

While  nge  Anacreon  toach*d  the  lyre, 
Be  aeldier  fblt  the  lovei  he  rang, 

Nor  ttl*d  Us  bowl  to  Bacchos  higher. 
Thoee  flowery  dayi  had  laded  long, 

When  yooth  could  act  the  lover*!  part ; 
And  paaaion  trembled  in  his  song. 

But  never,  never,  reach*d  his  heart 

1  Anacreon*8  character  has  been  variously  colored.  Barnes 
liaffns  on  it  with  enthnsiastl.*  admiration ;  but  he  is  always 
extravagant.  If  not  sometimes  also  a  little  profane.  Balllet 
rans  too  nnich  into  the  opposite  extreme,  exaggerating  also 
ihe  testimonies  which  he  has  consulted;  and  we  cannot 
snrety  agree  with  him  when  he  cites  such  a  compiler  as 
Aiheacus,  as  **  nn  des  plus  savans  critiques  de  Tantiqaitd.*' 
—Jagtwumt  da  fifovaas,  H.  CV. 

Barnes  coold  hardly  have  read  the  passage  to  which  he 
refer«,  when  he  accuses  Le  Fevre  of  having  censured  our 
poet* s  chaxaeter  in  a  note  on  Longinus ;  the  note  in  question 
being  maniliBst  irony,  in  allusi<ni  to  some  censure  passed 
ipOD  Is  Fevw  fat  Ua  Anacreon.  It  is  clear,  indeed,  that 
lather  than  censure  is  intimated.  See  Johannes  Vnl- 
(de  UtUitate  Poetices,)  who  vindicates  our  poet*s  repu- 


•  It  b  taken  from  the  Bibllotheca  of  Fulvius  Ursinus. 
BcUorl  has  eo^ed  the  same  head  into  his  Imagines.  Johannes 
hber,  in  his  description  of  the  coin  of  Ursinus,  mentions 
uoibar  tend  on  a  very  beantUhl  cornelian,  which  he  sup- 
pases  waa  worn  In  a  ring  by  some  admirer  of  the  poet  In 
fteleonogvaphiaof  Canini  theraisayouthfhl  headof  Anac- 
MB  fnm  a  Gredan  medal,  with  the  letters  TEIOZ  around 
k;  «■  the  rsTcvM  then  is  a  Neptane,  holding  a  spear  in  his 


to  themselves  the  form  of  the  animated  old  bard, 
crowned  with  roses,  and  singing  cheerfully  to  his 
lyre.  But  the  head  of  Anacreon,  prefixed  to  this 
work,'  has  been  considered  so  authentic,  that  we 
scarcely  could  be  justified  in  the  omisBion  of  it ;  and 
some  have  even  thought  that  it  is  by  no  means 
deficient  in  that  benevolent  suavity  of  expression 
which  should  characterize  the  countenance  of  such 
a  poet 

After  the  very  enthusiastic  eulogimns  bestowed 
both  by  ancients  and  modems  npon  the  poems  of 
Anacreon,*  we  need  not  be  difBomt  in  expresBing 
our  raptures  at  their  beauty,  nor  hesitato  to  pro- 
nounce them  the  moet  polished  remains  of  anti- 
quity.^ They  are,  indeed,  all  beauty,  all  enchant- 
ment* He  steals  us  so  insensibly  t'foDg  with  him, 
that  we  sympathize  even  in  his  exceasea  In  his 
^  amatory  odes  there  is  a  delicacy  of  compliment  xiot 
to  be  found  m  any  other  ancient  poet  Love  nt 
that  period  was  rather  an  unrefined  emotion:  and 
the  mtorcourse  of  the  sexes  was  animated  more  by 

right  hand,  and  a  dolphin,  with  the  word  TI  Al>iaN  inscribed, 
in  the  left ;  **  volendoci  denotare  (says  (^nlni)  cbe  quelle 
cittadlni  la  coniassero  in  honore  del  suo  compatriota  poeta.** 
There  is  also  among  the  coins  of  De  Wilde  one,  which 
thoQgh  it  bears  no  effigy,  was  probably  struck  to  the  memory 
of  Anacreon.  It  has  the  word  TIIIIZN,  encircled  with  an  ivy 
crown.  "  At  quidni  resplcit  hec  corona  Anacreontem,  nobi- 
lem  lyricum  V*—De  Wilde. 

*  Besides  those  which  are  extant,  he  wrote  hymns,  elegies, 
epigrams,  Ace  Some  of  the  epigrams  still  exist  Horace,  in 
addition  to  the  mention  of  him,  (lib.  iv.  od.  9,}  alludes  aJso 
to  a  poem  of  his  upon  the  rivalry  of  Circe  and  Penelope  in 
the  affections  of  Ulysses,  lib.  i.  od.  17 ;  and  the  scholiast 
upon  Nicander  cites  a  fkagment  from  a  poem  upon  Sleep  by 
Anacreon,  and  attributes  to  him  likewise  a  medicinal  trea- 
tise. Fulgentins  mentions  a  work  of  his  upon  the  war  be- 
tween Jupiter  and  the  Titans,  and  the  origin  of  the  conse- 
cration of  the  engle. 

4  See  Horace,  Maximus  Tyrius,  fcc.  "His  style  (says 
Scallger)  is  sweeter  than  the  juice  of  the  Indian  reed."— 
PdU.  lib.  I.  cap.  44.  "  From  the  softness  of  his  verses  (says 
Olaus  Borrichius)  the  ancients  bestowed  on  him  the  epithets 
sweet,  delicate,  graccftil,  iLC.**—Di$$ertatione$  Academica^ 
de  Poetis,  diss.  2.  Scallger  again  praises  him  thus  in  a  pun ; 
speaking  of  the  fitXoi^  or  ode,  "  Anacreon  autcm  non  solum 
dcdlt  hsc  ficXi}  sed  etlam  in  ipsis'melia."  See  the  passage 
of  Rapin,  quoted  by  all  the  editors.  I  cannot  omit  citing 
also  the  following  very  spirited  apostrophe  of  the  author  of 
the  Commentary  prefixed  to  the  Parma  edition :  **  O  vos 
sublimes  anime,  vos  Apollinis  alumni,  qui  post  unum  AIc- 
manem  in  tot&  Hctlade  lyricam  pocsim  exsuscitastis,  coIuis> 
tis,  aropliflcastis,  qacso  vos  an  ullus  unquam  fuerit  vatcs 
qui  Teio  cantori  vel  natune  candore  vel  metri  suavitate 
palmam  prasripucrit."  See  likewise  Vincenzo  Gravini  dclla 
Rag.  Poetic,  libro  primo,  p.  07.  Among  the  Ritratti  of  Ma- 
rino, there  is  one  of  Anacreon  beginning  "Cingetomi  la 
ftonte,"  fcc.  &c. 

»  "  Wo  may  perceive,'*  says  Vossius, "  that  the  iteration  of 
his  words  conduces  very  much  to  the  sweetness  of  his  style." 
Henry  Stephen  remarks  the  same  beauty  in  a  note  on  the 
forty-fourth  ode.  This  figure  of  iteration  is  his  most;ippro- 
priate  grace :— but  the  modem  writers  of  Juvenilia  and  Basin 
have  adopted  it  to  an  excess  which  destroys  the  efl^t 
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pMrion  thui  by  1611(1111001  Th0y  knew  not  those 
little  tendeniesno  which  liorm  the  spiritnal  part  of 
afiection ;  their  expreonon  of  feelings  wai  therefore 
rode  and  miTaried,  and  the  poetry  of  love  depriTed 
it  of  its  moet  captirathig  granet.  Anacreon,  how- 
ever, attamed  aome  ideas  of  this  purer  ganantiy ; 
and  tlie  same  delicacy  of  mind  which  led  him  to  this 
n»finement,  prevented  him  also  from  yielding  to  the 
freedom  of  language  which  has  sullied  the  pages 
of  all  the  other  poets.  His  descriptions  are  warm ; 
but  the  warmth  is  in  the  ideas,  not  the  words.  He 
is  sportive  without  being  wanton,  and  ardent  with- 
out being  licentious.  His  poetic  invention  is  always 
most  brilliantly  displayed  in  those  allegorical  fictions 
which  so  many  have  endeavored  to  imitate,  though 
all  have  confessed  them  to  be  inimitable.  Sim- 
plicity is  the  distinguishing  feature  of  these  odes, 
and  they  mtereet  by  their  innocence,  as  much  as 
they  foscmate  by  their  beauty.  They  may  be  said, 
indeed,  to  be  the  very  mfants  of  ths  Muses,  and  to 
lisp  in  numben. 

I  shall  not  be  accused  of  enthusiastic  partiality 
by  those  who  have  read  and  felt  the  original ;  but, 
to  others,  I  am  conscious,  this  should  not  be  the 
language  of  a  translator,  whose  faint  reflection 
of  such  beauties  can  bat  ill  justify  his  admiration 
of  thom. 

In  the  age  of  Anacreon  music  and  poetry  were 
inseparable.  These  kindred  talents  were  for  a  long 
time  associated,  and  the  poet  always  sung  his  own 
compositions  to  the  Ijrre.  It  is  probable  that  they 
were  not  set  to  any  regular  air,  but  rather  a  kind 
of  musical  recitation,  which  was  varied  according 
to  the  fancy  and  feelings  of  the  moment'  The 
poems  of  Anacreon  were  sung  at  banquets  as  late 
as  the  time  of  Aulus  Grellius,  who  tells  us  that  he 
hoard  one  of  the  odes  performed  at  a  birthday  enter- 
tainment* 

The  singular  beauty  of  our  poet's  style,  and  the 
apparent  facility,  perhaps,  of  his  metre,  have  at- 
tracted, as  I  have  already  remarked,  a  crowd  of 


1  In  the  Paris  edition  there  are  fbnr  of  the  original  odes 
set  to  niosic,  by  Le  Soenr,  Gossec,  Mehnl,  and  Chenibini. 
"On  chante  da  Latin,  et  de  I*Italien/'  says  Gail,  **qaGlqae- 
fols  mftme  sans  les  entendre ;  qui  empAche  que  nous  ne 
chantions  des  odes  Grecqnes  V*  The  chromatic  learelnc  of 
these  coaJposers  is  very  nnlilce  what  we  are  told  of  the 
simple  melody  of  the  ancients ;  and  they  have  all,  as  it  ap- 
pears to  me,  mistaken  the  accentastlon  of  the  words. 

s  The  Parma  commentator  is  rather  careless  in  referring 
to  this  passage  of  Anlns  Gelllns,  01b.  xlx.  cap.  9.)  The  ode 
was  not  song  fay  the  rhetorician  Jnlianas,as  he  says,  but  by 
the  minstrels  of  both  sexes,  who  were  introduced  at  the 
entertainment 

s  See  what  Colomesios,  in  hto  "  Literary  Treasures,**  has 
quoted  fVom  Alcyonios  de  Exillo ;  it  may  be  found  in  Bax- 
ter. Colomestvs,  after  citing  the  passage,  adds,  "  Bme  ann> 
contra  ears  noa  potol  non  apponere.** 


imitatom  Some  of  these  have  succeeded  widt 
wonderful  felicity,  as  may  be  &oenied  in  the  few 
odes  which  are  attributed  to  writers  of  a  later 
period.  But  none  of  his  emulaton  have  been  half 
so  dangerous  to  his  fame  as  those  Greek  eodeai- 
astics  of  the  early  ages,  who,  befaig  oooscions  of 
their  own  mferiority  to  their  great  prototypes,  deter- 
mined on  removing  all  posnbOity  of  osmpuiM^ 
and,  under  a  semblance  of  nonl  zeal,  deprived  the 
worid  of  some  of  the  most  ezqoisite  tmmatB  of 
ancient  times.'  The  woiks  of  Sappho  and  Akmm 
were  among  those  flowen  ^  Grecian  literature 
which  thus  fell  beneath  the  rode  hand  of  ecderi- 
astical  presonqition.  It  is  true  they  pretemted  that 
this  sacrifice  of  genius  was  hallowed  by  the  inter- 
ests of  religion ;  but  I  have  already  assigned  the 
most  probable  motive  f  and  if  Gregorius  Nazian- 
zenus  had  not  written  Anacreontics,  wo  might 
now  periiaps  have  the  woiks  of  the  Teian  nnmo- 
tilated,  and  be  empowered  to  say  exultmgly  with 
Horace, 

Nee  si  quid  oUm  luait  Aasoeoa 
Delevlt  Btas. 

The  zeal  by  which  these  biflbops  professed  to  be 
actuated,  gave  birth  more  umocently,  indeed,  to  an 
absurd  species  of  parody,  as  repugnant  to  piety  as 
it  is  to  taste,  where  the  poet  of  voluptuouBness  was 
made  a  preacher  of  the  gospel,  and  his  muse,  like 
the  Venus  in  armor  at  Lacedsmon,  was  azrayed  in 
all  the  severities  of  ]»riestly  instruction.  Such  was 
the  "  Anacreon  Recantatus,"  by  Carolus  de  Aquino^ 
a  Jesuit,  published  1701,  which  connsted  of  a  series 
of  palinodes  to  the  several  songs  of  our  poet  Such, 
too,  was  the  Christian  Anacreon  of  Patriganu% 
another  Jesuit,*  who  preposterously  transferred  to  a 
most  sacred  subject  all  that  the  Grecian  poet  had 
dedicated  to  festivity  and  love. 

His  metre  has  frequently  been  adopted  by  the 
modem  Latin  poets ;  and  Scaliger,  Taubman, 
Barthius,*  and  others,  have  riiown  that  it  is  by  n» 


*  We  may  perceive  by  the  beginning  of  the  first  hymn  of 
Bishop  Synesius,  that  he  made  Anacreon  and  Sappho  hli 
models  of  composition. 

Ays  ftott  Xiytta  fopnty^^ 
Bfcra  Aco/?iav  rt  fioXraw, 

Maigunius  and  Damascenus  were  likewise  authors  of  plow 
Anacreontics. 

*  This,  perhaps,  is  the  ''Jesuita  quldam  Grvculus**  el* 
Inded  to  by  Barnes,  who  has  himself  composed  an  Avaxpciiv  _ 
XpivriaifOf,  as  absurd  as  the  rest,  but  somewhat  more  akff-^ 
fhlly  executed. 

*  I  have  seen  somewhere  an  account  of  the  MSS.  of  Bai 
thlus,  written  Just  after  his  death,  which  mentions  ma* 
more  Anacreontics  of  his  than  I  believe  have  ever  bss 
pabUsbed. 
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UBCOPgenial  wHh  that  language.'  Th0 
ntici  of  SeafigoTt  however,  scarcely  deaeiTe 
le ;  as  they  glitter  all  over  with  conceits,  and, 
often  elegant,  are  always  labored.  The 
1  fietions  of  Angerianus*  preeerve  more  hap- 
1  any  others  the  delicate  torn  of  those  alle- 
fihtoa,  which,  passing  so  frequently  through 
mam  of  Tanion  and  imitation,  hare  gener- 
their  finest  rays  in  the  transmission.  Many  of 
sn  poets  have  indulged  their  fancies  upon  the 
,  and  in  the  manner  of  Anacreon.  Bernardo 
nt  introduced  the  metre,  which  was  after- 
lUiad  and  enriched  by  Chafarlera  and  othen.' 
siga  by  the  references  of  Degen,  the  Grer- 
ignage  abounds  in  Anacreontic  imitations; 
jedosn*  is  one  among  many  who  have  as- 
am  «  a  model  La  Farre,  Chaulieu,  and 
r  ligfat  poets  of  France,  have  also  professed 
rata  the  muse  of  T6os ;  but  they  have  at- 
in  her  negligence  with  little  of  the  simple 
at  embelliriies  it  In  the  delicate  bard  of 
wa  find  the  kindred  spirit  of  Anacreon: 
his  gazelles,  or  songs,  possess  all  the  char- 
our  po^ 

ome  now  to  a  retrospect  of  the  editions  of 
«L  To  Henry  Stephen  we  are  indebted  for 
irst  recovered  his  remains  from  the  obscurity 
t,  so  singularly,  they  had  for  many  ages  re- 
Ho  found  the  seventh  ode,  as  we  are  told, 
iovcr  of  an  old  book,  and  communicated  it 
lias,  who  mentions  the  circumstance  m  his 
■  ReadingSL*'  Stephen  was  then  very  young ; 
disco>very  was  considered  by  some  critics  of 
r  as  a  fiterary  unposition.*  In  1554,  how- 
I  gave  Anacreon  to  the  worid,^  accompanied 

loo  Albertas,  a  Danish  poet*.— 

FUU  t^  oinister 
Gandebo  temper  esse, 
Gandebo  semper  1111 
Litare  thoie  mnlso; 
Gandebo  semper  illam 
Laadare  pumllUUs 
AnaereontlcUlls. 
See  tbe  DmmUk  Pptt*  collected  by  RotsgaanL 

■ettytttdeaesses  defy  traoslatioa.  A  beantlAil  Anac- 

f  BacoOffodos,  may  be  fotind  Lib.  1.  Farraginis. 

kaftriaaas  Prior  is  indebted  for  some  of  his  happiesl 

(teal  sab^eeta. 

Ckeadiibeal,  Bistoria  della  Volg.  Foes. 

alsMMe  Hafedorn  vant  qnelquefois  Anacr6oo.**— 

iTotetel  oa  the  leanlnf  of  the  Turks,  as  translated 
)osnaid.  Friace  Oaatemir  has  made  the  Russians 
aMivVthAMereoB.  See  his  Life,  prefixed  to  a  traas- 
«C  Ids  BiUlMt,  bf  the  Abbe  da  Gnasco, 
ehsM»u,la  his  wrmk  **  De  Ratione  eorrlgeadi,**  pro- 
tm  ttMo  nam  to  be  the  triffiags  of  sobm  insipid 


with  annotationa  and  a  Latm  venion  of  the  greater 
part  of  the  odes.  The  learned  still  hesitated  to  re- 
ceive them  as  the  relics  of  the  Teian  bard,  and  sus- 
pected them  to  be  the  fabrication  of  some  monks 
of  the  sixteenth  century.  This  was  an  idea  from 
which  the  classic  muse  recoiled ;  and  the  Vatican 
manuscript,  consulted  by  Scaliger  and^  Salmasius, 
confirmed  the  antiquity  of  most  of  the  poems.  A 
very  inaccurate  copy  of  this  MS.  was  taken  by 
Isaac  Vossius,  and  this  b  the  authority  which  Barnes 
has  followed  in  his  collation.  Accordingly  he  mis- 
represents almost  as  often  as  he  quotes;  and  Ue 
subsequent  editors,  relying  upon  his  authority,  have 
spoken  of  the  manuscript  with  not  less  confidence 
than  ignorance.  The  literary  world,  however,  ^as 
at  length  been  gmtified  with  this  curious  memorial  vt 
the  poet,  by  the  mdustry  of  the  Abbd  Spaletti,  who 
published  at  Rome,  m  1781,  a  fac-simile  of  those 
pages  of  the  Vatican  manuscript  which  contained 
the  odes  of  Anacreon.' 

A  catalogue  has  been  given  by  Gail  of  all  the 
different  editions  and  translations  of  Anacreon. 
Fmding  their  number  to  be  much  greater  than  I 
could  possibly  have  had  an  opportunity  of  consult- 
ing, I  shall  hero  content  myself  with  enumerating 
only  those  editions  and  versions  which  it  has  been 
in  my  power  to  collect;  and  which,  though  very 
few,  aro,  I  believe,  the  most  important 

The  edition  by  Henry  Stephen,  1554,  at  Pari»— 
the  Latin  version  is  attributed  by  Colomesius  to  John 
Dorat* 

The  old  French  translations,  by  Ronsard  and 
Belleau — the  former  published  in  1555,  the  latter  in 
1556.  It  appears  from  a  note  of  Muretus  upon  one 
of  the  sonnets  of  Ronsard,  that  Henry  Stephen  com- 

V  ftonsard  commemoratrr  this  event  :— 

Je  vay  boire  &  Henrie  Etlenne 

Qni  des  enfers  noos  a  renda, 

Da  Tleil  Anacreon  perdn, 

La  douce  lyre  Teienne.         Ode  jv  book  S. 


I  fill  the  bowl  to  Stephen's  i 
Who  rescued  from  the  gloom  of  nifh 

The  Teian  bard  of  festive  Ikme, 
And  brought  his  living  lyre  to  light. 

•  This  manuscript,  which  Spaletti  thinks  as  old  as  the 
tenth  century,  was  brought  from  the  Palatine  into  the  Vati- 
can library ;  It  is  a  kind  of  anthology  of  Greek  epigrams,  and 
in  the  670th  page  of  it  are  fimnd  the  'Uainf^ta  Yvftwovtucm 
of  Anacreon. 

*  "Le  mftme  (M.  Vossius)  m*a  dit  quMl  avoit  poss«d«  aa 
Anacreon,  otk  Scaliger  avoit  marqu^  de  sa  main,  qn*Heari 
Etienne  n*6toit  pas  i*auteur  de  la  version  Latino  des  odes  de 
ee  po«te,  mais  Jean  Dorat.**— Paa/tu  CrinutHu,  PsrfMa- 
Uriti*. 

>)lomeslus,  however,  seems  to  have  relied  too  iBi(4iellly 
on  Vossius  ^-alfflost  all  theae  PartkalafltAs  begia  wMk 
**K.  Vossius  m*adlt** 
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manicated  to  this  poet  his  manuscript  of  AnacrMm, 
before  he  promulgated  it  to  the  world.' 

The  edition  by  Le  Fevre,  1660. 

The  edition  by  Madame  Dacier,  1681,  with  a 
prose  translatioiL' 

The  edition  by  Longepierre,  1684,  with  a  transla- 
tion in  verse. 

The  edition  by  Baxter ;  London,  1695. 

A  French  translation  l^  la  Fosse,  1704. 

"L'Histoire  des  Odes  d'Anacreon,"  by  6a9on; 
Rotterdam,  1712. 

A  translation  in  Englidi  Terse,  by  several  hands, 
1713,  m  which  the  odes  by  Cowley  are  inserted. 

The  edition  by  Barnes ;  London,  1721. 

The  edition  by  Dr.  Trapp,  1733,  with  a  Latin 
version  in  elegiac  metre. 

A  translation  in  Ehiglish  verse,  by  John  Addison, 
1735. 

A  collection  of  Italian  translations  of  Anacreon, 
published  at  Venice,  1736,  cooaisting  of  those  by 
Corsini,  Regnier,*  Salvini,  Marchetti,  and  one  l^ 
several  anonymous  authors.^ 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  Fawkes  and 
Doctor  Broome,  1760.* 

Another,  anonymous,  1768. 

The  edition  by  Spaletti,  at  Rome,  1781 ;  with  the 
fac-simile  of  the  Vatican  MS. 

The  edition  by  Degen,  1786,  who  published 
ako  a  German  translation  of  Anacreon,  esteemed 
the  best 

A  translation  in  English  verse,  by  Urqnhart, 
1787. 

1  "La  fiction  de  ca  lonnet,  comme  rantenr  mftme  m*a  dit, 
est  prise  d*ane  ode  d*Anacr6on,  encore  non  impilmee,  qo'il 
a  depxiis  tradoit,  So  /ify  ^(Xq  x'^*^"*'*** 

*  The  anthor  of  Nouvelies  de  la  R^pnb.  des  Lett,  bestows 
on  this  translation  ranch  more  praise  than  Its  merits  appear 
to  me  to  Justify. 

*  The  notes  of  Regnier  are  not  inserted  in  this  edition ; 
but  they  most  be  interesting,  as  they  were  for  the  most  part 
communicated  by  the  ingenious  Menage,  who,  we  may  per- 
ceive, ttom  a  passage  in  the  Menagiana,  bestowed  some  re- 
search on  the  subject  "  C*e8t  anssi  lui  (M.  Bigot)  qui  s*est 
donn6  la  peine  de  confi^rer  des  manuscrlts  en  Italie  dans  le 
tcms  que  Je  travaillois  snr  Anacreon."— AfeiuvMiui,  seoondo 
partie. 

*  I  find  in  Haym*s  Notizia  de*  Libri  rari,  Venice,  1670,  an 
Italian  translation  by  Cappone,  mentioned. 

*  This  is  the  most  complete  of  the  English  translations. 


0  This  ode  is  the  first  of  the  series  in  the  Vatican  manu- 
script, which  attributes  it  to  no  other  poet  than  Anacreon. 
They  who  assert  that  the  manuscript  impntes  It  to  Basilius, 
have  been  misled  by  the  words  Tev  avrov  ffcwtXiKug  in  the 
margin,  which  are  merely  intended  as  a  title  to  the  follow- 
ing ode.  Whether  it  be  the  production  of  Anacreon  or  not, 
it  has  all  the  features  of  ancient  simplicity,  and  is  a  beanti- 
ftil  imitation  of  the  poet's  happiest  manner. 

*  Sparkled  in  hit  eye*  offire^ 
Tluvm^  tlu  mist  efteft  ie§irt.]    **How  eoold  he  know 


The  editkm  by  Gafl,  at  Fkri%  1799»  nith  a  fnm 
tmnriatiftn. 


ODES  OP  ANACKEON/ 


yvRL 


I  SAW  the  smiling  bard  of  pleasore. 
The  minstrel  of  the  Teian  measure ; 
Twas  in  a  viaon  of  the  nigfat, 
He  beam'd  upon  my  wondering  nght 
I  heard  his  voice,  and  wannly  pnsi^d, 
The  dear  enthusiast  to  my  breast 
His  tresMS  wore  a  nhrery  dye, 
But  beauty  q>arkled  in  his  eye ; 
Sparkled  in  his  eyes  of  fire, 
Through  the  mist  of  soft  6min^ 
His  lip  exhaled,  whene'er  he  aigfa'4» 
The  fragrance  of  the  racy  tide ; 
And,  as  with  weak  and  reeling  feet 
He  came  my  cordial  lam  to  meet» 
An  mfant,  of  the  Cyjnian  band. 
Guided  bun  on  with  tender  band. 
Quidc  firom  his  glo^^ng  brows  be  dnw 
His  braid,  of  many  a  wanton  hne ; 
I  took  the  wreath,  whose  inmost  twine 
Breathed  of  him  and  Uudi'd  with  wine.' 

at  the  first  look  (says  Baxter)  that  the  poet  was  fiXcwecr* 
There  are  stirely  many  tell-tales  of  this  propeniiiy ;  and  tlie 
following  are  the  indices,  which  the  phyriogBomtet  gives, 
describing  a  disposition  perhaps  not  unlike  thstof  Anaocoa: 
OipBaXnot  icXvl^ofitpoif  KVfLaivomt  <v  oirsK,  tis  m^p^Stomnt 
tw^tiav  cirroiTvrar  evrt  it  aiuoi,  tvrc  Kunt^yi,  esTt 
^wc(oi  ^av\riif  ovrt  a/ioverti^— wfda«aafnw.  "The  eyes 
that  are  humid  and  fluctuating  show  a  propensity  to  pleeiuie 
and  love ;  they  bespeak  too  a  mind  of  integrity  tad  benefl- 
cence,  a  generosity  of  disposition,  and  a  genius  ffar  poetry." 

Baptista  Porta  tells  xu  some  strange  opinioas  of  the  aa- 
cient  physiognomists  on  this  sul^t,  their  reasons  tat  whkh 
were  curious,  and  perhaps  not  altogether  fkadfU.  Vlis 
Physiognom.  Johan.  Baptist  Porta. 

>  J  took  the  wreath^  soAms  inmost  tmtnt 
Breathed  of  Aim,  irt^  Philostratns  has  the  same  fhongbt 
in  one  of  his  E/>*>r(jra,  where  he  speaks  of  the  gulaad  wtakh 
he  had  sent  to  his  mistress.  Ei  U  ffotiku  rt  ftXm  xft^t^^ 
OatfTa  Xiixf/aira  amxtiiipop,  fiqKtri  rvtorra  foSw  ftopmr  cXXs 
tai  cov.  "  If  thou  art  inclined  to  gratiiy  thy  lover,  aead  hlsi 
back  the  remains  of  the  garland,  no  longer  breathing  of  nets 
only,  but  of  thee  !*'  Which  pretty  conceit  Is  borrowed  (ss 
the  author  of  the  Observer  remarks)  in  a  weU-knowa  Unls 
song  of  Ben  Jonson*s  :— 

**  But  thoa  thereon  didst  only  bieathe 
And  sent  it  back  to  me ; 
Shice  when  it  looks  and  smells,  I  sweai^ 
Not  ofitself;  bat  thee!" 
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I  hnag  h  fi^€t  mj  thougfaUea  brow 
And  ah !  I  feel  ite  magic  now  ^ 
I  feel  that  eren  his  gailand's  touch 
Can  make  the  boiom  love  too  mneh. 


ODER. 


GxTE  me  the  harp  of  epic  aong, 
Whidi  Homex's  finger  tfarill'd  along ; 
Bat  tear  away  the  aangoine  string, 
For  war  b  not  the  theme  I  ainff. 
Prodahn  the  lawa  of  feital  zite^ 
Fm  monarch  of  the  board  to-night ; 
And  afl  azmmd  diaS  brim  aa  higl^. 
And  qoaff  the  tide  as  deep  as  L 
And  when  the  doater's  mellowing  dews 
Their  warm  endiantmg  balm  infuse, 
Oar  feet  shall  catch  th'  elastic  bound, 
And  led  as  throogfa  the  dance's  round. 
Great  Baoehos!  we  shall  sing  to  thee. 
In  w3d  bat  sweet  ebriety ; 
Fladnng  aioand  such  sparks  of  thou{^ 
As  Baedms  could  alone  have  taught 

Then,  give  the  haip  of  epic  song, 
Whidi  Homer^B  finger  thrill'd  along ; 
Bat  tear  away  the  sanguine  string. 
For  war  is  not  the  theme  I  nng. 


ODEnU 
Ldvnsf  to  the  Muse's  lyre, 
Bfaater  of  the  pencil's  fire ! 
Sketdi'd  in  painting's  bdd  display. 
Many  a  city  first  portray ; 


JHd  ak  I  Iftd  iU  wtMgie  «•»  ;]  This  Idea,  as  Longeplem 
ocenn  in  aa  epignun  of  the  seventh  book  of  the 


E^vn  fioi  xipom  vvvtcraovoa  XapurXw 

AaBpn  Tovt  titan  afe^^aki  trrc^apovf, 
Ihfp  •X99W  Seami  lu, 

WUle  I  QDeoBsekma  quatTd  my  wine, 
Twas  thai  thy  flngen  slyly  stole 

Upoa  ray  brow  that  wreath  of  thine. 
Which  since  has  madden'd  all  my  sooL 

*  fmUtm  tU  lm»§  •ffttul  rits,]  The  ancients  praiCfibed 

gMn  laws  of  drinking  at  their  feitiTals,  for  an  account  of 

pMih  see  Am  eoaimentatovs.    Anacreon  here  acts  the  sym- 

heeh,  or  naaster  of  the  festiTal.  I  have  translated  accocd- 

|ti  teae  who c(»sider  xvnXXa  ^MyiMr  as  an  inversion  of 


Many  a  city,  revelling  free. 
Full  of  loose  festivity. 
Picture  then  a  rosy  train, 
Bacchants  straying  o'er  the  plain ; 
Piping,  as  they  roam  along. 
Roundelay  or  shepherd-eong. 
Paint  me  next,  if  painting  may 
Such  a  theme  as  this  portray,' 
All  the  earthly  hetfven  of  love 
These  delighted  mortals  prove. 


ODE  IV.« 


*1a  fotm  has  thought  proper  to  lengthen  this  poem  by 


Vuix;an  !  hear  your  glorious  task ; 
I  do  not  from  your  labozs  ask 
In  gorgeous  panoply  to  shine. 
For  war  was  ne'er  a  sport  of  mine. 
No— 4et  me  have  a  silver  bowl. 
Where  I  may  cradle  all  my  soul ; 
But  mind  that,  o'er  its  simple  frame 
No  mimic  constellations  flame ; 
Nor  grave  upon  the  swelling  side, 
Orion,  scowling  o'er  the  tide. 
I  care  not  for  the  glitt'ring  wain. 
Nor  yet  the  weeping  sister  train. 
But  let  the  vine  luxuriant  roU 
Its  blushing  tendrils  round  the  bowl, 
While  many  a  rose-lipp'd  bacchant  maid 
Is  culling  clusters  in  their  shade. 
Let  sylvan  gods,  in  antic  shapes. 
Wildly  press  the  gushing  grapes. 
And  flights  of  Loves,  in  wanton  play, 
Wing  through  the  air  theu*  winding  way ; 
While  Venus  from  her  harbor  green. 
Looks  laughing  at  the  joyous  scene. 
And  young  Lysus  by  her  side 
Sits,  worthy  of  so  bright  a  bride. 


considerable  interpolations  of  his  own,  which  he  thinks  are 
indispensably  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  description. 

*  This  ode,  Aulas  Gelllas  tells  us,  was  performed  at  an 
entertainment  where  he  was  present 

*  fF%t/«  s«any  a  rose-lipp'd  bacchant  mati,  /^e.]  I  have 
availed  myself  here  of  the  additional  lines  given  in  the 
Vatican  manuscript,  which  have  not  been  accurately  in- 
serted in  any  of  the  ordinary  editions  :~ 

Uotrt^ov  a/nrcXovf  /loi 
Kat  0OTpva{  xar*  aiSruy 
Kai  itatvaitti  rpvyucaf, 
Uotti  it  %rivoif  ot¥OVf 
AnvoPavtti  warowrast 
Toviv  arvpovf  >^X&>rri;, 
Kat  xpwfcvf  Tovi  tpuraSf 
Kat  KvBtp^if  ytXtocap, 
'0/iov  KoXta  Avatoif 
Eptara  «*  *A^poittWf. 


66 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


ODEVA 
ScoLPTOR,  woulikt  tlimi  glad  my  Kml, 
GniTV  tat  me  au  amplci  bowl, 
Worthy  to  phiziQ  in  hail  or  bower, 
When  Mpring-time  bringii  the  fcYel1«r*fi  h<nir. 
Gm7«  it  witb  tbmncB  of  chaslo  deagn. 
Fit  for  a  idropJe  bdnrf  lUto  mtue. 
Display  not  there  1h«  barbarom  iiUa 
In  which  t«!igioti0  z^  detighU ; 
Nor  any  tulo  of  tra^c  fale 
Which  Hintory  khadderfl  to  relate. 
No — ctil]  Ihy  fEmcies  from  aba?«i 
Themci  of  heav'n  and  tbemee  of  Icrre. 
Let  Bacchua,  Jovu^e  umbraeiBl  boy^ 
Distil  th(^  grape  in  dctipa  of  joy, 
And  while  he  unil^  i^  eveiy  te«rr 
Let  warn].«tyed  Venua,  dancing  nur* 
With  spirits  of  the  gemsl  bed, 
The  dewy  herb^^  defUy  tread. 
Let  Love  be  therv,  without  his  nnoB/ 
In  timid  oakednctt  of  chaimft ; 
And  all  tbi^t  GrnCfSf  linked  with  Lore, 
Stray,  langhiDg,  tbroug^fa  tbe  shadowy  grottt ; 

I  Deftsa  ihlalet  tbat  fhU  ode  li  h  mom  modflnt  laltatton  of 
the  prvcedlfiiE^  Thaiv  Is  a  poem  bj  CsUoi  Cftleftgalita]^  In 
Iha  manner  of  both,  where  he  glvei  Loitziutlops  klnat  the 
maJdug  of  a  rtiif . 

ToiHAliU  KDnulum  mihi 

£t  Ibbre,  el  npte,  et  Cdrnmodfl^  fcc^  fcc« 

1 1M  Lovi  be  thert^  KitAaui  hit  9rm*^  ^.]  Thos  BannaK- 
uo  In  Uio  f^trlc^ene  of  Caltlcto  n«tl*  Aicadla: — 
Vi^t^tiftn  11  vaffhi  Ao^ort 
ScnEB  ftamiQclle,  d  itmll, 
ScberEfljidQ  tatfeme  p&rgotatd  a  nodL 
Flattering  on  the  buiy  wlogy 

A  lr*tn  of  a&kcd  Cuptdi  eaniQt 
Spnrtlns  araaod  In  humlest  rln^t 
Without  ft  dirt,  witbnut  a  flame. 
Aad  tbud  In  tlm  Fe^iglliam  Vencili  !^ 

lio  nytnpliiF,  posult  arqiSt  ferl&liis  est  amot. 
IjCvvo  ia  dlaarm'd— ye  nymphf.  In  ■afoiy  itmy, 
Yiiur  bosoBM  tkovf  amy  boast  a  boli<l[iy  I 
*  BkI  dJb  I  if  tkfro  Ap^Ua  toyx, 

/  trnitbl§far  the  rotf  j^ff .]  An  ullaiton  to  the  Jkble,  tlutt 
ApoUo  bad  kJiikd  hlJ  belOTcd  twy  Ilfi^tJith,  white  [»ln)ing 
with  him  at  tjuolts.  *■  Thli  (uyi  M.  La  FoueJ  ii  ftMttredEy 
Ibe  tense  orthi»  tfiit,  and  it  canoot  admlit  ofnny  oiber." 

The  Italian  iranslfltora,  to  save  themwlv^c*  the  trouble  of  a 
note,  Iiare  tnken  the  liberty  of  aiaklo^  Anacre«n  bltnvelf 
eipjala  thlt  fablo.  Thai  Salvlnli  Uie  moit  UEa»l  of  uy  of 
tliBint— 

Ma  don  lot  aon  g^ttacb)  Apollo ; 

Cho  in  floro  rUco 

Cf»|  dafo  ^llAco 

A  GiaciDto  da££A  11  eollo, 

*Thls  beautiful  fietlon,  which  the  coDimpntRtoxs  hnvcnl- 
trlbnled  (o  Julian,  k  royrvl  (Xietn  tho  Vatican  M?-  pronoancei 
foba  the  ganalpD  ofr<fpr!n|  of  Anacreoiii+  It  bajt,  Indeed,  all 
iha  leatnret  of  the  psjieot;— 


Whllo  rovy  boya  dasportia^  ronndf 
In  didflla  trip  the  retv^t  ^und 
But  eh  I  if  them  ApoHo  toyif 
I  tjwnbla  for  the  msy  hoyi;** 


ODE  VL* 


As  Inlfl  I  KHigbt  tbe  ■pan^<^d  bow«tp^ 
To  cuU  n  wreath  of  matin  flowon, 
'WTiero  many  aa  early  Joao  wm  weeping 
fotmd  the  nrchia  Cnpid  ileeolng/ 
caQgbt  the  boy,  a  goblet'^  Um» 
Wa$  richly  mantling  hj  my  aide, 
I  canght  him  by  hia  downy  wmg, 
And  whelmed  him  in  the  racy  ispriiigp 
Tbon  drank  I  down  tho  poiwtD*d  bowtj 
Aad  Love  noiw  nestles  ia  my  vml 
Ob  joi,  my  son!  ii  Cuf^d*a  nesflt, 
I  tatL  him  Huttoring  lu  my  breasti 


el  facile  ln»cl1i 
NoidtetuT  ab  tHnnlbiiJ. 

tf0Wid  tka  ureXin  Cufid  gtetring-*]    Tbli  Idee  Ii  p 
imltftted  tn  the  Hollo wlof  epigram  by  AnttEv&i  Nmngiri 

Flonsntes  dom  forte  varans  taea  Hyvlbi  perbart» 

Texlt  odoratJi  I  ilia  cana  rosli, 
Kew  rotas  inter  b  titan  ten*  inresH  Atnotem 

El  slmol  anoeili^  flotlbus  I  m  pile  alt. 
Lucia tur  prlnio.  tt  eoatia  pitrniibm  alLi 

todomttua  teatat  iolvate  vloela  pncr: 
A4oi  ubi  lactcolnj  et  ilipiafl  iDatre  pap^llu 

YldH  et  orn  1|ikoei  naia  mevvre  Deos, 
Iiopc»l[o9qQe  cotnie  ambruilot  Qt  ienilt  odene 

Qnofqao  1#£;U  dltl  toedio  bpatni  Arab*; 
<^I  (dUlt)  ni^n,  quDLTQ  novnm  Ubit  loater,  i 

Impcrlo  sedoa  ba?c  crit  Apt&  idjdek" 

A*  fair  HypUn,  thron|[h  tbe  bloomy  ptiv^ 
A  wreath  of  many  inlnileil  flow'ieii  wove, 
WHhln  a  roM  a  sleeptng  Love  she  found. 
And  In  the  twitlod  wreatbi  the  babj?  bnnnd. 
Atvhile  ho  »ttug|r1od^  and  Imj^tlent  tried 
1^0  break  the  iosy  bandji  the  vlj^gln  tied  ; 
But  when  !ip  *aw  b^r  biiiiOEa'A  aradJani  iwolJ, 
Her  featanc*,  wbert  tbo  eyp  of  Jovo  might  dwfff} 
And  cciught  th'  amhroxlal  odon  of  her  hair. 
Rich  as  the  bTeaibtngi  of  Arabian  air; 
"Oh  *  mother  Vcnot,"  (said  the  raptered  chUd, 
By  ebarmt,  of  tno»  than  mortal  bloojn,  bc^ll^ 
^Go,  leek  nnuthcr  boy,  thoo'it  lost  thlBe  ow^i;; 
"llyella^B  armi  shall  now  be  Capld*«  tbroBre 

This  ejilpnin  of  NanserSiu  If  Imitaled  by 
tn  a  poem,  beilanlng  , 

Mentre  Taccoflle  bor  nao.  hor  altm  flnfv' 
Ttclon  a  on  rio  dl  ehlare  et  locid*  onda, 
Lldia,  fca.  fce.  ' 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


«7 


ODE  vn.1 
Fhs  women  tell  me  every  day 
niat  an  my  bloom  has  poai'd  away. 
'  Behold,"  the  pretty  wantona  cry, 
'  Behold  this  mirror  with  a  aigfa ; 
rhe  locks  upon  thy  brow  are  few, 
Knd,  like  the  rest,  they're  withering  too  ! 
iVhether  decline  has  thinn'd  my  hair, 
Tm  sore  I  neither  know  nor  care  f 
lot  this  I  know,  and  this  I  feel, 
is  onward  to  the  tomb  I  steal, 
rhat  stiD  as  death  approaches  nearer, 
rhe  joys  of  life  are  sweeter,  dearer  ;* 
knd  had  I  but  an  hoar  to  live, 
rhat  fittle  hoar  to  bliss  Fd  give. 


ODE  VnL« 


uts  not  for  the  idle  state 
Persia's  king,*  the  rich,  the  great : 
try  not  the  monarch's  throne, 
'  witrii  the  treasured  gold  my  own. 

cfd  has  imitated  this  ode  in  apoem,  beginning 

Nlsa  mi  dice  e  Clori 

Tint,  ta  se*  pfor  Tegllo. 
•ether  ieeline  ku  thhm'd  my  AatV, 
mre  Jueitker  knew  nereare;]    Henry  Stephen  very 
csMUks  the  elegant  negligence  of  ezpreMion  in  the 

Eye  it  Ta{  Koitai  fiiVf 

EtT  urtVf  tir*  aniX0oy, 

Owe  etia, 
imfiipiMie  has  addaced  fhmi  Catnllos,  what  he  thinks 
u  laslaiiee  of  this  simplicity  of  manner  :— 
«  quia  sit,  vtram  sit,  aa  noa  sit,  id  qnoqae  nesdt 
•vpteffe  was  a  good  critic ;  hnt  perhaps  the  line  which 
selected  is  a  specimen  of  a  carelessness  not  very  com- 
Ma.    At  the  same  time  I  confess,  that  none  of  the 
wefi  bave  ev«r  appeared  to  me  so  capable  of  imitating 
eee  of  Aaacieon  as  Catnllns,  if  he  had  not  allowed  a 
ed  ImaginatioB  to  harry  him  so  often  Into  mere  vulgar 

s(  etui  me  imtk  ef^reaekee  %eertTy 
fffs  *fUfe  art  eweeter^  dearer ;]  Pontanos  has  a  very 
9  tl>tnigh*  apoa  the  subject  of  old  age : 
lid  rides,  Matroaa  1  seaem  quid  temnis  amantem  7 
i^eieqtda  mmmt  anllA  est  conditione  senex. 
Why  do  yra  seorn  my  want  of  yonth, 
Aad  with  a  smile  my  brow  behold  1 
Ittdy  dear!  believe  this  tmth, 
That  be  wbo  loves  cannot  be  old. 

la  Qvrmmu  past  Leastag  has  imitated  this  ode.    Vol. 

r    Daiea.    Gail  de  Editloalbas. 

It  eo^leetarss  that  this  was  written  npoo  the  oeeasioB 

pauCm  lefaralag  the  nMwey  to  Poiycrates,  accovdiag 

■oaiala  fa  SlohMn. 

mnw^fertkeidUetate 

P^mfsTe  Miv  4«.]    **ThereisaflngroeBt  Jf  ArehUo- 

a  fisffciili ,  *  Ds  tmaqaiimate  aahat,'  which  oar  poet 

■y  Staiaiy  laUated  here ;  it  beghis, 


But  oh !  be  mme  the  rosy  wreath. 

Its  freshness  o'er  my  brow  to  breathe ; 

Be  mine  the  rich  perfumes  that  flow. 

To  cool  and  scent  my  locks  of  snow.* 

To-day  I'll  haste  to  quaff  my  wine, 

As  if  to-morrow  ne'er  would  shine ; 

But  if  to-morrow  comes,  why  then — 

m  haste  to  quaff  my  wine  again. 

And  thus  while  all  our  days  are  bright. 

Nor  time  has  dunm'd  their  blo6my  light, 

Let  us  the  festal  hours  beguile 

With  mantling  cup  and  cordial  smile ; 

And  shed  from  each  new  bowl  of  wine 

The  richest  drop  on  Bacchus'  shrine. 

For  Death  may  come,  with  brow  unpleasant. 

May  come,  when  least  we  wish  him  present. 

And  beckon  to  the  sable  shore. 

And  grimly  bid  us— drink  no  more ! 


ODEK. 
I  PRAT  thee,  by  the  gods  above,^ 
Give  me  the  mighty  bowl  I  love, 

Ov  ftot  ra  Fvytu  rov  woXvxpvcov  ftiXci.**     Baskss. 
In  one  of  the  monldsh  imitators  of  Anacreon  we  find  the 
same  thought  :— 

^vxnv  tftriv  tpurtOf 

Ti  cot  ^cXitf  yt¥€<r$ai ; 

6cXc(f  Tvyeoi  ra  xat  ra ; 

*  Be  mine  the  rich  perfumee  thatJUnOi 
To  cool  and  eeent  ny  loeke  of  enow.]  In  the  original,  ftvpot- 
et  earafiptxtiv  hrrivri¥.  On  account  of  this  idea  of  perfhmlng 
the  beard,  Cornelius  de  Pauw  pronounces  the  whole  ode 
to  be  the  spurious  production  of  some  lascivious  monk,  who 
was  nursing  his  bcnurd  with  unguente.  But  he  should  have 
known,  that  this  was  an  ancient  eastern  custom,  which,  if  we 
may  believe  8a vary,  still  exists :  "  Vous  voyez,  Monsieur, 
(says  this  traveller.)  que  I'usage  antique  de  se  parfhmer  la 
tftte  et  la  barbe,*  c6l6br6  parle  proph^te  Roi,  subsiste  encore 
de  nos  Jours."  Lettre  19.  Savary  likewise  cites  this  very 
ode  of  Anacreon.  Angerianus  has  not  thought  the  idea  in- 
consistent, having  introduced  it  in  the  following  lines: 
Hcc  mihi  cunt,  rosis  et  cingere  tempora  myrto, 

Et  curas  multo  delapldare  mero. 
Baec  mihi  cura,  comas  et  barbam  tlngere  succo 

Ass)Tio  et  dnlces  continuare  Jocos. 
This  be  my  care,  to  wreathe  my  brow  with  flowers, 

To  drench  my  sorrows  in  the  ample  bowl ; 
To  pour  rich  perfumes  o*er  my  beard  In  showers, 
And  give  HiU  loose  to  mirth  and  Joy  of  soul ! 
T  The  poet  is  here  In  a  phreosy  of  enjoyment,  and  it  is,  In- 
deed, "  amabilis  insania  ;*'— 

Furor  di  poesia, 
Dilascivia,edi  vino, 
Triplicato  fhrore, 
Baccho,  Apollo,  et  Amore. 

RitraUi  del  Cavalier  Marine. 
This  is  truly,  as  Scaliger  expresses  it, 
— -Insanlre  dulca 
Et  sapldum  fbrere  <hrorem 
unfmatom  in  capita  qood  dMcsodit  is  btttaai  Aanii^ 
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And  let  me  sng,  in  wOd  delight, 
<<  I  will— I  will  be  mad  to-night  r 
Alcmson  once,  as  legends  teU, 
Was  phrensied  by  the  fiends  of  hell ; 
Orestes  too,  with  naked  tread, 
Frantic  paced  the  mountain-head ; 
And  why?  a  murder'd  mother's  shade 
Haonted  them  still  where'er  they  stray'd. 
Bat  ne'er  coold  I  a  murderer  be. 
The  grape  alone  shall  bleed  by  me ; 
Yet  can  I  shout,  with  wild  delight, 
"  I  will— I  will  be  mad  to-night" 

Alcidee*  self,  m  days  of  yore. 
Imbrued  his  hands  in  youthful  gore. 
And  brandish'd,  with  a  maniac  joy. 
The  quiver  of  th*  expiring  boy : 
And  Ajax^with  tremendous  shield. 
Infuriate  scour'd  the  guiltless  field 
But  I,  whose  hands  no  weapon  ask. 
No  armor  but  this  joyous  flask ; 
The  trophy  of  ^hose  frantic  hours 
Is  but  a  scattered  wreath  of  flowers, 
Ev'n  I  can  sing  with  wild  delight, 
"  I  willr-I  will  be  mad  to-night!" 


ODE  X.> 

How  am  I  to  punish  thee, 
For  the  wrong  thou'st  done  to  me, 
Silly  swallow,  prating  thing* — 
Shall  I  clip  that  wheelmg  wing? 
Or,  as  Tereus  did,  of  old,* 
(So  the  fabled  tale  is  told,) 
Shall  I  tear  that  tongue  away* 
Tongue  that  utter'd  such  a  lay? 


>  This  ode  is  addressed  to  a  swallow.  I  flad  ftoan  Degen 
and  from  Gaii*8  index,  that  the  German  poet  WeisM  has 
imitated  it,  Schera.  Lieder.  lib.  ii.eann.  5. ;  thatRamler  also 
has  imitated  it,  Lyr.  Blomenlese,  lib.  It.  p.  335;  and  some 
others.    See  Gail  de  Editlonibas. 

We  are  here  lefwrred  byDefentothat  dnU  book,  the  Epis- 
tles of  Alelphron,  tenth  epistle,  third  book;  where  lophon 
eomplaias  to  Eraston  of  being  awakened  by  the  crowing  of  a 
cock,  from  Us  Tlsioa  of  riches. 

*  aUtf  twMliaw,  prating  tkhg,  ^.]  The  loquacity  of  the 
swallow  was  proverbialiied ;  thus  Nleostratos  :— 

Ei  re  ffVMxuf  xat  iroAXa  xtu  nxt^S  XaXct* 
Hy  rev  ^povuv  wapafftifiov,  a{  x'^^^*'^ 
EXiyovr'  ay  iinw  vu^povtartpat  woXv, 

If  in  prating  from  morning  till  night 

A  sign  of  oar  wisdom  there  be, 
The  swallows  are  wiser  by  right, 

Fbr  they  pnttle  aiBch  Ihsier  than  wn. 


Ah,  how  thoughtless  hast  thou 
Long  before  the  dawn  was  sec 
When  a  dream  came  o'er  my 
Picturing  her  I  worship,  kmd. 
Just  when  I  was  nearly  bleat. 
Loud  thy  matins  broke  my  ra 


ODEXL« 
"  'tzLL  me,  gentle  youth,  I  pra| 
What  in  purchase  shall  I  pay  tb 
For  this  little  waxen  toy. 
Image  of  the  Paphian  boy  7" 
Thus  I  said,  the  other  day. 
To  a  youth  who  paas'd  my  wi;f 
"  Sir,"  (he  answered,  and  the  i^ 
Answer'd  all  m  Doric  style,) 
<«  Take  it,  for  a  trifle  take  it ; 
'Twas  not  I  who  dared  to  maki» 
No,  believe  me,  'twas  not  I ; 
Oh,  it  has  cost  me  many  a  sigfag 
And  I  can  no  longer  keep 
Little  gods,  who  murder  sleep  f 
**  Here,  then,  here,"  (I  said  wiQi 
"  Here  is  silver  for  the  boy : 
He  shall  be  my  bosom  guest. 
Idol  of  my  pious  breast !" 

Now,  young  Love,  I  have  tbi 
Warm  me  with  that  torch  of  thfti 
Make  me  feel  as  I  have  felt. 
Or  thy  waxen  frame  shall  melt  I 
I  must  bum  with  warm  desire^ 
Or  thou,  my  boy — in  yonder  fin 


s  Or.as  Tereua  did,  of  old,  irt.\  ModMB 
firmed  the  name  of  Philomel  upon  the  nl|^ 
respectable  authorities  among  the  andn 
metamorphose  to  Progne,  and  made  PhUoi 
as  Anacreon  does  here. 

« It  is  difflcolt  to  presenre  with  any  fpm 
simplicity  of  this  ode,  and  the  horoor  of  th# 
it  conclndes.  I  feel,  indeed,  that  the  tiaa 
pear  vapid,  if  not  Indicroos,  to  an  Englishll 

*  J§nd  lean  no  longer  keep 

Little  godtt  who  mmrder  oleep  t]  I  have  1 
dered  the  epithet  wavropaera ;  if  it  has  mt^ 
is  one,  perhaps,  better  omitted. 

•  ImuMt  Jnam,  with  warm  deotre, 

Or  lAoM,  my  bof-in  fonder  fire.]  AoB 
conjectures,  that,  whatever  Anacreoa  mi 
sometimes  the  inconveniences  of  tAd  afli^i 
from  the  power  of  Love  a  warmth  whk^  ll 
expect  frofli  Natne. 
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ODEXn. 
TnKT  teU  how  Atyi,  wild  with  love, 
Roams  the  moimt  and  haunted  grove  f 
Cybele's  name  he  howls  around,* 
llie  gloomy  blast  letnms  the  somid ! 
Oft  too,  by  Claro^  haUow'd  ipring,* 
The  Totaries  of  the  laurellM  king 
Quaff  the  huptring,  magic  stream. 
And  rave  in  wild,  prophetic  dream. 
But  phrensed  dreams  are  not  for  me, 
GriAt  Bacchus  is  my  deity ! 
Foil  of  mirth,  and  full  of  him, 
While  floating  odois  round  me  swim,* 
While  mantling  bowb  are  full  supplied. 
And  yon  sit  blushing  by  my  side, 
I  will  be  mad  and  raving  too — 
Mad,  my  girl,  with  love  for  you ! 


ODEXm. 
I  wax,  I  will,  the  conflict's  past, 
And  m  consent  to  love  at  last 


1  TVf  UU  kom  Jffyv,  wOd  with  lov; 
R»9im»  the  aMvnC  and  koMnUd  grove  ;]  There  are  many 
wtndictory  tiories  of  the  loves  of  Cybele  and  Atys.  It  is 
ertais  that  be  wks  mutilated,  tmt  whether  by  his  own  fViry, 
r  Cji)ele*s  jeaioosy.  Is  a  point  upon  which  authors  are  not 
pwd. 

*  CyWc*tf  meme  h»  kmoU  aroumd,  ^.]  I  have  here  adopted 
be  acceotaatloa  which  EUas  Andreas  gives  to  Cybele  :— 

In  montibus  Cyb^Ien 
Blagtto  sonans  boata. 

*Oftt90,hf  CUroM*  kalUwl*d  spring,  4^.]  This  fountain  was 
■  ft  frore,  consecrated  to  Apollo,  and  situated  between  Colo- 
JMtt  and  L^iedos,  In  Ionia.  The  god  had  an  oracle  there. 
ic{d%er  thus  alludes  to  it  in  his  Anacreontlca : 

Bemel  ut  concltus  oestro, 
Veluti  qui  Ciarias  aquas 
Ebibere  loquaces, 
Quo  plus  canunt,  pinra  volnnt. 

*  WkSe  justing  0d0r§,  S*.}  Spaletti  has  quite  mistaken  the 
i^oft  o(K0fitc9ti{f  as  applied  to  the  poet^s  mistress^**  MeA 
ili^las  aaiicA  ;**— thus  interpreting  it  in  a  sense  which 
HMC  want  cithCT  dellncy  or  gallantry ;  if  not,  perhaps,  both. 

•JniwUtdidlmtkinkiMgdof 

I  CmI;  u  mrwu,  umdMoUedy  too ;]  Longepierre  has  here 
natod  aa  epigiam  from  the  Anthologia,  in  which  the  poet 
■■■wa  Eoson  as  the  armor  against  Love. 

firXtr/iai  wpo^  eptm  xtpi  vrtproioi  Xoyiofiov, 

Ovdr  /u  vimietif  ^owos  s<ov  xpos  iva' 
Oparf  i*  oBawarta  ovviXevooftar  riv  it  fioifiov 

Batx/^w  qc%  rt  jiovot  vpof  iv*  eyu  iwaftai 
WHh  Beaaou  I  eorer  my  breast  as  a  shield, 
Aa4  fearleasiy  meet  litUe  Love  In  the  field ; 
TkM  flfhlhiff  his  godship,  Fil  ne*er  be  di8may*d ; 
Bat  if  Baerhaa  should  ever  advaaee  to  bis  aid, 


Cupid  has  long,  with  snilmg  ait. 

Invited  me  to  yield  my  heart ; 

And  I  have  thought  that  peace  of  mind 

Should  not  be  for  a  smile  resign'd : 

ind  so  repelled  the  tender  lure, 

And  hoped  my  heart  would  sleep  secure 

But,  slighted  in  his  boasted  charms. 
The  angry  infant  flew  to  arms ; 
He  slung  his  quiver's  golden  frame. 
He  took  his  bow,  his  shafts  of  flame. 
And  proudly  summoned  me  to  yield. 
Or  meet  him  on  the  martial  field 
And  what  did  I  unthinking  do? 
I  took  to  arms,  undaunted,  too  f 
Assumed  the  corslet,  shield,  and  ape^ 
And,  like  Pelides,  smiled  at  fear. 
Then  (hear  it,  all  ye  powers  above !) 
I  fought  with  Love !  I  fought  with  Love ! 
And  now  his  arrows  all  were  shed. 
And  I  had  just  in  terror  fled — 
When,  heaving  an  indignant  sigh. 
To  see  me  thus  nnwounded  fly, 
And,  havmg  now  no  other  dart, 
He  shot  himself  into  my  heart  .** 


Alas !  then,  unable  to  combat  the  two, 
Unfortunate  warrior,  what  should  I  do  1 

This  idea  of  the  irresistibility  of  Cupid  and  Bacchus  uni- 
ted, is  delicately  expressed  in  an  Italian  poem,  which  Is  so 
truly  Anacreontic,  that  its  introduction  here  may  be  par- 
doned.   It  is  an  imitation,  indeed,  of  our  poet*8  sixth  ode. 

Lavossi  Amoro  in  quel  vicino  flume 

Ove  giuro  (Pastor)  che  bevend*  io 

Bevel  le  flammei  anzi  Tistesso  Dio, 

Ch'or  con  I'humido  pinme 

Lascivetto  mi  scherza'al  cor  intomo. 

Ma  che  sarei  sMo  Io  bovessi  un  giomo, 

Bacco,  nel  tuo  liquore  1 

Sarei,  piu  che  non  sono  ebro  d'Amore. 

The  urchin  of  the  bow  and  quiver 

Was  bathing  in  a  neighboring  river, 

Where,  as  I  drank  on  yester-eve, 

(Shepherd-youth,  the  tale  believe,) 

*Twas  not  a  cooling,  crystal  draught, 

'Tvvas  liquid  flame  I  madly  quafi^d ; 

For  Love  was  in  the  rippling  tide, 

I  felt  him  to  my  bosom  glide ; 

And  now  the  wily,  wanton  minion 

Plays  round  my  heart  with  restless  pinion. 

A  day  it  was  of  fatal  star, 

But  ah,  Uwere  e*en  more  ftital  far, 

If,  Bacchus,  in  thy  cup  of  fire, 

I  found  this  fluttering,  young  desire : 

Then,  then  indeed  my  soul  would  prove. 

E'en  more  than  ever,  drunk  with  love ! 
*  .^nd,  having  new  no  other  dart^ 

He  ohot  himself  into  my  heart  /]    Dryden  has  parodied  this 
thought  in  the  following  extravagant  lines : — 
Vm  all  o'er  Love ; 

Nay,  I  am  Love,  Love  shot,  and  shot  so  Su^ 

He  shot  himself  into  my  breast  at  last 
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My  hearl — alas  the  lacklesB  day ! 
Received  the  god,  and  died  away. 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  faithless  shield ! 
Thy  lord  at  length  is  forced  to  yield. 
Vain,  Tain,  is  every  outward  care, 
The  foe*8  within,  and  triumphs  there. 


ODE  XIV.« 

Count  me,  on  the  smnmer  trees. 
Every  leaf  that  courts  the  breeze  f 
Count  me,  on  the  foamy  deep. 
Every  wave  that  sinks  to  sleep ; 
Then,  when  you  have  numbered  these 
Billowy  tides  and  leafy  trees. 
Count  me  all  the  flames  I  prove, 

>  The  poet,  la  this  catalogue  of  his  mistresses,  means  noth- 
ing more  than,  by  a  lively  hyperbole,  to  inform  as,  that  his 
heart,  unfettered  by  any  one  object,  was  warm  with  devo- 
tion towards  the  sex  in  general.  Cowley  Is  indebted  to  this 
ode  for  the  hint  of  his  ballad,  called  **  The  Chronicle  ;**  and 
the  learned  Menage  has  imitated  it  in  a  Greek  Anacreontic, 
which  has  so  much  ease  and  spirit,  that  the  reader  may  not 
be  displeased  at  seeing  it  here  :— 

nPOS  BIHNA. 

El  aXatwv  ra  ^vXAa, 
A<i/ici)i'iov(  re  miaSt 
Et  WKTOf  atrrpa  vmvrn, 
HapaxTtovs  n  tl^fiitovSf 
aXos  rt  n^uraifh 
Avvif,  Bioiy,  aptBititv, 
Kat  Tovi  Sfiovs  epbttag 
Avyii,  BitaVf  a/ii9/iciv. 
Kspvr,  ywaiKM,  Xirpoir, 

Angriv  TV  trai  McXoimiv, 
OpttttSas,  Nareia;,* 
V^p^\'6as  Tt  vaaat 
'O  ffoc  ^(Xof  ^iXi|9< 
VLw-nav  Kopogptw  toriv, 
Avrifv  vuav  E^wroiv, 
Acffiroiy«y  Af  psJirqr, 

KpacitioPf  nodeiyiiv. 
Aft  fto¥ti»  ^iXiivai 
Eyuyt  im  6o¥aipii¥, 

Tell  the  foliage  of  the  wood% 
Tell  the  billows  of  the  floods, 
Number  midnight's  starry  store. 
And  the  sands  that  crowd  the  shore, 
Then,  my  Bion,  thou  mayst  count 
Of  my  loves  the  vast  amount 
Pve  been  loving,  all  my  days. 
Many  nymphs,  in  many  ways; 
Virgin,  widow,  maid,  and  wife— 
Fve  been  doting  all  my  life. 
Naiads,  Nereids,  nymphs  of  fountains, 
Goddesses  of  groves  aad  BBooataias, 
Fair  and  sable,  great  aad  small, 
Tes,  I  swear  Fve  loved  them  all ! 
8oM  was  ever; 
Iwasbattfaei 


An  the  gentle  nymphs  I  love. 
First,  of  pure  Athenian  maids 
Sporting  in  their  olive  shades. 
You  may  reckon  just  a  score. 
Nay,  I'll  grant  you  fifteen  more. 
In  the  famed  Corinthian  grove. 
Where  such  countless  wantons  R 
Chains  of  beauties  may  be  found 
Chains,  by  which  my  heart  is  boi 
There,  mdeed,  are  nymphs  diviw 
Dangerous  to  a  soul  like  mine.* 
Many  bloom  in  Lesbos'  isle  ; 
Many  in  Ionia  smile ; 
Rhodes  a  pretty  swarm  can  boai 
Caria  too  contains  a  host 
Sum  them  all— -of  brown  and  ftl 
You  may  count  two  thousand  th 

Oh  !  Fm  such  a  roving  elf, 
That  the  Qneen  of  love  hersel 
Though  she  practised  all  her  f 
Rosy  bl  ashes,  wreathed  smiles 
All  her  beanty^s  proud  endeavi 
Could  not  chain  my  heart  foiv 
s  Count  ne,  on  the  Mwmmor  tretSf 
Every  leaf,  irc.\    This  figure  is  called,  by 
Impossible,  {aivvarov,)  and  is  very  fbequei 
in  poetry.    The  amatory  writers  tiave  exbi 
Imagery  by  it,  to  express  the  infinite  nnmlM 
they  require  from  the  tips  of  their  mlstresiSS 
led  the  way. 

^Quam  sidem  multa,  com  taeal 
Furtivos  hominum  vident  amoii| 
Tam  te  basia  multa  basiare 
Vesano  satis,  et  super,  Catullo  m 
Qnie  nee  pemuroenure  cnriosl 
Possint,  nee  mala  fascinare  linpl 
As  many  stellar  eyes  of  light, 
As  through  the  silent  waste  of  il 
Gazing  upon  this  world  of  shaA|| 
Witness  some  secret  yonth  anA  | 
Who  fair  as  thou,  and  fond  as  \ 
In  stolen  Joys  enamorM  Ue,^    , 
So  many  kisses,  ere  I  slumber. 
Upon  those  dew-bright  lips  I'll  ■ 
80  many  kisses  we  shall  conaL 
Envy  can  never  tell  th*  amouant 
No  tongue  shall  blab  the  sum,  Il 
No  lips  shall  fascinate,  but  tlii«| 

•  In  ike  famed  CorintXian  grove^ 

Wkart  antk  eountleea  wanton*  rovt,  4rt,l  i 
fitmoos  for  the  beauty  and  number  of  its  m 
was  the  deity  principally  worshipped  by  tlM 
constant  pmyer  was,  that  the  gods  should  fe 
bn  of  her  worshippers.  We  may  perceive;! 
tion  of  the  verb  KopwOtageiv^  in  ArlstoplHi 
brldty  of  the  Corinthians  had  become  pnm 

*  There,  indeed,  are  nyngtke  divine, 
Dangereue  te  a  eeml  like  mine  /]  **  With  JB 

attributed  beauty  to  the  women  of  GreeeSb* 
M.  de  Pauw,  the  author  of  Dissertatiooti 
is  of  a  different  opinion ;  he  thinks,  that  bf 
tiality  of  nature,  the  other  sex  had  all  tl» 
this  supposition  endeavors  to  account  focft 
piavatlon  of  instinct  among  that  peopla.  ^ 
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WlntyyimflUrB?  I  pny  yoii»  peace ! 
More  ru  find  befine  I  oeaee. 
Have  I  told  you  all  my  flames, 
Itfong  the  amocone  Syrian  dames? 
HaTe  I  numbered  every  one. 
Glowing  under  Egypt's  sun? 
Or  the  nymphs,  who,  blnshmg  sweet. 
Deck  the  shrine  of  Love  in  Crete ; 
Where  the  God,  with  festal  play, 
Holdi  eternal  holiday  7 
Still  in  dasten,  still  remain 
Gadoid  waim,  desiring  train ;' 
Still  there  lies  a  myriad  more 
On  the  saUe  India's  shore ; 
These,  and  many  far  remored. 
An  are  kmqg— an  are  lo?ed ! 


ODE  XV. 
Till  me,  why,  my  swe^est  dove,* 
Urns  your  honud  pinions  more, 
Shedding  thimi^  the  air  in  showen 
Fswmro  of  the  balmiest  flowers  7 
TcH  me  whither,  whence  you  rove, 
TcH  me  aU,  my  sweetest  dove. 

Carioos  stranger,  I  belong 
To  the  hard  of  Teian  song ; 
Whh  his  mandate  now  I  fly 
To  the  nynq^  of  aznre  eye ; — 
She,  whose  eye  has  madden'd  many,* 
But  the  poet  more  than  any. 


1  O^du"  wamrdniringtrmim  ;]  The Gftdilaaiaii  giris  were 
liketbeftiladMiesofliidi?  whose  dances  are  thus  described 
by  a  Fresch  author ;  **  Les  danses  soot  presqoe  tootes  des 
putomimet  d^amofor ;  le  plan,  le  dessein,  les  attitudes,  les 
■Kores,  les  sons  et  les  cadences  de  ces  ballets,  tout  respire 
eetie  passion  et  en  exprime  les  rolapt^s  et  la  Auems.**— £ri«- 
hin  in  Cammertt  de*  Eurap.  dans  les  deux  hUet,    Rafnal. 

The  mnsle  of  the  Gaditanian  females  had  all  the  volnp- 
lans  chaiacter  of  their  dancing,  as  appears  ftom  BfarUal  :— 
CaafSca  qui  NUi,  qai  Gaditaaa  snsonrat 

Lib.  UL  eptg.  63. 

Laiovleo  Aitolo  had  this  ode  of  oar  bard  in  his  mind, 
■fcoibe  wioCehispoem''DediTenis  amoribos.*'  Seethe 
AaUMiofia  ImJonuB. 

■Tta  Ayre  of  Anacnom  bearing  a  letter  ftom  the  poet  to 
tti  wisiwi,  is  act  by  a  stranger,  with  whom  this  diajogae  ts 


TW  aadcafei  OMtde  use  of  letter-carrying  pigeons,  when 
key  wcBf  aay  distance  from  home,  as  the  roost  certain  means 
fumwfU^  tntelUgenee  back.  That  tendier  domestic  attacli- 
MK,  wirick  anracts  this  delicate  little  bird  tlinmgh  every 
hapv  •mi  difienlty,  tin  it  settles  in  Its  native  nest,  allbtds 
r  of  "TiM  Pleasures  of  Memory^  a  fine  and  in- 
IficaiiOBofhissnbiieet. 
I«d  by  what  ehart,  tmasports  the  dmld  dove 
I  of  eoaqpest,  or  the  vpWB  of  lo«« ! 


Venos,  for  a  hymn  of  love. 
Warbled  in  her  votive  grove,* 
CTwas  in  sooth  a  gentle  lay,) 
Gave  me  to  the  bard  away. 
See  me  now  his  faithful  minion. — 
Thus  with  softly-gliding  innion. 
To  his  lovely  girl  I  bear 
Songs  of  passion  through  the  air 
Oft  he  blandly  whispers  me, 
**  Soon,  my  bird,  I*U  set  you  free." 
But  in  vam  he^ll  bid  me  fly, 
I  shall  serve  him  till  I  die. 
Never  could  my  plumes  sustain 
Ruffling  winds  and  chilling  rain^ 
0*er  the  pIainB,'or  !sk  the  dell. 
On  the  mountain's  savage  swell, 
Seekmg  in  the  desert  wood 
Gloomy  shelter,  rustic  food. 
Now  I  lead  a  life  of  ease. 
Far  from  rugged  haunts  like  these. 
From  Anacreon's  hand  I  eat 
Food  delicious,  viands  sweet ; 
Flutter  o'er  his  goblet's  brim. 
Sip  the  foamy  vcine  with  him. 
Then  when  I  have  wanton'd  round 
To  his  l3rre's  beguiling  sound ; 
Or  with  gently-moving  wings 
Fann'd  the  minstrel  while  he  sings : 
On  his  harp  I  sink  in  slumbers. 
Dreaming  stiU  of  dulcet  numbers ! 

This  is  aU — away — away — 
You  have  made  me  waste  the  day. 
How  Fve  chatter'd !  praUng  crow 
Never  yet  did  chatter  so. 

See  the  poem.  Daniel  Helnsins,  in  speaking  of  Donsa,  who 
adopted  this  method  at  the  siege  of  Leyden,  expresses  a 
similar  sentiment. 

Clno  patric  non  tendit  amor  1    Ifandata  referre 

Postqoam  hominem  neqoiit  mittere,  misit  avem. 

Fuller  tells  us,  that  at  the  siege  of  Jemsaiem,  the  Chris- 

tians  intercepted  a  letter,  tied  to  the  legs  of  a  dove,  in  which 

the  Persian  Emperor  promised  assistance  to  tlie  besieged.— 

Holy  War,  cap.  34,  book  L 

*  Ske^  whose  eye  has  wuddeu'd  auiay,  4'C.J  For  rvpavvop,  in 
the  original,  Zeane  and  Schneider  conjectore  that  we  should 
read  rvpavvm,  in  allosion  to  tite  strong  influence  which  this 
object  of  his  love  held  over  tlie  mind  of  Polycrates.  See  Degen. 

*  Venus,  for  a  hfmn  of  lev€, 

JTarUed  in  her  votive  grwe^  irt.\  **  This  passage  is  invalu- 
able, and  I  do  not  tliink  tliat  any  thing  so  beautiibl  or  so 
delicate  has  ever  been  said.  What  an  idea  does  it  give  of 
the  poetry  of  the  man,  (hmi  whom  Venus  tienelf,  the  mother 
of  the  Graces  and  the  Pleasures,  purchases  a  little  hymn 
with  one  of  her  favorite  doves  !**    Longtfierre. 

De  Panw  objects  to  tlie  authenticity  of  this  ode.  because  it 
makes  Anacreon  his  own  panegyrist ;  but  poets  have  a  li- 
cense for  praising  tliemselves,  which,  with  some  Indeed, 
may  be  considered  as  comprised  under  tlteir  general  privi- 
leyBoffictioD. 
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ODE  ZYI.> 
Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hues 
Munic  fonn  and  soul  infiue,* 
Best  of  painten,  come,  portray 
The  lovely  maid  that's  far  away.* 
Far  away,  my  soul !  thou  art. 
But  I*ye  thy  beauties  all  by  heart. 
Paint  her  jetty  linglets  playing, 
Silky  locks,  like  tendrils  straying  f 
And,  if  painting  hath  the  skill 
To  make  the  spicy  hahn  distil,* 
Let  every  little  lock  exhale 
A  sigh  of  perf  ome  on  the  gale. 
Where  her  tresses*  curly  flow 
Darkles  o*er  the  brow  of  snow. 
Let  her  forehead  beam  to  light, 
Bumish'd  as  the  ivory  bright 

>  This  ode  and  the  next  may  be  called  companlon-pictares ; 
they  are  highly  finished,  and  give  us  an  excellent  idea  of  the 
taste  of  the  ancients  in  beauty.  Franciscns  Junios  quotes 
them  in  hU  thixd  book  **  De  Pictura  Veterum." 

This  ode  has  been  imitated  by  Ronsard,  Giuliano  Gosellni, 
Ibc  Ice.    Scailger  alludes  to  it  thus  in  his  Anacreontica : 
Oiim  lepore  blando, 
Litis  verslbus 
Candidus  Anacreon 
Qnam  pingeret  amicus 
Descripsit  Veneiem  suam. 
The  Teian  bard  of  fonner  days. 
Attuned  his  sweet  descriptive  lays, 
And  taught  the  painter's  hand  to  trace 
His  fidr  beloved's  every  grace. 
In  the  dialogue  of  Caspar  Barlcns,  entitled  "  An  formosa  sit 
ducenda,**  the  reader  will  find  many  curious  ideas  and  de- 
scriptions of  womanly  beauty. 

*  Thou,  wkete  toft  and  rosf  hues. 

Mimic  form,  and  Moul  infuse,}  I  have  followed  here  the 
reading  of  the  Vatican  MS.  poitris.  Painting  is  called  *'  the 
rosy  art,'*  either  in  reference  to  coloring,  or  as  an  indefinite 
epithet  of  excellence,  flrom  the  association  of  beauty  with 
that  flower.  Salvini  has  adopted  this  reading  in  his  literal 
translatioo  :— 

^  Delia  rosea  arte  signoie. 

*  Tke  hvtlf  maid  that**  far  aiecy.]  If  this  portrait  of  the 
poet's  mistress  be  not  merely  ideal,  the  omission  of  her  name 
is  much  to  be  regretted.  Meleager,  in  an  epigram  on  Anac- 
leoo,  mentions  '*the  golden  Enrypyle"  as  his  mistress. 

Bt0XtiKtas  XP^"I^  X<'^(  <'*  EopvrvXiiv. 

«  Paint  ktrjettf  ringleU  fU^ffing^ 

Silkf  locks  liko  tendrits  Mtraifin£;\  The  ancients  have 
been  very  enthusiastic  in  their  praises  of  the  beauty  of  hair. 
Apuleius,  in  the  second  book  of  his  Mileslacs,  says,  that 
Venus  herself,  if  she  were  bald,  though  surrounded  by  the 
Graces  and  the  Loves,  could  not  be  pleasing  even  to  her 
husband  Vulcan. 

Stesichorus  gave  the  epithet  KaXXivXoKOftos  to  the  Graces, 
and  Simonides  bestowed  the  same  upon  the  Muses.  Bee 
Hadrian  J  nnius's  Dissertation  upon  Hair. 

To  this  passage  of  our  poet,  Seldon  alluded  in  a  note  on 
the  Polyolbion  of  Draytcm,  Song  the  Second,  where  observ- 
ing, that  the  epithet  **  btack-halred**  was  given  by  some  of 


Let  her  eyebrows  smoothly  lim 
In.  jetty  arches  o*er  her  eyes, 
Each,  a  crescent  gently  glidings 
Just  commingling,  just  dividing 

But,  hast  thou  any  sparicles  v 
The  lightning  of  her  eyes  to  foe 
Let  thom  effuse  the  azure  rayv 
That  in  Minerva's  glances  blaii 
Mix*d  with  the  liquid  light  that 
In  Cytherea's  languid  eyes.* 
O'er  her  nose  and  cheek  be  sbei 
Flushing  white  and  soften'd  red 
Mingling  tints,  as  when  there  g| 
In  snowy  milk  the  bashful  rosaJ 
Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses, 
Sweet  petitioner  for  kisses,' 
Rosy  nest,  where  lurks  Fersuad 
Mutely  courting  Love's  invasifli 

the  ancients  to  the  goddess  Isis,  he  says,  "  Vk 
but  that  Anacreon,  (a  man  very  Judicious  in 
motives  of  wantun  love,)  intending  to  besttn 
mistress  that  one  of  the  titles  of  woman's  Wft 
well-haired,  (caAXfirXo«a/io(,)  thought  of  thil 
his  painter  direction  to  make  her  black-halMj 

>  wfttcT,  if  painting  hath  tht  okill 

To  make  th«  tpiey  balm  dxMtU^  ^.]  Tin 
speaking  of  a  picture :  ciraivo)  /rat  rov  evSpm 
Kai  ^rjut  ycypaiftBat  avra  fttra  rnf  ov/im,  * 
dewiness  of  these  roses,  and  could  say  that  t 
was  painted." 
•  Miz'd  with  the  liquid  light  that  liea 
In  Cgtherea's  languid  eyes.]  liarchetti  O] 
iypop  of  the  original : — 

Dipingill  umldetti 
Tremull  e  lasclvetti, 
dual  gli  ha  Ciprigna  I'alma  Dea  dTJ 
Tasso  has  painted  in  the  same  manner  the  efi 
Uuai  raggio  in  onda  le  scintilla  an  I 
Negll  umldl  occhi  tremulo  e  laadM 
Within  her  humid,  melting  tiftk 
A  brilliant  ray  of  laughter  lies, 
Soft  as  the  broken  solar  beam. 
That  trembles  in  the  azure  ttm 
The  mingled  expression  of  dignity  and  tSM 
Anacreon  requires  the  painter  to  inAise  into  I 
mistress.  Is  more  amply  described  in  the  n 
Both  descriptions  are  so  exquisitely  touchedp 
must  have  been  great  indeed,  if  he  did  not  jl 
to  the  poet. 
f  Mingling  tints,  as  vken  theraglows 
In  snowy  milk  the  bashful  rose.\    Thus  FM| 
Ut.U. 

Utqne  rose  pure  lacte  natant  foltak 

And  Davenant,  In  a  little  poem  called  *'T1m! 

Catch  as  it  falls  the  Scythian  sbM 

Bring  blushing  roses  steep'd  In  aril 

Thus  too  Taygetus  :— 

QuiB  lac  atque  rosas  vlncls  candci 
These  last  words  may  perhaps  defend  the  **| 
of  the  translation. 

>  Then  her  lip,  so  rich  in  blisses, 
Swsetpetitioner for  kisses,]    The" lip,  pN! 
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Next,  bMMstii  the  yehet  chin, 
WboM  dnBple  hides  a  Love  within,* 
Mould  her  neck  with  grace  descending, 
In  a  heaven  of  heanty  ending ; 
While  ooontleM  charms,  above,  below, 
Sport  and  flatter  nmnd  itai  snow. 
Now  let  a  floatmg,  lacid  veil, 
Shadow  her  form,  bat  not  conceal  f 
A  chann  may  peep,  a  hae  may  beam, 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Fancy's  dreaoL 
Enoogh— 'tis  she !  'tis  all  I  seek ; 
^  gbws,  it  fives,  it  soon  will  qpeak ! 


ODE  xvn.« 


AxD  now  with  all  thy  pencil's  truth, 
Portray  Bsthyllos,  lovely  youth ! 
Let  his  hair,  in  masses  bright. 
Fan  fike  floating  rays  of  light  ;* 

(btortglaal,  is  a  ttraof  and  beaotifal  expression.  Achilles 
ite  spadB  of  xttXii  fiokBiuca  wpof  ra  ^iXij/iara,  **  Lips 
ft  tad  deUeate  for  kissing.**  A  gnve  old  commentator, 
oaysiss  LanUaos,  in  his  notes  upon  Lacretios,  tells  ns 
tak  the  apparent  aotbority  of  experience,  tliat  "  Suavios 
ns  sseakatar  poellc  labiosc,  qoam  que  sunt  brevibos 
Us.**  And  .£iieas  Sylvius,  in  his  tedious  nninterestiug 
ory  of  the  loves  of  Eoryalns  and  Lncretia,  where  he  par- 
crisifais  the  beanties  of  the  heroine,  (In  a  very  false  and 
•hned  itjle  of  latinity,)  describes  her  lips  thus :— **  Os  par- 
ladeeeasqae,  labia  eonlUni  coloris  ad  monum  apthwlma.** 
-t^lliUh.!. 

1  yext,  loMsa  Os  9tlv€i  ekint 

Whrnt  UrnfU  kUt*  a  love  anCAtn,  irt."]    Madame  Dacier 

■  gaoled  hcte  two  ptetty  lines  of  Varro  :— 

fllfllla  in  nento  imprassa  Amoris  digitalo 
VsBllgto  demonatrant  mollitndlnem. 
la  bar  chin  is  a  delicate  dimple. 

By  Capid*s  own  finger  lmpress*d ; 
These  Beanty,  bevitehlngly  simple, 
Has  choeea  her  innocent  nest 

^ifmkt  ejIgsfiV,  IweU  vml, 

t^tim  kmrfmrm,  hU  tut  eouual ;  ^.]  This  delicate  art 
'dnalyilsn,  which  leaves  imagination  to  complete  the 
mtt,  has  been  eeldom  adopted  in  the  imitations  of  this 
tonsard  ia  exoeptiooably  minnte;  and 
i,  la  kis  ehanning  portrait  of  a  girl,  foil  of  rich  and 
,  has  lifted  the  veil  rather  too  mnch.  The 
pM»  che  ta  m*  Inteadi**  shoold  be  always  left  to  fancy. 

*  Us  Msder  who  wishes  lo  aeqalie  an  accurate  idea  of 
t  j^pMnt  of  the  ancients  in  beanty,  will  be  indulged  by 
snid^  Joalna  do  Pictava  Vetemm,  lib.  ill.  c.  9,  where  he 

■  lad  a  very  eaitoas  selection  of  descriptions  and  epi*liet8 
>asnBl  perCKtSons.  Jnnlas  compares  this  ode  with  a 
niftfaa  of  Theodorie,  Uag  of  the  Goths,  in  the  second 
ii«i,  int  hook,  of  Sidoains  Apollinaris. 

*  iMMthOr,  <a  wmsmb  kr^kt, 

JH  lik»jl0ttimg  rofts  •flight;  trt.1    He  here  describes 

■  aaay  hair,  the  **flava  coma,**  wliich  the  ancients  so 
Tft  idmlnirt  The  Bomaas  gave  thb  color  artificially  to 
hkhsk.   0ae  BtaaisL  KoUea^EyclL  de  Loxn  Bomaaonun. 


And  there  the  raven's  dye  confose 
With  the  golden  sonbeam's  hues. 
Let  no  wreath,  with  artful  twine,* 
The  flowing  of  his  locks  confine  ; 
But  leave  them  loose  to  every  breeze. 
To  take  what  shape  and  conne  they  please. 
Beneath  the  forehead,  fair  as  snow. 
But  flush'd  with  manhood's  eariy  glow. 
And  guileless  as  the  dews  of  dawn,* 
Let  the  majestic  brows  be  drawn. 
Of  ebon  hue,  enrich'd  by  gold. 
Such  as  dark,  shining  snakes  unfold. 
Mix  in  his  eyes  t:  »  power  alike. 
With  love  to  win,  with  awe  to  strike  '^ 
Borrow  from  Man  his  look  of  ire. 
From  Venus  her  soft  glance  of  fire ; 
Blend  Ihem  in  such  expression  here. 
That  we  by  turns  may  hope  and  fear ! 

Now  from  the  sunny  apple  seek 
The  velvet  down  that  spreads  his  cheek ; 

*  Let  iM  wreoO,  with  artful  twine,  4^.]  If  the  original 
here,  which  is  particulariy  beantUhl,  can  admit  of  any  addi- 
tional value,  that  valne  is  conferred  by  6ray*s  admiration  of 
it    See  his  letters  to  VVesL 

Some  annotators  have  quoted  on  this  passage  the  descrip- 
tion of  Photis's  hair  in  Apnieins ;  but  nothing  can  be  more 
distant  from  the  simplicity  of  our  poet's  manner,  than  that 
affectation  of  richness  which  distinguishes  the  style  of  Apu- 
leius. 

*  Butjtusk'd  vith  manhood'*  early  glovo, 

Jlnd  guildeee  ae  the  deiee  of  daien,  4-c.]    Torrentius.  upon 
the  words  "  insignem  tcnul  fronte,**  in  Horace,  Od.  33,  lib.  L, 
is  of  opinion,  incorrectly,  I  thinlc,  that  "tenui**  here  bears 
the  same  meaning  as  the  word  awaXoy. 
V  Mix  in  hie  eyee  the  power  alike. 

With  love  to  win,  witA  awe  to  etrike  ;  ^c]  Tasso  gives  a 
similar  character  to  the  eyes  of  Clorlnda  :— 

Lampeggiar  gli  occhl,  e  folgorar  gll  sgoardi 
Dold  ne  1*  ira. 
Her  eyes  were  flashing  with  a  heavenly  heat, 
A  fire  that,  even  in  anger,  still  was  sweet 

The  poetess  Veronica  Cambara  is  more  dlfifVise  upon  thU 
variety  of  expression : — 

Occhl  lucenti  e  belli. 

Come  csser  puo  ch*  in  un  medesmo  Istante 
Nasean  de  vol  si  nuove  forme  et  tante  1 
Lieti,  mesti,  superbi,  humii',  altieri, 
Vl  mostrate  in  un  pun  to,  ondo  di  speme, 
Et  di  timor,  de  empiete,  k.c.  &c. 
Oh !  tell  roe,  brightly-beaming  eye, 
Whence  in  your  little  orbit  lie 
So  many  different  traits  of  fire, 
Expressing  each  a  new  desire. 
Now  with  pride  or  scorn  yuu  darkle. 
Now  with  love,  with  gladness,  sparkle, 
While  we  who  view  the  varying  mirror, 
Feel  by  turns  both  hope  and  terror. 
Chevrean,  citing  the  lines  of  uur  poet,  in  his  critlQ^®  ^^ 
the  poems  of  Malherbe,  produces  a  Latin  versiot^  of  tbem 
from  a  manuscript  which  he  had  seen,  entitled  ««  >^^.  ^- 
conis  Anacreontic!  Losns.**  ^ca*** 
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And  there,  if  art  00  far  can  go, 
Th'  ingenuous  blosh  of  boyhood  ahow. 
While,  for  his  mouth— but  no, — in  vain 
Would  words  its  witching  charm  explain. 
Make  it  the  very  seat,  the  throne. 
That  Eloquence  would  claim  her  own ;' 
And  let  the  lips,  though  silent,  wear 
A  life-look,  as  if  words  were  there.' 

Next  thou  his  ivory  neck  must  trace. 
Moulded  with  soft  but  manly  grace ; 
Fair  as  the  neck  of  Faphia's  boy. 
Where  Faphia's  anns  have  hung  in  joy. 
Give  him  the  winged  Hermes'  hand,' 
With  which  he  wawi  his  snaky  wand ; 
Let  Bacchus  the  broad  chest  supply, 
And  Leda*8  sons  the  sinewy  thigh ; 
While,  through  his  whole  traniqwrent  frame, 
Thou  show'st  the  stirrings  of  that  flame. 
Which  kindles,  when  the  first  lore-sigh 
Steals  from  the  heart,  unconscious  why. 

But  sure  thy  pencil,  though  so  bright. 
Is  envious  of  the  eye's  delight. 
Or  its  enamored  touch  would  show 
The  shoulder,  fair  as  sunless  snow, 

>  That  Eloquence  would  daim  her  own  ;]  In  the  original, 
as  In  the  preceding  ode,  Pltho,  the  goddess  of  penoasion,  or 
eloquence.  It  was  worthy  of  the  delicate  imagination  of 
the  Greeks  to  deify  Persuasion,  and  gire  her  the  lips  for  her 
thrunel  We  are  here  reminded  of  a  very  interesting  fVag- 
ment  of  Anacreon,  preserved  by  the  scholiast  upon  Pindar, 
and  supposed  to  belong  to  a  poem  reflecting  with  some  se- 
verity on  Slroonides,  who  was  the  first,  we  are  told,  that 
ever  made  a  hireling  of  his  muse  :— 

Ovi*  apyvptn  sror*  tka^^pt  lltiOta. 

Nor  yet  had  &ir  Persnasion  shone 

In  silver  splendors,  not  her  own. 

*  And  let  ike  lipe,  tkoufh  eilent,  vear 

A  lifo^ookt  0$  J  vorde  were  there.]  In  the  original  XaXwy 
9icairi7.  The  mistress  of  Petrarch  **parla  con  sUenzio,** 
which  is  perhaps  the  best  method  of  female  eloquence. 

s  Oive  Ana  tke  winged  Hermee*  kand^  4«.]  In  Shakspeare*s 
Cymbeline  there  is  a  similar  method  of  description :— 
this  is  his  hand. 

His  foot  mercurial,  his  martial  thigh. 

The  brawns  of  Hercules. 
We  find  it  lilcewise  in  Hamlet  Longeplerre  thinks  that  the 
hands  of  Mercury  are  selected  by  Anacreon,  ou  account  of 
the  graceftil  gestures  which  were  supposed  to  characterize 
the  god  of  eloquence ;  but  Mercury  was  also  the  patron  of 
thieves,  and  may  perhaps  be  praised  as  a  light-fingered  deity. 

*        But  hold— forbear— 

leeetke  mn-gofe  portrait  there  ;]  The  abrupt  turn  here 
Is  spirited,  but  requires  some  explanation.  While  the  artist 
is  pursuing  the  portrait  of  BaUiyllus,  Anacreon,  we  must 
suppose,  turns  round  and  sees  a  picture  of  Apollo,  which 
was  intended  for  an  altar  at  Bamos.  He  then  instantly  tells 
the  painter  to  cease  his  work ;  that  this  picture  will  serve 
for  Bathyllus ;  and  tliat,  when  he  goes  to  Samos,  he  may 
Bsake  an  Apollo  of  the  portrait  of  the  boy  which  he  had  begun. 


Which  now  in  veiling  shadow  lie% 
Removed  from  all  but  Fancy's  eyea 
Now,  for  his  feet^-ibut  hold--foibeM 
I  see  the  sun-god's  portrait  there  f 
Why  paint  Bathyllus  7  when,  in  trol 
There,  m  that  god,  thou'st  sketch'd  \ 
Enough — let  this  bright  fonn  be  mbi 
And  send  the  boy  to  Sanies'  shrine  \ 
Fhcebus  shall  then  Bathyllus  be, 
Bathyllus  then,  the  deity  \ 


ODE  xvin.» 

Now  the  star  of  day  is  high, 
Fly,  my  girls,  in  pity  fly, 
Bring  me  wine  in  brimmmg  mi 
Cool  my  lip,  it  bums,  it  bums ! 
Sunn'd  by  the  meridian  fire. 
Panting,  languid  I  expire. 
Give  me  all  those  humid  floww 
Drop  them  o'er  my  brow  in  sho 
Scarce  a  breathing  chaplet  now 
Lives  upon  my  feverish  brow ; 

"  Bathyllus  (says  Madame  Dacler)  could  ■ 
gantiy  praised,  and  this  one  passage  does  h| 
tluin  the  statue,  however  beautiftil  it  mi^jj 
crates  raised  to  him." 

*  An  elegant  translation  of  this  ode,  sayti 
found  in  Ramler's  Lyr.  BInmenlese,  lib.  v.  p, 

*  Bring  me  wine  in  brimming  «tm«,  4^ 
afivcri.  The  amystis  was  a  method  of  drl^ 
the  Thracians.  Thus  Horace,  "  ThreicIA  fk 
Mad.  Dacier,  Longeplerre,  Ice.  &c. 

Parrhasius,  in  his  twenty-sixth  epistle,  (I 
vol.  i.,)  explains  the  amystis  as  a  draught  I 
without  drawing  breath,  "  uno  haustu.*'  A^ 
gin  of  this  epistie  of  Parrhasius  says,  **  Bol 
esse  putabat,**  but  adds  no  reference. 

T  Oive  me  all  tkoee  humid  Jloweret^.]  M 
original  reading  of  this  line,  the  poet  say% 
flower  of  wine**— Date  floaculos  Ly«i,  as  ttk 
of  Ellas  Andreas ;  and  ^ 

Deh  porgetimi  del  flora  •- 

Dl  quel  alrao  e  buon  liqnore,  * 
as  Regnler  has  it,  who  supports  the  lesfdii 
Av9o(  would  undoubtedly  bear  this  appUM 
somewhat  similar  to  lu  import  in  the  eplgng 
upcm  Sophocles  :— 

Eo0eo6ris  ytpate  So^oxXm;,  ay0of  JH 
and  floe  in  the  Latin  Is  frequently  applied  Itf 
ner— thus  Cethegus  is  called  by  Ennlus,  Fla 
nil,  suadnque  medulla,  "The  immaculali 
people,  and  the  very  marrow  of  persnastai 
verses  cited  by  Anlns  Geltius,  lib.  zii.,  whlali 
and  Seneca  thought  ridiculous. 

But  In  the  passage  before  us.  if  we  admit  i 
ing  to  Fsber's  conjecture,  the  sense  Is  sufl 
oat  having  recourse  to  such  refinemeBts. 
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Eruy  dewy  zom  I  wear 

Sheds  its  tean,  and  withen  fhenf 

Bat  to  70a,  my  boming  heazt,* 

What  can  now  relief  impart? 

Can  brimming  bowl,  or  flowzet's  deWy 

Cool  the  flame  that  scorches  yout 


ODBXDL* 
Hkbs  recline  yon,  gentle  maid,* 
Sweet  is  this  embowering  shade; 
Sweet  the  young,  the  modest  trees, 
Raffled  by  the  kissing  breeze ; 

^ds  Ua  Umn,  nd  witkera  tker*.]    There  are  some  bean- 
liaeft,  by  Anfeiiaaiis,  upon  a  garland,  which  I  cannot 


Asia  tatm  madUc  tic  sic  pendete  corollc» 

Maae  orto  imponet  Cclia  vos  capiti ; 
At  qinuB  per  niream  cenrlcem  infloxerlt  hamor, 

DicUe,  Bon  rorii  aed  plnria  hec  lacrimc. 
Bj  Celia*t  arbor  all  the  night 

B^a^  hwnid  wreath,  the  lover*a  tow  ; 
Ami  haply,  at  the  rooming  light, 

My  lore  shall  twine  thee  ronnd  her  brow. 
Tbaa,  If  npoB  her  bosom  bright 

8oaw  drops  of  dew  shall  fall  (torn  thee, 
TtU  her,  they  are  not  drops  of  night, 

Bat  tears  of  sorrow  shed  by  me ! 
tlw  poca  of  Mr.  Sheridan's,  **  Unconth  is  this  moss- 
wd  petto  of  stoM,**  there  U  an  Idea  very  slngnlarly  co- 
eei  with  this  of  Anferlanos  :— 
■i  Una,  sfooy  grot.  In  thy  arch  may*st  preserve 
BamB  Ihijiilm  drops  of  the  night-fallen  dew ; 
cc  dsBB  Ihll  00  her  bosom  of  snow,  and  (beyUl  serve 
As  tears  of  my  sonow  intrusted  to  yon. 
IM  fs  fM,  Mf  HnimgUart,  ^.]    The  transition  here 
EoUaily  delicate  aad  impassioned ;  but  the  commenta- 
1  the  sentiment  by  a  variety  of  readings 


W  dssi  i1|>f1iiii  of  this  bower  is  so  natural  and  animated, 
v«  almost  fiwl  a  degree  of  coolness  and  fireshness  while 
Brass  It  Loofepterre  has  quoted  from  the  first  book  of 
,  the  Ibllowing  epigram,  as  somewhat  resem- 


WifXf*  /Mi  car*  t0nf  I^cv  letrw,  &  to  fttXixpov 
n^H  frnkutm  wXft  KixXtiuva  f^c^vpovf. 

'Bimf  tfq/uuts  iz¥Op  ayu  KoXaftotf, 
CbsM,  sit  by  the  shadowy  pine 

That  covers  my  sylvan  retreat ; 
Aad  see  how  the  branches  Incline 
The  breathhig  of  xephyr  to  meet 
8se  fhs  fimalahi  that,  flowing,  diffuses 

Aioaad  me  a  glittering  spray ; 
If  Ito  bflak,  as  the  traveller  muses, 
IsDolh  hbn  to  sleep  with  my  lay. 
>JbvmtfM  fsa,  gaUU  aund.  d^.]    The  Vaticaa  MS. 
itihM3m,whkh  readers  the  whole  poem  metaphorical. 
■iSBBHBsoteter  saggests  the  reading  offfoBvXXw,  which 
ifeaafaaapoatheaaae;  a  gmee  that  Plato  himself  has 


■■■itelawritltofhisboyAffTip.  See  the  epigrsm 
*th|IHte»phst,  which  Iqouteoa  the  tweaty-seeond  ode. 


Sweet  the  little  founts  that  weep, 
Lulling  soft  the  nund  to  sleep ; 
Hark !  they  whisper  as  they  roll, 
Calm  perBuasion  to  the  soul ; 
Tell  me,  tell  me,  is  not  this 
All  a  stilly  seene  of  bliss? 
Who,  my  giri,  would  pass  it  by  t 
Surely  neither  yoa  nor  L* 


OD£XX.> 
One  day  the  Muses  twined  the  hands 
Of  infant  Love  vrifti  flow'ry  bands ; 

There  Is  another  epigram  by  this  philosopher,  | 
in  Laertius,  which  turns  upon  the  same  word. 

Affvrip  Kptv  ntv  tXa^nts  tvi  ^ooiaiv  latof 

Nov  6s  ^avu¥  Xaiiirsis  itnetpos  tw  ^t/uvotf. 
In  life  thou  wert  my  morning  star, 

But  now  that  death  has  stolen  thy  light, 

Alas !  thou  shlnesl  dim  and  far. 

Like  the  pale  beam  that  weeps  at  night. 

In  the  Veneres  Blyenburgicc  under  the  head  of  "  AUu- 

siones,*'  we  find  a  number  of  such  frigid  conceits  upon  names, 

selected  ftom  the  poets  of  the  middle  ages. 

*  Who,  mygirlj  wnUdpmta  it  hjf  7 

Surtlp  neiUur  yon  nor  /.]  The  finish  given  to  the  picture 
by  this  simple  exclamation  m  av  ow  hp<av  va/xAOoi,  is  inini' 
Itable.  Yet  a  French  translator  says  on  the  passage,  "  This 
conclusion  appeared  to  me  too  trifling  after  such  a  descrip- 
tion, and  I  thought  proper  to  add  somewhat  to  the  strength 
of  the  original.*' 

*  The  poet  appears,  in  this  graceAil  allegory,  to  describe  the 
softening  Influence  which  poetry  holds  over  the  mind,  in 
making  It  peculiarly  susceptible  to  the  Impressions  of  beauty. 
In  the  following  epigram,  however,  by  the  philosopher  Plato, 
(DIog.  Laert.  lib.  3.)  the  Muses  are  represented  as  disavow- 
ing the  Influence  of  Love. 

'A  Kvwpts  Mooo-aiffi,  Kopoaia,  raw  k^poiinuf 

Ttiiar'f  ti  Tov  Epara  iftftiv  t^ovXtcojiai. 
A{  Movcai  iron  Koirpiy,  Apci  ra  crajfivXa  ravra' 
'B/tiy  ov  vcrarat  rovro  to  vaiiaptov. 
(*  Yield  to  my  gentle  power,  Parnassian  maids  ;*' 

Thus  to  the  Muses  spoke  the  Queen  of  Charms— 
(*  Or  Love  shall  flutter  through  your  classic  shades. 
And  make  your  grove  the  camp  of  Paphlan  arms  1** 
**  No,**  said  the  virgins  of  the  tuneftil  bower, 
"  We  scorn  thine  own  and  all  thy  urchln*s  art ; 
Though  Mars  has  trembled  at  the  infant's  power, 
His  shaft  Is  pointless  o'er  a  Muse*s  heart  !** 

There  Is  a  sonnet  by  Benedetto  Guidi,  the  thought  ef 
which  was  suggested  by  this  ode. 

Scherzavadentro  all*  auree  chlome  Amore 

Dell*  alma  donna  della  vita  mla: 
E  tanta  era  11  placer  ch*  el  ne  sentia, 

Che  non  sapea,  xA  volea  usclme  toe. 
Quando  ecco  Ivl  annodar  si  sente  11  core. 

Si.  che  per  forxa  ancor  conviea  che  stla: 
Tal  lacd  alta  beltate  ordiU  avia 

Del  crespo  crin,  per  fiirsi  etemo  onore. 
Onde  oflre  Infin  dal  del  degna  mercede, 

A  Chi  scloglle  11  figllnol  la  bella  dea 

Da  tantl  nodi,  in  ch*  ella  stretto  11  vede. 
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And  to  oelestial  Beauty  gare 
The  captive  infant  for  her  dave. 
His  mother  comes,  with  many  a  toy, 
To  ransom  her  heloved  boy  ;* 
His  mother  sues,  but  all  in  vain, — 
He  ne'er  will  leave  his  chains  a^am. 
Even  should  they  take  his  chains  away. 
The  little  capthre  still  would  stay. 
"  If  this,"  he  cries,  *<  a  bondage  be. 
Oh,  who  could  wish  for  liberty  r 


ODE  XXI.* 
Observe  when  mother  earth  is  dry, 
She  drinks  the  droppings  of  the  sky. 
And  then  the  dewy  cordial  gives 
To  ev'ry  thirsty  plant  that  lives. 

Ifa  c  1  vinto  a  due  occbi  V  anne  cede : 

Et  t*  aflatichi  Indarno,  Citerea; 

Che  s*  altri  *1  sciogUe,  egU  a  legar  si  riede. 
Love,  wandering  throngh  the  golden  nuue 

Of  my  beloved's  hair, 
Fonnd,  at  each  step,  snch  sweet  delays, 

That  rapt  he  Ui^er*d  there. 
And  how,  indeed,  was  Love  to  fly, 

Or  how  his  fireedom  find, 
When  every  ringlet  was  a  tie, 

A  chain,  by  Beauty  twined. 
In  vain  to  seek  her  boy*8  release 

Comes  Venus  ftom  above : 
Fond  mother,  let  thy  efforts  cease, 

Love*s  now  the  slave  of  Love. 
And,  should  we  loose  his  golden  chaini 
The  prisoner  would  return  again ! 

1  His  mother  c&meg,  with  manjf  a  toy^ 
To  ratiBom  her  beloved  boy  ;  4^.]    In  the  first  idyl  of  Mot- 
chtts,  Venus  thus  proclaims  the  reward  for  her  fugitive 
child : 

'O  /lairvraf  >'rpa(  c(c(, 
f/iioBoi  Tot^  TO  ^tkaiia  to  Konpiioi'  fiv  {'ayaytii  vi* 
Oo  yvftvov  TO  0i>afta,  rv  ^,  oi  J^tvt^  Kai  irXcoy  l^eif. 

On  him,  who  the  haunts  of  my  Cupid  can  show, 
A  kiss  of  the  tenderest  stamp  1*11  bestow ; 
But  he,  who  can  bring  back  the  urchin  In  chains. 
Shall  receive  even  something  more  sweet  for  his  pains. 

Subjoined  to  this  ode,  we  find  In  the  Vatican  MS.  the  fol- 
lowing lines,  which  appear  to  me  to  boast  as  little  sense  as 
metre,  and  which  are  most  probably  the  interpolation  of  the 
transcriber:— 

*ttSviti\iis  AjfOKpiuv 

HiviitXtis  it  Sair^d) 

TlivSapiKov  TO  St  fiot  fttXos 

Xvympaaas  tis  tyxioi 

Ta  r/Bia  ravra  ^e<  ioai 

Kai  Aiovwrof  tin\0<a¥ 

Kat  llafiti  mtpaxpoos 

Ktfc  avros  Ep<ai  icaif  ewuiv, 

*  Those  critics  who  have  endeavored  to  throw  the  chains 

of  precision  over  the  spirit  of  this  beautlAtl  trifie,  require  too 

much  ftt>m  Anacreoatie  phikMophy.    Among  others,  Gail 

very  sapiently  thinks  that  the  poetuaet  the  epithet  /uXocmi, 


The  vapors,  which  at  evening  wee 
Are  beverage  to  the  swelling  deep ; 
And  when  the  rosy  sun  iqipeais, 
He  drinks  the  ocean's  misty  tean. 
The  moon  too  quafis  her  paly  sttei 
Of  lustre,  from  the  solar  beam. 
Then,  hence  with  all  your  sober  til 
Since  Nature's  holy  law  is  drinki]|( 
I'll  make  the  laws  of  nature  mina» 
And  pledge  the  universe  in  wine. 


ODE  xxn. 
The  Phrygian  rock,  that  braves  iSk 
Was  once  a  weeping  matron's  fon 
And  Progue,  hapless,  jrantic  mai4i 
Is  now  a  swallow  in  the  shade. 


because  black  earth  absorbs  moisture  more  qa 
other;  and  accordingly  he  indulges  us  witha 
disquisition  on  the  subject.— See  Gidl*s  noteti 
One  of  the  Capllupi  has  imitated  thisode,ii 
a  drunkard: — 


Dum  vlxl  sine  fine  bibi,  sic  irabrifer  i 

Sic  tellus  plnvios  sole  perusta  blbit. 

Sic  bibit  assidad  fontes  ct  flumina  Pontw 

Sic  semper  siticns  Sol  maris  haurit  aqp 

Ne  te  Igitur  Jactes  plus  me,  Silene,  biMsil 

Et  mlhi  da  victas  tu  quoque,  Bacchey  i 

H1PPQI.VT 

While  life  was  mine,  the  liule  hm 

In  drinking  still  unvaried  flew  ; 
I  drank  as  earth  imbibes  the  shoiN 
Or  as  the  rainbow  drinks  the  dfl 
As  ocean  quaffs  the  rivers  up, 

Or  flushing  sun  inhales  tiie  seat 
Siienns  trembled  at  my  cup, 
And  Bacchus  was  outdone  by  iri 

I  cannot  omit  citing  those  remarkable  lins0i 
where  the  thoughts  of  the  ode  before  us  ai»j 
such  striking  similitude  : 

ril  ezample'you  with  ttl 
l^e  sun's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  ll| 
Robs  the  vast  sea.  The  moon's  an  am 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  tfl 
The  sea's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  suifSl 
The  mounds  into  salt  tears.  The  eaitl 
That  feeds,  and  breeds  by  a  compostMi 
From  general  excrements. 

TYnum  ofJttkm 

* a  weeping  matroiCe  form ;]  Nlohej— 

Essay  on  the  Lyric  Poetry  of  the  Ancients,  tai 
the  Odes  of  Anacreon,  says,  "  In  some  of  hit' 
exuberance  and  even  wlldness  of  imaglnatltl 
ticuiarly,  which  is  addressed  to  a  young  girl,  lM 
alternately  to  be  transformed  to  a  mirror,  a  41 
bracelet,  and  a  pair  of  shoes,  for  the  diflbrentf 
he  recites  :  this  is  mere  sport  and  wantoaoH 

It  is  the  wantonness,  however,  of  a  verf  | 
**  ludit  amabiliter."  The  compliment  of  thisei 
delicate,  and  so  singular  for  the  period  hi  iH 
lived,  when  the  scale  of  love  had  notyetbtoi 
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Oh!  that  m  mimr^i  Ibnn  were  mme, 
That  I  might  cateh  that  amile  dmne; 
And  like  my  own  fond  fancy  he. 
Reflecting  thee,  and  only  thee ; 
Or  conhl  I  he  the  robe  which  holda 
Thai  gnoeM  form  withm  ita  folds ; 
Or,  tnm'd  into  a  foontain,  lave 
Thy  heantiea  m  my  circling  wave. 
Woold  I  were  peiftmie  for  thy  hair, 
To  breathe  my  aonl  in  firagranee  there ; 
Or,  better  atil],  the  tone,  that  lies 
Ckee  to  thy  breast,  and  foels  its  sighs  !^ 
Or  e'en  those  enrions  pearis  that  diow 
So  fiuntly  romid  that  neck  of  snow — 
Yes,  I  woold  be  a  happy  gem, 
Like  them  to  hang,  to  fade  like  them. 
What  more  would  thy  Anacieon  be? 
Oh,  any  thing  that  touches  thee ; 

H  in  little  pnpeidTe  refinements,  that  if  we  were  inclined 
»  fatstiaa  the  antfaaotidty  of  the  poem,  we  shonld  find  a 
nek  Bon  plaasible  Ufoment  in  the  features  of  modem  gal- 
iBtry  wkkh  U  bean,  than  in  any  of  those  fhstidious  coAjec- 
net  apoa  whkh  tome  commentators  have  presumed  so  far. 
tafn  tUeks  It  sporfams,  and  De  Panw  pronounces  it  to  be 
liscmble.  Loafepieneaad  Barnes  refer  as  tosereral  imita- 
ions  of  this  ode,  tram  which  I  shall  only  select  the  following 
pifHkB  of  DIoayalin  r— 

Bi^  oMywf  ycM/opr,  nUyt  vrttxovaa  trap^  avyaSf 

Xri9tm  yn/ivnrati,  mi  fu  wtovra  Xafiots. 
■A  ftUw  Yt»fai»  hnw9^9pov,  9f^  lu  xtpciv 

■A  v^CMMT'^ciWf  vir  XcMOXpoov,  of  pa  ut  X^^^* 
Af€iU^»  /loXXov  fftn  xporiiis  Koptoii- 
I  wish  I  coold  like  lephyr  steal 

To  waatoa  o^er  thy  mazy  vest; 
And  Ihoa  wooldst  ope  thy  bosom-veil, 

Aad  take  Bie  panting  to  thy  bieast ! 
I  wish  I  aright  a  rose-bad  grow, 

Aad  thoQ  wooldst  call  me  from  the  bower. 
To  place  ma  on  that  1»east  of  snow, 

Wheie  I  shoold  bloom,  a  wintry  flower. 
I  wish  I  were  the  Uly*s  leaf; 

To  Aide  apoa  that  bosom  warm, 
OoBtsot  to  wither,  pale  and  brief, 

The  trophy  of  thy  fkirer  fbrm ! 
I  may  add,  that  Plato  has  expressed  as  fkndfhl  a  wish  la 
>fctirh  pioesrred  hyLaertiiis: 

hartpmi  tw^pug,  Amyp  c^or  stOt  ytvotpniv 

0«#aM<,  its  «eAAo((  a^/iavcy  <((  n  fiXetta, 

TO  STBLLA. 

Why  dost  thoa  gase  apoa  the  sky  1 

Oh!  that  I  wcfe  that  spangled  sphere, 
Aad  every  star  shoold  be  an  eye, 
T»  woader  oa  thy  beaaties  here ! 
I    kfsWsB  qwMss  this  epigram  of  the  divine  philosopher,  to 
I  >SM^klswslf  tor  his  verses  on  Critlas  and  Choriaas.    See 
1  Ml  Ifilogy,  when  be  also  addaces  the  example  of  Anae- 
1  ■■a>-^FiBesie  tamsa  et  alii  tails,  et  si  vos  Igfuxatifl,  apod 
I  %SHiTMas  qoldam,  kc  Jec** 


CbMtotfeylriMf,«iM/Mlflt»«(r^/]   This  rsinv  was 
■^^w^saiiCilMbythelosMisfhsdaaadstiophhnB, 


Nay,  sandals  for  those  airy  feet — 
E'en  to  be  trod  by  them  were  sweet  !* 


ODE  XZUL* 


I  orrsN  wish  this  languid  lyre. 
This  waiMer  of  my  soul's  desiro. 
Could  raise  the  breath  of  song  sublime. 
Toymen  of  fame,  in  former  time. 
But  when  the  soaring  theme  I  try. 
Along  the  chords  my  numbers  die. 
And  whisper,  with  dissolving  tone, 
«  Our  sighs  are  given  to  love  alone !" 
Indignant  at  the  fecf^  h  ^y, 
I  tore  the  pontmg  chords  away, 
Attuned  them  to  a  nobler  swell. 
And  struck  again  the  breathing  shell ; 

which  the  women  w<»e  for  the  pnrpose  of  restraining  the 
exaberance  of  the  bosom.  Vide  Pollnc.  Onomast.  Thus 
Bfartial: — 

FasclA  crescentes  dominae  compesce  pepillas. 
The  women  of  Greece  not  only  wore  this  zone,  but  con- 
demned themselves  to  (listing,  and  made  use  of  certain  drags 
and  powders  fbr  the  same  purpose.  To  these  expedients  they 
were  compelled,  in  consequence  of  their  inelegant  fashion  of 
compressing  the  waist  into  a  very  narrow  compass,  which 
necessarily  caused  an  excessive  tumidity  in  the  bosom.  See 
Dioscorldes,  lib.  v. 

*  JVby,  Mondatw  for  those  airy  feet — 
E'en  to  be  trod  hf  them  were  eweet  I]  The  sophist  Phllos- 
tratus,  in  one  of  his  love-letters,  has  borrowed  this  thought; 
bi  a6trot  iroSes,  cj  koXXos  tXsv6epos,  ot  rpioeviatjKOv  eyto  icat 
poKaptoi  tav  rarrioere  ps, — "  Oh  lovely  feet !  oh  excellent 
beauty !  oh !  thrice  h^ppy  and  blessed  shonld  I  be,  if  yon 
would  but  tread  on  me  !**  In  Shakspeare,  Romeo  desires  to 
be  a  glove  :— 

Oh !  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  kiss  that  cheek ! 
And,  in  his  Passionate  Pilgrim,  we  meet  with  an  idea  some- 
what like  that  of  the  thirteenth  line  :— 

He,  spying  her,  bounced  In,  where  as  he  stood, 
*'  O  Jove !"  quoth  she,  *'  why  was  not  I  a  flood  V* 
In  Burton*s  Anatomy  of  Melancholy,  that  whimsical  fkr- 
rago  of  "all  such  reading  as  was  never  read,"  we  find  a 
translation  of  this  ode  made  before  1633.—"  Englished  by 
Mr.  B.  Holiday,  in  his  Technog.  act  i.  scene  7.'* 

s  According  to  the  order  in  which  the  odes  are  usually 
placed,  this  (OcXw  Xtytiv  ArpeiSai)  forms  the  first  of  the  se- 
ries ;  and  is  thought  to  be  peculiarly  designed  as  an  intro- 
duction to  the  rest.  It  however  characterizes  the  genius  of 
the  Teian  but  very  inadequately,  as  wine,  the  burden  of  his 
lays,  is  not  even  mentioned  in  it: 

cum  multo  Venerem  confhndere  mero 

Precepit  Lyricl  Teia  Musa  senis.  Ovin. 

The  twenty-sixth  Ode,  I»  ptv  Xtyns  va  Onffns,  might,  with 
Just  as  much  propriety,  be  placed  at  the  head  of  his  songs. 

We  fhid  the  sentiment  of  the  ode  before  us  expi^ssed  by 
Bion  with  much  simplicity  in  his  fourth  idyl,    •j^^^  above 
traaslatkm  is,  perhaps,  too  paraphrastical ;  bnt  tlw  ^ao  1»ss 
been  so  frequently  transktted,  that  I  could  Hot     .wirff^ 
avoid  triteness  and  repsUtioa.  ^kO)^^     . 
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In  an  the  glow  of  epic  fire,* 
To  Henmles  I  wake  the  lyre.' 
But  stfll  its  fainting  sighs  repeat, 
"  The  tale  of  love  alone  is  sweet  !** 
Then  fare  thee  well,  seductive  dream, 
That  mad*st  me  follow  Glory's  theme ; 
For  thou  my  lyre,  and  thou  my  heart. 
Shall  never  more  in  spirit  part ; 
And  all  that  one  has  felt  so  well 
The  other  shall  as  sweetly  tell ! 


ODE  XX1V.> 


To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  heaven. 
Some  boon  of  strength  has  Nature  given. 
In  formmg  the  majestic  bull. 
She  fenced  with  wreathed  boms  his  dnill ; 
A  hoof  of  strength  she  lent  the  steed, 
And  wing'd  the  timorous  hare  with  speed. 
She  gave  the  lion  fangs  of  terror, 
And,  o'er  the  ocean's  crystal  mirror, 
^  Taught  the  mmumber'd  scaly  throng 
To  trace  their  liquid  path  along ; 
While -for  the  umbrage  of  the  grove, 
She  plumed  the  warbling  world  of  love. 

>  In  9U  tka  givw  •/ epie  jtrt. 

To  Hercules  I  wake  the  Ijfre.'l  Madame  Dacier  generally 
translatet  Xvpi?  into  a  lute,  which  I  believe  is  inaccurate. 
'*  D*expliqiier  ia  lyre  des  anciens  (says  M.  Sorel)  par  nn  \}ith, 
e*68t  ignorer  la  dlflftrence  qa*il  y  a  entre  ces  deox  instnunens 
de  mnsiqae.**— £»Ut«a«9M  FranfcxMe, 

*  Bia  etitt  its  fainting  sighs  repeat, 

**  The  tale  ofUve  alone  is  sweet  r]  The  word  am^taptt  in 
the  original,  may  Imply  that  kind  of  motical  dialogue  pmc- 
tised  by  the  ancients,  in  which  the  lyre  was  made  to  respond 
to  the  questions  proposed  by  the  singer.  This  was  a  method 
which  Sappho  used,  as  we  are  told  by  Bermogenes ;  **  hrav 
-niv  Xvpav  tpura  Sav^oi,  «ai  hrav  avrti  anogpunirat.** — TUpi 

lit<itV,  TOfl.  6(VT. 

t  Henry  Stephen  has  imitated  the  idea  of  this  ode  in  the 
Toilowing  lines  of  one  of  his  poems  :— 
Frorlda  dat  cnnetis  Natara  animantibns  anna, 

£t  sna  fflsmineam  possidet  anna  genus, 
Ungaliqno  at  defendit  eqnnm,  atque  vt  cornna  taiimm, 

Armata  est  formA  fosmina  pnlchra  sn&. 
And  the  same  thought  occurs  in  those  lines,  spoken  by 
Cortsca  in  Pastor  Fido : 

Cost  noi  la  bellezza 

Ch*  i  vertu  nostra  cosi  propria,  come 

La  fona  del  leone, 

E  Tingegno  de  V  hnomo. 

The  lion  boasts  his  saTage  powers, 

And  lordly  man  his  strength  of  mind; 
lint  beaoty*s  charm  is  solely  oars, 
Pecaliar  boon,  by  HeaT*n  assignM. 
•*  An  elegant  explication  of  the  beanties  of  this  ode  (says 
Degen)  may  be  Iband  ia  Grimm  an  den  Anmerk.  Ober  einige 
Oden  des  Anakr.*' 
4  TV  moil  shegms,  iu  that  promd  hour, 
TU  boon  ef  inteltsetuat  jmssr.]    Is  my  lint  attempt  to 


To  man  she  gave,  in  that  proud  1 
The  boon  of  mtellectual  power.* 
Then,  what,  oh  woman,  what,  for  I 
Was  left  in  Nature's  treasury? 
She  gave  thee  beauty — ^mightier  foi 
Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  wi 
Nor  steel,  nor  fire  itself  hath  power 
like  woman  m  her  conquering  hoin 
Be  thou  but  fair,  mankind  adore  tin 
Smile,  and  a  world  is  weak  before  i 


ODE  XXV.» 


Onck  in  each  revolving  year, 
Gentle  bird !  we  find  thee  here. 
When  Nature  wears  her  sununer-Vi 
Thou  com'st  to  weave  thy  simple  a 
But  when  the  chilling  winter  lowea 
Again  thou  seek'st  the  genial  bowM 
Of  Memphis,  or  the  shores  of  Nile, 
Where  sunny  hours  forever  smile. 
And  thus  thy  pinion  rests  and  rovM 
Alas !  unlike  the  swarm  of  Loves, 
That  brood  within  this  hapless  hnm 
And  never,  never  change  their  nei* 

translate  this  ode,  I  had  Interpreted  ^poinj^o,  wl 
Barnes,  as  implying  coorairo  and  military  villi 
not  think  that  the  gallantry  of  the  idea  snflbn 
which  I  have  now  given  to  it  For,  why  nsei 
this  possession  of  wisdom  as  exclasive  1  and  li 
desi^  of  Anacreon  is  to  estimate  the  treaSH 
above  ail  the  rest  which  Natniyj  hasdistribnte^ 
even  refining  upon  the  delicacy  of  the  comptia 
the  radiance  of  female  charms  to  the  cold  IJBi 
wisdom  and  prudence ;  and  to  think  that  wop 

the  books,  the  academlii 

From  whence  doth  spring  the  trae  Promad 

*  She  gave  thee  heavty — mightier  far 

Than  all  the  pomp  and  power  of  war.]  Thas 
tias  :-^aXXof  olyrtpov  rirpoyoKei  0i\ovf,  KOiii 
p<t)¥  eis  mv  4^vxflf  Karappei.  O^daXpos  ymp  i 
Tpavpari.  "  Beaoty  wounds  more  swlAIy  tki 
and  passes  through  the  eye  to  the  very  soul;  i 
the  inlet  to  the  wounds  of  love.*' 

•  Be  thou  but  fair,  mankind  adore  (Ass, 
Smile,  and  a  world  is  weak  before  thee  /J    LoB 

mark  here  is  ingenious :— "  The  Romans,**  sq 

BO  convinced  of  the  power  of  beauty,  that  thsf 

implying  strength  in  the  place  of  the  epithet  b«i 

Plautus,  act  S,  scene  2.    Bacchid. 

Bed  Bacchis  etiam  fortis  tibl  visa. 
'  Fortis,  Id  est  formosa,'  say  Servias  and  NM 
V  We  have  here  another  ode  addressed  to  I 

Alberti  has  imitated  both  in  one  poem,  begtmife 
Perch*  io  pianga  al  tuo  canto, 
Rondinella  importona,  fre. 
>  Alas  I  unlike  the  swarm  of  Loves, 
That  brood  within  this  hapless  breast, 
JInd  never,  never  change  their  nest  I]    Thai  I 

seated  as  a  bird,  in  an  epigram  cited  by  Lo^ 

theAathologla>- 
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8tiD  efwj  year,  and  all  thd  year, 
They  fis  their  fated  dwelliiig  here ; 
And  some  their  infant  plumage  try, 
And  on  a  tender  winglet  fly ; 
While  in  the  riiell,  impregn'd  with  fires, 
StiD  Inik  a  tfaooBand  more  deeireB ; 
Some  from  their  tiny  priaoDs  peeping, 
And  some  in  formleaB  embryo  deeping. 
ThoB  peopled,  Eke  the  ▼emal  groTea, 
My  fateart  leaoonda  with  warbling  Loves ; 
One  QTchin  imps  the  other*8  feather, 
Then  twin-demes  they  wing  together. 
And  £BBt  M  they  thus  take  their  flight, 
StiD  other  urchins  spring  to  light 
But  is  there  then  no  kuidly  art. 
To  chase  these  Cupids  from  my  heart? 
Ah,  no !  I  fear,  m  sadness  fear, 
They  will  forever  nestle  here ! 


ODE  XXVI.I 
Tht  harp  may  sing  of  Troy's  alarms, 
Or  tcU  the  tale  of  Theban  arms; 
With  other  wars  my  song  shall  bum, 
For  other  wounds  my  harp  shall  mourn. 
'Twas  not  the  crested  warrior's  dart, 
Tlial  drank  the  enirent  of  my  heart ; 

Aiti  fMt  ivnt  ftar  n  naaiv  tfxpf  fpuroif 
Opii*  U  tnya  v9$ott  to  yXvm  iattpv  ^pet, 

Bi^  *•«  gprnitti  yvtavTOi  tvtart  rorof. 
ft  mwi,  f,n  KM  WOT*  t^iiTTttoOai  fuv  eptarti 

Otiar',  ammivai  ^  ovO*  baov  iv^vcre. 
Tb  Lore  thai  mnnnars  in  my  breast, 

And  makes  me  shed  the  secret  tear ; 
Nor  day  nor  night  my  soal  hath  rest, 

For  night  and  day  his  voice  I  hear. 

Afrooad  within  my  heart  I  find, 
And  oh !  *tls  plain  where  Love  has  been ; 

For  stUl  be  leaves  a  wound  behind, 
Soeh  as  within  my  heart  is  seen. 

Oh,  bird  of  Love !  with  song  so  drear. 
Make  not  my  soni  the  nest  of  pain ; 

Bat,  let  the  wing  which  brought  thee  here, 
In  pity  wait  tbee  hence  again ! 

' "  The  German  poet  Uz  baa  Imitated  this  ode.    Compare 
iin  Wdise  Scberz.  Ueder,  lib.  lii.,  der  Soldat.**  Gail,  Degen. 
'  .V»— 'hpM  frvm  «ycf  •/  tifuid  bins 
^kuttffuiver'd  OipUsjUw;]  Longepierre  has  quoted 
pvt  of  aa  epignuB  tnm  the  seventh  book  of  the  Anthologia, 
*kkh  lus  a  ftacy  something  like  this. 
Os  fu  XiXtfiat, 
To(«r«,  Zvre^Xaf  o^iiatrt  icpvirrofuvos 

Archer  Love !  though  slyly  creeping, 
Well  I  know  where  thou  dost  lie ; 
I  saw  thee  throogfa  the  curtain  peeping. 
That  fiinges  Zeaophella's  eye. 
Ac  poets  abonad  with  eooctlts  on  the  archery  of  the  eyes, 


Nor  naval  arms,  nor  maOed  steed. 
Have  made  this  vanquish'd  bosom  bleed ; 
No— 'twas  from  eyes  of  liquid  blue, 
A  host  of  quivered  Cupids  flew  f 
And  now  my  heart  all  bleeding  lies 
Beneath  that  army  of  the  eyes ! 


ODEXXVn.* 
Wb  lead  the  flying  couxser's  name 
Upon  his  side,  in  marks  of  flame ; 
And,  by  their  turban'd  brows  alone, 
The  warriora  of  the  East  are  known. 
But  in  the  lover's  glowing  eyes, 
The  inlet  to  his  bosom  lies  ;* 
Through  them  we  see  the  small  faint  mark. 
Where  Love  has  dropp'd  his  burning  spark ! 


ODE  xxvm.A 
As,  by  his  Lemnian  forge's  flame. 
The  husband  of  the  Paphian  dame 
Moulded  the  glowing  steel,  to  form 
Arrows  for  Cupid,  thrilling  warm ; 
And  Venus,  as  he  plied  his  art, 
Shed  honey  round  each  new-made  dart. 


but  few  have  turned  the  thought  so  naturally  as  Anacreon 
Ronsard  gives  to  the  eyes  of  his  mistress  **  nn  petit  camp 
d*amour8." 

*  This  ode  forms  a  part  of  the  preceding  In  the  Vatican 
MS.,  but  I  have  conformed  to  the  editions  In  translating 
them  separately. 

**  Compare  with  this  (says  Degen)  the  poem  of  Ramler 
Wahrzeichen  der  Liebe,  in  Lyr.  Blumenlese,  lib.  iv.  p.  313.** 

<  But  in  the  lover's  glowing  ejfeSj 

7%€  inlet  to  kio  bosom  lies  ;J  "  We  cannot  see  into  the 
heart,'*  says  Madame  Dacier.    But  the  lover  answers-* 

n  cor  ne  gli  occhl  et  ne  la  fronte  ho  scrltto. 
M.  La  Fosse  has  given  the  following  lines,  as  enlargliig  on 
the  thought  of  Anacreon  :— 

Lorsque  Je  vols  nn  amant, 
II  cache  en  vain  son  tourment, 
A  Ic  trahir  tout  conspire, 
Sa  languear,  son  cmbarras. 
Tout  CO  qa*il  pent  fafre  ou  dire, 
Meme  ce  qn*il  ne  dit  pas. 

In  vain  the  lover  tries  to  veil 
The  flame  that  In  his  bosom  lies ; 

His  cheeks*  confVislon  tells  the  tale, 
We  read  it  in  his  languid  eyes : 

And  while  his  words  tbo  heart  betray. 

His  silence  speaks  e'en  more  than  they. 

»  This  ode  Is  referred  to  by  La  Mothe  le  Vayer,  who  t 
believe,  was  the  author  of  that  curious  little  work,  called 
*'  Hexamcron  Rustique.**  He  makes  use  of  this,  as  well  as 
the  thlrty-fiAh,  In  his  Ingenious  but  indelicate  explanation 
of  Homer's  Cave  of  the  Nymphs.— Joum^e  Quatrleme. 
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While  Lore,  at  hand,  to  finish  all, 

Tipp*d  every  airow's  point  with  gall  ;^ 

It  chanced  the  Lord  of  Battles  came 

To  visit  that  deep  cave  of  flame. 

'Twas  from  the  lanks  of  war  he  msh'd 

His  spear  with  many  a  life-drop  blnah'd ; 

He  saw  the  fiery  darts,  and  smiled 

ContemptaooB  at  the  archer-child. 

'*  What  I"  said  the  mvhin,  «  dost  thou  soule  ? 

Here,  hold  this  Uttle  dart  awhile, 

And  Ihou  wilt  find,  though  swift  of  flight, 

My  bolts  are  not  80  feathery  light" 

Man  took  the  shaft— and,  oh,  thy  look, 
Sweet  Venus,  when  the  shaft  he  took ! — 
Sighing,  he  felt  the  urchin's  art, 
And  cried,  in  agony  of  heart, 
"  It  is  not  light— I  sink  with  pain ! 
Take— take  thy  arrow  back  again." 
"  No,"  said  the  child,  "  it  must  not  be ; 
That  little  dart  was  made  for  thee  I** 

1  VfkUe  Lovty  at  kand^  tojlnith  aU^ 
Tipped  ntry  armD*M  point  with  gall ;]  Thus  Claudian  .— 
Labnntnr  gemini  fontes,  hie  dolcis,  amams 
Alter,  et  inftula  comunplt  mella  venenif, 
Undo  Cnpldineas  amiavit  (una  sa^ttas. 
In  Cyprus*  isle  two  rippling  fountains  fall, 
And  one  with  honey  flows,  and  one  with  gall ; 
In  these,  if  we  may  take  the  tale  from  fome, 
The  son  of  Venus  dips  his  darts  of  flame. 
See  Alciatns,  emblem  91,  on  the  close  connection  which 
subsists  between  tweets  and  bitters.    **  Apes  Ideo  pnngnnt, 
(says  Petronlus,)  quia  ubi  dnlce,  ibi  et  acidum  invenies.'* 

The  allegorical  description  of  Cupid's  employment,  in 
Horace,  may  vie  with  this  before  us  in  &ncy,  though  not  in 
delicacy :— 

^ferus  et  Cupido 

Semper  ardentes  acuens  sa^ttas 
Cote  cruenti. 
And  Cupid,  sharpening  all  his  fiery  darts. 
Upon  a  whetstone  stain*d  with  blood  of  hearU. 
Secnndus  has  borrowed  this,  but  has  somewhat  softened 
the  image  by  the  omission  of  the  epithet  **  cruenti.** 
Fallot  an  ardentes  acuebat  cote  sagittas  1    Eleg.  1. 

*  Yes — loving  is  a  painful  thrUl 

And  not  to  love  more  painful  still ;  ^.]  The  foUowmg 
Anacreontic,  addressed  by  Menage  to  Daniel  Uuet,  enforces, 
with  much  grace,  the  "  necessity  of  loving :" — 

IIcpc  rov  ittv  ^(Xi^rai. 
npot  TUrpov  AaviiiXa  'Terror. 

Mcya  ^avjia  ruv  aoi6<oVf 

Xaptruv  ^aXoff  "terrt, 

<ti\su)fiev,  (0  iraipt 

^tXtrioav  ol  ao^iorat. 

^iXcrioi  ctyivot  avtip. 

To  rcKV0¥  rov  £b>^poyiffffov, 

Zoi^triS  narrip  avacrii. 

Tc  6'  a¥sv  yivoiT*  E/xoro;  ; 

AKOvfi  iitv  tort  xf/vx^lS'* 

nrepvytaoiv  us  O\vpvo¥ 

KaroKSiiMfovs  avaipii. 

*  This  lint  U  borrowtd  from  ui  tpiffrun  bj  Alpluoa  of  MitjkiM  wliieh 
MoiA^,  I  think,  mji  wmiewhan  h«  vai  hunaclf  tht  flnt  to  produce  %• 
tba  world}— 

^VXfli  tVTlV  ^b»(  OXOVI}. 


ODE  XXIX. 
Yi»— loFing  is  a  painfol  thrill, 
And  not  to  lore  moie  painful  still  f 
But  oh,  it  is  the  wonit  of  pain, 
To  love  and  not  be  loved  agam ! 
Affection  now  haa  fled  firom  earth, 
Nor  fire  of  genius,  noble  birth. 
Nor  heavenly  virtue,  can  beguile 
From  beauty's  cheek  one  favoring  miuIa 
Gold  is  the  woman's  only  theme, 
Qold  is  the  woman's  only  dream. 
Oh !  never  be  that  wretch  fixrghren^ 
Forgive  him  not,  mdignant  heaven ! 
Whose  grovelling  eyes  could  first  adore, 
Whose  heart  could  pant  for  sordid  ore. 
Since  that  devoted  thirst  began, 
Man  has  forgot  to  feel  for  man ; 
The  pulse  of  social  life  is  dead. 
And  all  its  fonder  feelings  fled ! 
War  too  haa  sullied  Nature's  ohanD% 
For  gold  provokes  the  world  to  axma : 

"Bpidsas  rtrtiytitifoici 
BtXuot  slayttpsi. 
llvpi  \apita6os  ^astim 
"Pvirapartpovs  iraBatp€u 
^iXcw/icy  ov¥f  Tcrrc, 
^iXetafiSv  <t»  iratpt. 
A^iffuf  St  \oi6opav»Tt 
'Ayiovf  sparaf  i^/icar 
Koxoy  rv(ofiai  to  /lowoy, 
*Iya  ftii  6wair*  ucttvot 
^tXutv  r<  m  ^tXtioBai, 

Thou !  of  tunefU  bards  the  first, 
Thou !  by  all  the  Graces  nursed ; 
Friend !  each  other  fliend  above, 
Come  with  me,  and  learn  to  love. 
Loving  is  a  simple  lore. 
Graver  men  have  leam*d  before ; 
Nay,  the  boast  of  former  ages, 
Wisest  of  the  wisest  sages, 
Sophroniscus*  prudent  son. 
Was  by  love's  illusion  won. 
Oh !  how  heavy  life  would  move, 
If  we  knew  not  how  to  love ! 
Love's  a  whetstone  to  the  mind ; 
Thus  'tis  pointed,  thus  refined. 
When  the  soul  dejected  lies. 
Love  can  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 
When  in  languor  sleeps  the  heart, 
Love  can  wake  it  with  his  dart; 
When  the  mind  is  dull  and  dark, 
Love  can  light  it  with  hU  spark ! 
Come,  oh !  come  then,  let  us  haste 
All  the  bliss  of  love  to  taste ; 
Let  us  love  both  night  and  day. 
Let  us  love  our  lives  away ! 
And  when  hearts,  firom  loving  ftee, 
(If  indeed  such  hearts  there  bej 
Frown  upon  our  gentle  flame, 
And  the  sweet  delusion  blame ; 
This  shall  be  my  only  curse, 
(Could  I,  could  I  wish  them  worse  1) 
May  they  ne'er  the  rapture  {wove, 
Of  the  smile  from  lips  we  love  1 
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And  oh!  the  wont  of  all  iti  arte. 
It  rondf  Munder  kmng  heaitk 


ODEXXXl 


TwAi  ia  a  mncting  draam  of  nigfat-^ 
I  fimded  I  had  wiaga  aa  li|^t 
Aa  a  young  binfa,  and^ew  aa  fleet ; 
WhSe  Lofe,  annmd  whoae  beauteous  feet, 
I  knew  not  why,  hong  chaina  of  lead, 
Pmmed  me,  aa  I  tremblmg  fled ; 
And,  atrange  to  aay,  aa  swift  as  thought, 
SpiAe  of  my  pmkms,  I  waa  caught ! 
What  doetf  the  wanton  Fancy  mean 
By  audi  a  stiange,  illusive  scene? 
I  fear  ahe  whiqwxa  to  my  breast, 
Tliat  yoo,  aweet  maid,  have  stol*n  its  rest ; 
Tliat  theagfa  my  fSancy,  for  a^while, 
Hath  bong  on  many  a  woman's  smile, 
I  soon  dlsanlved  each  passing  vow, 
And  ne*er  waa  caught  by  love  till  now ! 


1  Bancs  laimhiw  ftom  thla  allegory,  that  our  poet  married 
«7  laae  in  }Uit.  But  I  see  nothing  In  the  ode  which  alludes 
i  BatriawBT,  exeepi  It  be  the  lead  npon  the  feet  of  Cnpid ; 
•i  I  agiM  in  thaoplakw  of  Madame  Dader,  in  her  life  of 
ke  peet,  that  he  was  always  too  fond  of  pleasare  to  marry, 
t  The  4edgn  of  this  little  flctioa  Is  to  intimate,  that  much 
ycaler  paia  attends  ittsaasiUlity  than  can  ever  rssnit  flrom  the 
mitum  fanpwislnns  of  Jaw.    Longeplerre  has  qnoted  an 
laaeat  epigiam  whkh bean  some  similitude  to  this  ode:— 
Lecto  tampiKitMM,  viz  prima  silentia  noctis 
Carpebaai,  et  aomao  lamina  victa  dabam ; 
Com  Bse  saws  Aawr  prensum,  snrsnmqne  eapilUs 

Exeimt,  at  toeanus  pervlgilare  jnbet. 
Ta  ftjBolas  SMBva,  Inqait,  ames  com  mille  paellas. 

Solas  Jot  solos,  dnie  Jacere  potes  1 
Eillk)  et  padUms  andla,  taaicaqne  solnta, 
Ossaa  liar  Impe^o^  aollom  iter  ezpedio. 
Kaac  propero,  aoae lie  piget;  rnrsanKiae  ladire 

Ptaiilet;  etpodor est  staxe  via  media. 
Ecea  aeeat  voeos  hoaslnam,  strepitosqae  feruiim, 

El  ▼otaenmi  caatos,  torbaqoe  Ada  cannm. 
Bolas  ego  as  conetls  paveo  somnnmqoe  tonunqoe, 
It  siqnor  ImperiODi,  sare  Capido,  tnnm. 
Ufoa  ay  eoaeh  I  lay,  at  night  profonnd, 
Ky  IttfBld  eyas  la  magic  slumber  bound, 
^ff^  Capid  caaia  aad  snatched  me  ftom  my  bed, 
Aid  faced  me  amay  a  waary  way  to  tread. 
*Whu!  (said  the  god)  shall  yoa,whose  vows  are  known, 
^leve  so  saaay  ayaiphs,  thus  sleep  alone  Y* 
I^ttd  follow;  aU  the  night  I  stray, 
Vakean'd,  tfembllag,  doobtftil  of  my  way ; 
y»cli|wlth  Baked  foot  the  palnfhl  track, 
*^  to  praeeed,  yet  terfta  to  fo  back. 
^  tt  that  boar,  when  Natme  seems  interr'd, 
Mr  aahDag  birds,  nor  lowing  flocks  are  heard, 
^3^  Aftigiava  ftom  rest, 
^1^  ay  iside,  aad  madness  hi  my  breast, 
r>^(bs  worid  arooad,  nakarving  when, 
^^*tft  Qfion,  the  Tklim  of  despair ! 


ODEZZXI^ 
Akm'd  with  )  yacinthine  rod, 
(Arms  enougl.  for  such  a  god,) 
Cupid  bade  ma  wing  my  pace, 
And  try  with  hh  \  the  rapid  race. 
O'er  many  a  torrent,  wild  and  deep, 
By  tangled  brake  and  pendent  steep, 
With  weary  foot  I  panting  flew. 
Till  my  brow  dropp'd  with  chilly  dew.* 
And  now  my  soul,  exhausted,  dying. 
To  my  lip  was  faintly  flying  f 
And  now  I  thought  the  spark  had  fled. 
When  Cupid  hover*d  o'er  my  head. 
And  fanning  light  his  breezy  pinion. 
Rescued  my  soul  from  death's  dominion  f 
Then  said,  in  accents  half-reproving, 
"  Why  hast  thou  been  a  foe  to  loving?" 


ODE  xxxn.* 
Strew  me  a  fragrant  bed  of  leaves. 
Where  lotus  with  the  myrtle  weaves ; 

•  Tilt  my  hwe  dropped  with  chilly  dew.'\  I  have  followed 
those  who  read  rtipcy  c^pco;  for  ircipey  iipoi ;  the  fivmer  Is 
pertly  authorized  by  the  MS.  which  reads  wttptv  Mpw(. 

*  And  mow  my  «<w/,  exhausted^  dyi*gt 

To  my  lip  wa»  faintlf  fiying ;  irc.'\  In  the  original,  he 
says,  his  heart  flew  to  his  nose ;  but  our  manner  more  natu- 
rally transfers  it  to  the  lips.  Such  is  the  efiect  that  Plato 
tells  OS  he  felt  ftom  a  kiss,  in  a  distich  quoted  by  Aolus 
GeiUns:— 

TiTV  ^IfVx^iVi  Ayadupa  ^cXwy,  ert  xciWty  toxov. 
UXOs  YfiP  h  rXjifnav  b>(  ita0riooft€VTi. 

Whenever  thy  nectar*d  kiss  I  sip. 
And  drink  thy  breath,  in  trance  divine, 

Uy  soul  then  flutters  to  my  lip. 
Ready  to  fly  and  mix  with  thine. 

Aulus  Gellias  subjoins  a  paraphrase  of  this  epigram,  la 
which  we  flqd  a  number  of  those  nugnardist*  of  expression, 
which  mark  the  efibmination  of  the  Latin  language. 

*  Jind  fanning  light  his  brenffpinion^ 

Ruemed  my  soul  from  deeiVs  dominion  ;]  *'  The  ftdlity 
with  which  Cupid  recovers  him,  sigilifles  that  the  sweets  of 
love  make  us  easily  forget  any  solicitudes  which  he  may 
occasion.**—!^  Fhsss.  ^ 

•  We  here  have  the  poet,  In  his  true  attributes,  reclining 
upon  rojrrtles,  with  Cupid  for  his  cupbearer.  Some  inter- 
preters have  ruined  the  picture  by  making  Epus  the  name  of 
his  slave.  None  but  Love  should  fill  the  goblet  of  Anacreon. 
Sappho,  in  one  of  her  ftagments,  has  assigned  this  ofiice  to 
Venas.  EXOr,  Kvirpi,  xp«0<(aio'ii'  (v  KvXtK€ootif  ^/?pois  vvftit*' 
ptyiuvop  ^aXiaioi  pocrap  otpoxowa  rovroioi  rots  Iratpoif 
tftois  ys  Kat  ooif. 

Which  may  be  thus  paraphrased  : — 

Hither.  Venus,  queen  of  kisses. 
This  shall  be  the  night  of  blisses ; 
This  the  night,  to  ftiendship  deas. 
Thou  Shalt  be  our  Hebe  here. 
Fill  the  goldea  brimmer  high, 
Let  It  sparkle  like  thine  eye; 
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And  while  in  luxury's  dream  I  sink, 

"  Ah,  gentle  siro !"  the  infant  Mi 

Let  me  the  bahn  of  Bacchus  drink ! 

"  In  pity  take  me  to  thy  shed ; 

In  this  sweet  hour  of  rerehy 

Nor  fear  deceit :  a  lonely  child 

Yoting  Love  shall  my  attendant  be— 

I  wander  o'er  the  gloomy  wild. 

DresB*d  for  the  task,  with  tunic  round 

Chill  drops  the  rain,  and  not  a  n 

His  snowy  neck  and  shoulders  bound, 

Illumes  the  drear  and  misty  waj 

Himself  shall  hover  by  my  side. 

And  minister  the  racy  tide ! 

I  heard  the  baby's  tale  of  wo : 

I  heard  the  bitter  night-winds  U 

Oh,  swift  as  wheels  that  kindling  roll. 

And  sighing  for  his  piteous  fata. 

Our  life  is  hurrying  to  the  goal : 

I  trimm'd  my  lamp  and  oped  tb 

A  scanty  duist,  to  feed  the  wind, 

'Twas  Love !  the  little  wand'riii| 

Is  all  the  trace  'twill  leave  behind. 

His  pinion  sparkled  through  the 

Then  wherefore  waste  the  rose's  bloom 

I  knew  him  by  his  bow  and  diH 

Upon  the  cold,  insensate  tomb? 

I  knew  hun  by  my  fluttering  he 

Can  flowery  breeze,  or  odor's  breath. 

Fondly  I  take  him  in,  and  raise 

Aflect  the  still,  cold  sense  of  death? 

The  dying  embers'  cheering  blai 

Oh  no  ;  I  ask  no  balm  to  steep 

Press  from  his  dank  and  clingim 

With  fragrant  tears  my  bed  of  sleep : 

The  crystals  of  the  freezing  air* 

But  now,  while  every  pulse  is  glowing*. 

And  in  my  hand  and  bosom  hdi 

Now  let  me  breathe  the  balsam  flowing ; 

His  little  fingers  thrillu:;^  cold. 

Now  let  the  rose,  with  blush  of  fire. 

Upon  my  brow  in  sweets  ezpiro ; 

And  now  the  embers'  genial  t 

And  bring  the  nymph  whose  eye  hath  power 

Had  warm'd  his  anxious  fears  m 

To  brighten  even  death's  cold  hour. 

"  I  pray  thee,"  said  the  wanton 

Yes,  Cupid !  era  my  shade  retire. 

(My  bosom  trembled  as  he  smii 

To  join  the  blest  elysian  choir. 

"  I  pray  thee  let  me  try  my  boi 

For  through  the  rain  I've  wanjl 

I'll  make  my  own  elystum  here ! 

That  much  I  fear  the  midnigliti 

Has  injured  its  elastic  power." 

The  fatal  bow  the  urchin  drew  J 

Swift  from  the  string  the  arroir : 

. 

As  swiftly  flew  as  glancing  Bu$ 

ODE  XXXIIL> 

And  to  my  inmost  i^t  came!- 

'TWAS  noon  of  night,  when  round  the  pole 

"  Fare  thee  well,"  I  heaid  him  I 

The  sullen  Bear  is  seen  to  roll ; 

As  laughing  wild  he  wing'd  aiM 

And  mortals,  wearied  with  the  day. 

"  Fare  thee  well,  for  now  I  knff 

Are  slumbering  all  their  cares  away : 

The  rain  has  not  relax'd  my  bei 

An  mfant,  at  that  dreary  hour. 

It  still  can  send  a  thrilling  daity- 

Came  weeping  to  my  sUent  bower. 

As  thou  shalt  own  with  all  thy  1 

And  waked  me  with  a  piteous  prayer. 

To  shield  him  from  the  midnight  air. 

"  And  who  art  thou,"  I  waking  cry, 
"  That  bidd'st  my  bliasful  visions  fly  ?"* 

Bid  the  rocy  current  gush. 

Let  it  mantle  Uke  thy  blush. 

scene  4th. 

Goddess,  hast  thou  e*er  above 

Tlie  German  annotator  refers  as  hefil 

Seen  a  feast  so  rich  in  love  1 

Ue,  lib.  ill.,  "Amor  and  sein  Brnder;* 

Not  a  soul  that  is  not  mine ! 

Kleist,  '«dle  Heilang."     La  Fontaine  li 

Not  a  soul  that  is  not  thine ! 

rather  imitated  this  ode. 

*  "  ^nd  who  art  thou,**  I  waking  erf. 

"  Compare  with  this  ode  (says  the  German  commentator) 

the  beautiAiI  poem  in  Ramler's  Lyr.  Blnmenlese.  Ub.  iv. 

to  have  been  a  voluptnary  even  in  dretttl 

p.  SB6,  *  Amor  aU  Dlener.*  ** 

regret  which  he  expresses  at  being  dfaM 

a  M.  Bernard,  the  author  of  L*Art  d*aimer,  has  written  a 

baUet  called  "Les  Borprlses  de  I'Amoor,**  in  which  the 

*  *7Va«  L^vel  Oa  little  wamJTriHg  ^ 

ODES  OF  ANACREON. 
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oDBXzznr.i 

Oh  thoa,  of  all  crsatioii  bl«gt. 
Sweet  insect,  that  deligfat'at  to  rat 
Upon  the  wiU  weod*a  leafy  t0[% 
To  drink  the  dew  that  morning  dropi. 
And  chirp  thy  mmg  with  aneh  a  glee,* 
That  happiert  kings  may  envy  thee. 
Whaterer  dedn  the  Tehret  field, 
Whate*er  the  circling  seaKnia  yield, 
Whaterer  bods,  whatever  blowi, 
For  thee  it  bode,  for  thee  it  growii 
Nor  yet  art  thoa  the  peasant's  fisar, 
To  lum  thy  friendly  notes  are  dear ; 
For  thoD  art  mild  as  matin  dew ; 
And  sHU,  when  summer's  flowery  hue 
Begins  to  paint  the  bloomy  plain, 
We  hear  thy  sweet  prophetic  stram ; 
Tliy  sweet  prophetic  strain  we  hear, 
And  UeoB  the  notes  and  thee  revere ! 
The  Moses  kre  thy  shrilly  tonef 
Apollo  calls  thee  all  his  own ; 


iLia 


to  tbe  grasshopper,  Rapin  has 
aoHM  of  the  fhoQghts  of  oar  author  i-^ 
O  qaavlmitl  gnunlals  la  tons 
Cicada,  bUadesldls,  et  herbldos 


8s«  Arts  adoltii  floribas  laeabas, 
OMI  ca*Mk  etela  ileCUms,  «ce. 
Oh  Umb,  that  oa  the  grusf  bed 
Which  NalarB*s  Tsraal  haod  has  spread, 
BecWaeif  soft,  aad  tno*st  thy  song, 
The  dewy  herbs  aad  leaves  anKmg ! 
Whether  thoa  Wtt  oa  sprlngtog  (lowers. 
Drank  with  the  balmy  momiaf-showeis, 
Or.Jfcc 
tti  vhat  Ltoetas  says  about  grasshoppers,  cap.  93,  and 
& 

^Jhtdddrp  tkf  Mmg  wiik  ncdl «  f/««,  4«.J  *'8onie  authors 
tve  sflrmed,  (ssts  Madaoie  Dacler,)  that  it  is  only  male 
nsihnppers  which  sing ,  and  that  the  females  are  silent ; 
ed  on  this  drcooMtance  is  foanded  a  bon-mot  of  Xenorchos, 
b  eosile  poet,  who  says  nr'  uviv  ol  rtrriYti  ovk  ivSainotres, 
9  TVS  7«rai(iir  9vi*  Wi  oof  ftavrif  tvt ;  '  are  not  the  grass- 
nppen  happy  in  having  dnmb  wives  V  **  This  note  is  ori- 
My  Henry  Stephen's ;  bat  I  chose  rather  to  make  a  lady 
iTsathority  for  it. 

>  fit  Mmtm  l09*  tkf  shriUf  tmu  ;  ire.]  Phtle.  de  Animal. 
P^eprlctat  calls  this  bisect  Hawaii  ^i\Hi  the  darling  of  the 
hies;  aad  IUmcmt  •^i»,  the  bird  of  the  Moses;  and  we 
hi  Plato  eonpaied  for  his  eloquence  to  the  grasshopper,  in 
ftiMloirlag  puaaiac  lines  of  Timoo,  pieserved  by  Diofeiies 


Tmt  vwrrMT  f  ny^tn  r  Aarwrarsf,  aXX*  ayopnrtit 

haiptt  tf€l^»ittttM  owa  Xttpiotavw  Ittvi. 
lUs  last  Una  b  borrowed  from  Homer's  Died,  y,  where 


*  WMtiimu  <— ct.  ekiU  ^tarO,}  LoogeplenehasqaoCed 
[fctaeflwt  lines  of  an  epigram  of  Antipater,  ftom  the  first 
P^sfthe  Aathologia,  where  he  preftrs  the  grasshopper  to 


'Twas  he  who  gave  that  voice  to  thee, 
'TIS  he  who  tunes  thy  mmstrelsy. 

Unworn  by  age's  dim  decUne, 
The  fadeless  blooms  of  youth  are  thine. 
Melodious  insect,  child  of  earth/ 
In  wisdom  mirthful,  wise  in  nurth ; 
E^zempt  fiom  every  weak  decay, 
That  withers  vulgar  framea  away ; 
With  not  a  drop  of  blood  to  stain 
The  current  of  thy  purer,  vein ; 
So  blest  an  age  is  pass'd  by  thee, 
Thou  seem'st — a  little  deity ! 


ODE  XXXV.» 

CurxD  once  upon  a  bed 

Of  roses  laid  his  weary  head ; 

Luckless  urchin,  not  to  see 

Within  the  leaves  a  slumbering  Imo  ; 

Ap«ci  Ttrrtyat  foBwat  6ponSn  oXXa  nearr^ 

AtiUi¥  KVKP«»¥  <(9(  ytywMirspoi, 
In  dew,  that  drops  ftom  morning's  winp, 

The  gay  Cicada  sipping  floats ; 
And,  dmnk  with  dew,  his  matin  sings 
Sweeter  than  any  cygnet's  notes. 
•  Theocritus  has  imitated  this  beautiftil  ode  in  his  nine- 
teenth idyl ;  but  is  very  inferior.  I  think,  to  his  original,  in 
delicacy  of  point  and  naivete  of  expression.    Spenser,  in  one 
of  his  smaller  compositions,  has  sported  more  dlflhsely  on 
the  same  subject     The  poem  to  which  I  allude,  begins 
thus:— 

Upon  a  day,  as  Love  lay  sweetly  slumbering 

All  in  his  mother's  lap ; 
A  gentle  bee,  with  his  load  tmmpet  murmuring. 
About  him  flew  by  hap,  Ax.  4tc. 
In  Atmeloveen's  collection  of  epigrams,  there  is  one  by 
Luxorius,  correspondent  somewhat  with  the  turn  of  Anac- 
reon,  where  Love  complains  to  his  mother  of  being  wounded 
by  a  rose.  ' 

The  ode  before  us  is  the  very  flower  of  simplicity.  The 
infantine  complainings  of  the  little  god,  and  the  natural  and 
impressive  reflections  which  they  draw  ftoui  Venus,  are 
beauties  of  inimitable  grace.  I  may  be  pardoned,  perhaps, 
for  introducing  here  another  of  Menage's  Anacreontics,  not 
for  its  similitude  to  the  subject  of  this  ode,  but  for  some  faint 
traces  of  the  same  natural  simplicity,  which  it  appears  to  me 
to  have  preserved  :— 

Epas  901^  tv  xoptiaii 
Toty  wapOtvciv  atorov, 
Tti¥  pot  ftXriv  Kopcwoy 
'A(  uic^t  its  wpos  avrntf 
llpovtipapv  rpax^l^f^ 
AtSvpas  rt  X^*P^f  awruv 
^iXci  ptf  pfirtp,  stvt. 
KaAov/icvi}  KopivvOf 
Mi^r^p,  epvOpiaf^tti ' 
*A(  wapOtvos  pt¥  ovea. 
K'  avTOi  it  6vaxtpaiv<a¥f 
'0.i  oppaci  nXwrfitiSf 
Epwc  tpvOptal^st. 
B/a),  6t  oi  rapo9Tas, 
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The  bee  awaked— with  anger  wild 
The  bee  awaked,  and  stung  the  child. 
Load  and  piteous  are  his  cries ; 
To  Venus  quick  he  runs,  he  flies ; 
"  Oh,  mother ! — ^I  am  wounded  thzougfar— 
I  die  with  pain — in  sooth  I  do ! 
Stung  by  some  little  angry  thing, 
Some  serpent  on  a  tiny  ¥ring — 
A  bee  it  was — ^for  once,  I  know, 
I  heard  a  rustic  call  it  so." 
Thus  he  qpoke,  and  she  the  while 
Heard  him  with  a  soothing  smile ; 
Then  said,  "  My  infant,  if  so  much 
Thou  feel  the  little  wild-bee*s  touch, 
How  must  the  heart,  ah,  Cupid !  be. 
The  hapless  heart  that's  stung  by  thee  !** 


ODE  XXXVI.> 

If  hoarded  gold  possessed  the  power 
To  lengthen  life's  too  fleeting  hour. 
And  purchase  from  the  hand  of  death 
A  little  span,  a  moment's  breath. 
How  I  would  loye  the  precious  ore ! 
And  every  hour  should  swell  my  store ; 

Ml}  ivaxtpaivtf  ffiftt. 
Kvir/i(i>  r<  Kat  Ko/ifvyair 
Atayvtaoai  ovr  oc^v 
Kat  •!  ffXtwoims  o(«. 
Ai  dancinf  o*er  the  enameird  plain, 
The  ilow*ret  of  the  virfln  train, 
My  soal*8  Corinna  lightly  playM, 
Young Capid  raw  the  graceftU  maid; 
He  raw,  and  in  a  moment  flew, 
And  round  her  neck  his  aims  he  threw ; 
Saying,  with  smiles  of  Infontjoy, 
"  Oh !  kiss  me,  mother,  Un  thy  boy  !** 
Unconsdons  of  a  mother's  name, 
The  modest  virgin  hliuh*d  with  shame ! 
And  angry  Cupid,  scarce  believing 
That  vision  could  be  so  deceiving^ 
Thus  to  mistake  his  Cyprian  dame ! 
It  made  ev*n  Cupid  blush  with  shame. 
**  Be  not  ashamed,  my  boy,*'  I  cried, 
For  I  was  lingering  by  his  side ; 
**  Corinna  and  thy  lovely  mother, 
Believe  me,  are  so  like  each  other 
That  clearest  eyes  are  oft  betray'd. 
And  take  thy  Venus  for  the  maid." 
Zitto,  in  his  Capprlclosi  Pensleri,  has  given  a  translation 
3f  this  ode  of  Anacreon. 

1  Fontenelle  has  translated  this  ode.  In  his  dialogue  be- 
tween Anacreon  and  Aristotle  in  the  shades,  where,  on 
weighing  the  merits  of  both  these  personages,  he  bestows  the 
prise  of  wisdom  upon  the  poet 

**The  German  Imlt^ors  of  this  ode  are,  Lessing,  in  his 
poem,  <  Gestem  BrBder,*  &c.   Gleim,  in  tlxe  ode  *  An  den 
Tod;*  and  Schmidt  in  der  Poet.  BlomenL,  Getting.  1783, 
p.  tV—Degtn. 
*  That  whtH  Dmtk  mmm,  with  tkui^wppini^n, 
TV  wnfl  wuUUs  Umk  dtmini^it,  4rc]     The 


That  when  Death  came,  with  shad 
To  waft  me  to  his  bleak  dominion^* 
I  might,  by  bribes,  my  doom  delay, 
And  bid  him  call  some  distant  day. 
But,  since  not  all  earth's  golden  sto 
Can  buy  for  us  one  bright  hour  mat 
Why  should  we  vamly  mourn  our  i 
Or  sigh  at  life's  uncertam  date  7 
Nor  wealth  noif  grandeur  can  ilium 
The  silent  midnight  of  the  tomK 
No— give  to  others  hoarded  treasiBl 
Mine  be  the  brilliant  round  of  plea« 
The  goblet  rich,  the  board  of  friend 
Whose  social  souls  the  goblet  UenA 
And  mme,  while  yet  Fve  life  to  Ufi 
Those  joys  that  love  alone  can  gif« 


ODEXXXyiL« 
'TWAS  night,  and  many  a  circling  1 
Had  deeply  warm'd  my  thirsty  sod 
As  lull'd  m  slumber  I  was  laid, 
Bright  visions  o'er  my  fancy  play*d 
With  maidens,  blooming  as  the  dan 
I  seem'd  to  skim  the  opening  lawn: 

tors,  who  are  so  fond  of  disputing  "de  lairfl 
been  very  busy  on  the  authority  of  the  pll 
tvtXOri.  The  reading  of  Iv*  aw  Qavaros  twtkk 
denbach  proposes  in  his  Amoenitates  UtasM 
hinted  by  Le  Fevre,  who  seldom  suggesli  t 
notice. 

*  Tl«  goUet  rtcA,  the  board  offrindMf 
Who$9  social  oouls  tko  gMot  hlendo  ;]  1 
of  friendship,  which  sweetened  the  bowl  m 
not  been  forgotten  by  the  author  of  the  tbH 
where  the  blessings  of  life  are  enumeraisi 
simplicity.  ^Xyiaivtiv  /icv  apiarov  avSpt  Ai 
iff  KaXov  fvfiv  YtwtaSat,  To  rpirov  6t,  m 
Kat  TO  rcraprov  ewt^av  fttra  rtav  ^(XcM^ 

Of  mortal  blessings  here  the  first  Is  healii 
And  next  those  charms  by  which  the  «] 

The  third  is  wealth,  unwounding  gulltM 
And  then,  sweet  intercourse  with  t 


«  "  Compare  with  this  ode  the  beautiful  pi 
ofViJ'^Degen, 

Le  Fevre,  in  a  note  upon  this  ode,  en  ten  1 
and  learned  Justification  of  drunkenness ;  l| 
bly  the  cause  of  the  severe  reprehension  Wl 
to  have  snflered  for  his  Anacreon.  **  Fcdt  «l 
he  in  a  note  upon  Longinus,)  cum  Saffi 
Sed  ex  quo  iila  me  perditissima  foemlna  pMM 
dit  cum  sceleratissimo  suo  congerrone,  (Aa 
si  nescls,  Lector,)  noli  sperare,  Ace.  Ax*** 
tUs  ode  the  authority  of  Plato,  who  allontl 
Dionysian  festivals,  to  men  arrived  at  tktf 
He  likewise  quotes  the  following  line  firooi  i 
rays  no  one,  who  is  not  totally  ignorant  il 
hesitate  to  confess  the  truth  of  :— 

OvUti  f  (XororiK  tortv  avOpcnr^ti 
**  No  lover  of  drinking  was  ever  a  vMi 
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light,  oa  tiptoe  bathed  in  dew, 
We  flew,  and  iported  as  we  flew  I 

Some  HMidy  stripUngB  who  look'd  on — 
With  cheeks,  that  like  the  wme-god's  shone, 
Saw  me  chaamg,  free  and  wild. 
These  blooming  maids,  and  slyly  smiled ; 
Smiled  indeed  with  wanton  glee, 
Tboogh  none  conld  doubt  they  envied  me. 
And  stin  I  flew — and  now  had  caught 
The  panting  nymphs,  and  fondly  thought 
To  gather  from  each  rosy  lip 
A  kiss  that  Jove  himself  might  sip- 
When  sadden  all  my  dream  of  joys, 
Bhahing  nymphs  and  laughing  boys, 
AD  were  gone!*— "Alas!"  I  said, 
Sighing  for  th'  illusion  fled, 
**  Again,  sweet  deep,  that  scene  restore. 
Oh!  let  me  dream  it  o*er  and  o'er!*^ 


ODE  xxxvni.> 
Lkt  us  drain  the  nectar^d  bowl, 
Let  us  raise  the  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
Tbe.nectax'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell ; 
The  god  who  taught  the  sons  of  earth 
To  thrid  the  tangled  dance  of  mirth ; 
Him,  who  was  nursed  with  infant  Love, 
And  cradled  in  the  Paphian  grove ; 
Him,  that  the  snowy  Queen  of  Charms 
So  oft  has  fondled  in  her  anns.* 

>  Whem  fUtm  tO  «y  iremm  tfjtfs, 
BImakimg  nffwipk»  and  Urngkimg  hoft^ 
JIU  wert  gwmt  I]  **Koaniu  rays  of  Bacehof,  almost  in 
ki  HflM  wotds  that  Aascieoa  uses, — 

Kypoiuff  6e 
Jlmfiuum  MMT  orixv^c,  km  ifitXtv  avOtf  lovsiv.** 
WaUog,  he  lost  the  |rfiaoloB*8  charms, 
The  Bfvph  had  fiuled  fttMD  his  anus; 
Aflsio  to  slomber  he  essayed, 
Aflsio  to  dasp  the  shadowy  maid.      LoxoBnsRRB. 

Okl  iM  wu  drMfli  tf  9*er  mnd  tl'tr  r]  Doctor  Johnson,  in 
hii  puifttt  lo  Shakspeare,  animadverting  upon  the  commen- 
IMHi  of  that  poet,  who  pretended,  in  every  little  coincidence 
ifteaght*  lo  detect  aa  Imltatkm  of  some  ancient  poet,  al- 
Msi  la  the  followlBf  words  to  the  line  of  Anacreon  before 
»:— ^  I  kavs  been  tnld  that  when  Galllian,  aAer  a  pleasing 
hHM.  sttfs,  *I  cried  to  sleep  again,*  the  author  imitates 
,  who  had,  like  any  other  man,  the  same  wish  on 


Oh  'tis  from  him  the  transport  flows, 
Which  sweet  intoxication  knows ; 
With  him,  the  brow  forgets  its  gloom. 
And  brilliant  graces  learn  to  bloom. 

Behold ! — ^my  boys  a  goblet  bear. 
Whose  spaikjng  foam  lights  up  the  air. 
Where  are  now  the  tear,  the  sigh? 
To  the  winds  they  fly,  they  fly ! 
Grasp  the  bowl ;  m  nectar  sinking ! 
Man  of  sorrow,  drown  thy  thinking ! 
Say,  can  the  tears  we  lend  to  thought 
Li  life's  account  avail  us  aught? 
Can  we  discem  with  all  our  lore. 
The  path  we've  yet  to  journey  o'er? 
Alas,  alas,  in  ways  so  dark, 
Tis  only  wine  can  strike  a  spark  .* 
Then  let  me  quaff  the  foamy  tide. 
And  through  the  dance  meandering  glide ; 
Let  me  imbibe  the  spicy  breath 
Of  odors  chafed  to  fragrant  death ; 
Or  from  the  lips  of  love  inhale 
A  more  ambrosial,  richer  gale ! 
To  hearts  that  court  the  phantom  Care, 
Let  him  retire  and  shroud  him  there ; 
While  we  exhaust  the  nectar'd  bowl, 
And  swell  the  choral  song  of  soul 
To  him,  the  god  who  loves  so  well 
The  nectar'd  bowl,  the  choral  swell ! 


BwKh  this  beantUVd  ode  to  Bacchus  the  venes 
r  Pit'  -  Dh.  ▼.  *das  Gesellsehaftliche;*  and  of  BUrger, 

<  JRsk  tkattktsutwf  QtumtfCUrwu 
»0  afi  hnfmditi  is  Ur  mrma.\   Bobertellas,  vpoa  the 
I  orOstaUas,  BwattoM  aa  lagealous  derlvaHoa 


of  Cytherata,  the  name  of  Venus,  vapa  to  kvAuv  tws  tptaras, 
which  seems  to  hint  that "  Love*s  fHiry  ftvors  are  lost,  whea 
not  concealed.*' 
*  Mas,  a2(u,  in  wuf*  ••  dark, 
*  Tis  only  wine  can  strike  a  $parkt]  The  brevity  of  lift 
allows  argamenU  for  the  volnptnary  as  well  as  the  moralist 
Among  many  parallel  passages  which  Longeplerre  has  ad- 
duced, I  shall  content  myself  with  this  epigram  ftom  the 
Anthologia:— > 

Aovcatuvotf  UpoitKn,  mKaaufttBa^  icai  row  OKparoup 

'EXffU/icv,  Kv\iKai  iittl^oifas  apapitvoi, 
*Paiof  h  xaipowTuv  tort  0tos.  ttra  ra  Xotira 
Fripas  KOiXvatt,  rat  to  nXof  ^awaTOf, 

or  which  the  following  is  a  paraphrase  :— 
Let*s  fly,  my  love,  fh>m  noonday*s  beam, 
To  plunge  us  in  yon  cooling  stream ; 
Then,  hastening  to  the  festal  bower, 
We'll  pass  in  mirth  the  evening  hour; 
*Tis  thus  oar  age  of  bliss  shall  fly, 
As  sweet,  though  passing  as  that  sigh. 
Which  seems  to  whisper  o*er  your  Up, 
**  Come,  while  yon  may,  of  rapture  sip.** 
For  age  will  steal  the  graceftil  form. 
Will  chill  the  pulse  while  throbbing  warm ; 
And  death— alas !  that  hearts,  which  thiiU 
Like  yours  aad  mine,  should  e*er  be  SOU  I 
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ODE  XXXIZ. 

How  I  love  the  festive  |)oy9 
Tripping  throogh  the  danoe  of  joy ! 
How  I  lore  the  mellow  sage, 
SmOing  through  the  veil  of  age ! 
And  whene'er  this  man  of  yean 
In  the  dance  of  joy  i^ipeaiB, 
Snows  may  o'er  his  head  be  flung, 
But  his  heart — ^his  heart  is  young.' 


ODE  XL. 


I  KNOW  that  Heaven  hath  sent  me  here 
To  run  this  mortal  life's  caroer ; 
The  scenes  which  I  have  joumey'd  o'er, 
Return  no  more — alas !  no  more ; 
And  all  the  path  I've  yet  to  go, 
I  neither  know  nor  ask  to  know. 
Away,  then,  wizard  Care,  nor  think 
Thy  fetten  round  this  soul  to  link ; 
Never  can  heart  that  feels  with  me 
Descend  to  be  a  slave  to  thee  !* 
And  oh!  befi;>re  the  vital  thrill. 
Which  trembles  at  my  heart,  is  still, 

>  8tuw»maifo*erki»keadheJhiMgt 
But  ki§  h»art—ki»  lUaH  it  yotnv.]  Saint  Pavln  makes 
the  same  distinction  in  a  sonnet  to  a  young  girL 

Je  sais  bien  qne  les  destinies 

Ont  mal  compass^  no*  ann6es ; 

Ne  regardex  qne  mon  amonr ; 

Pent-^tra  en  seres  ▼oos  4mue. 

li  est  Jeone  et  n*est  qne  dn  joor, 

Belle  Iris,  qne  je  vons  ai  yne. 
Fair  and  yonng  thon  bloomest  now, 

And  I  ta\l  many  a  year  have  told ; 
Bnt  read  the  heart  and  not  the  brow, 

Thon  Shalt  not  find  my  lore  is  old 
My  love*s  a  child ;  and  thon  canst  say 

How  mnch  his  little  age  may  be, 
Fdr  he  was  born  the  very  day 

When  first  I  set  my  eyes  on  thee ! 

t  JTevtr  em  keart  tkatfedt  nitk  sm 
Dueend  to  he  a  slave  U  thee  t]   Longepiem  quotes  here 
an  epigram  flrom  the  Anthologia,  on  account  of-the  similarity 
of  a  particnlar  phrase.  Though  by  no  means  anacreontiCt  it 
is  marked  by  an  interesting  simplicity  which  has  induced  ma 
to  paraphrase  it,  and  may  atone  for  its  intrusion. 
EXms  rac  w  rvxn  /cy  x^'P*^^  ^'  Xiaicv'  sipev 
Ovie¥  t/tot  X*  i/xvi  *ai(i€rt  rovt  fitr*  tju. 
At  length  to  Fortune,  and  to  yon, 
Delusive  Hope !  a  last  adieu. 
The  chann  that  once  beguiled  is  o*er, 
And  I  have  reaeh*d  my  destined  shore. 
Away,  away,  your  fiattering  arts 
May  now  betray  some  simpler  hearts, 
And  yon  will  smile  at  their  believing. 
And  they  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving ! 
«  BM€kMt  §kM  kU  Mf  muter  hleem, 
j§ndF!uNuiam€e  mete  the  t»mhr\   The  same  commen- 
tator has  quoted  aa  epifiph,  wiltlea  upon  our  poet  by  Julian, 


m  gather  Jo3r's  luxuriant  flowea 
And  gild  with  bliss  my  fading  ho 
Bacchus  shall  bid  my  winter  bkx 
And  Venus  dance  me  to  the  tonal 


ODEXLI. 


When  Spring  adorns  the  dewy  m 
How  sweet  to  walk  the  velvet  g^ 
And  hear  the  west  wind's  gentle 
As  o'er  the  scented  mead  it  flies! 
How  sweet  to  mark  the  pouting  ^ 
Ready  to  burst  in  tears  of  wine  ; 
And  with  some  maid,  who  breati 
To  walk,  at  noontide,  through  th 
Or  sit  in  some  cool,  green  receatr 
Oh,  is  not  this  true  happiness? 


ODE  XUI.* 
Yes,  be  the  glorious  revel  mine, 
Where  humor  sparkles  from  the  i 
Around  me,  let  the  youthful  choi 
Respond  to  my  enlivening  lyre ; 

in  which  he  makes  him  promulgate  the  psM 
lowship  even  lirom  the  tomb. 

IIoAXiuri  /icy  ro6*  attaa,  imi  uc  rvn0ei^ 

Iltvsn,  ftptv  ravrnv  aftfifinXn^  41 

This  lesson  oft  in  life  I  sung. 

And  ftom  my  grave  I  still  shal 

"Drink,  mortal,  drink,  while  tM 

Ere  death  has  made  thee  coUi 

*  Jfnd  with  some  maidf  who  ireatkeehmtii 
To  walkt  at  noontide^  tkromgh  tkegremy 

Quid  habes  Ulius,  ilUus     - 
Qtam  splrabat  amores,  ^ 

Que  me  surpnerat  mlhi.  £ 

And  does  there  then  remain  batj 

And  hast  thou  lost  each  rosy  il 
or  her,  who  breathed  the  soul  df 

And  stole  me  ftom  myself  awti 

•  The  character  of  Anacreon  is  heiu  ^ 
picted.  His  love  of  social,  harmonised  pleaif 
with  a  warmth,  amiable  and  endearing.  4 
grams  imputed  to  Anacreon  is  the  followli 
one  worth  translation,  and  it  breathes  thn 
with  this  ode :—  /> 

Ov  f  (Xof,  hs  tcpnnipi  napa  r\s(a  otvovstfl 

Nciirea  kqi  iraXcpov  Saxpvotvra  Xcyth' 
AXX*  her  If  Movffcwy  re,  Kai  ayXoa  Ju|^ 

Xvfifitoyiity,  tpanit  fivrioKtrai  cv^/nnKI 
When  to  the  lip  the  brimming  cup  is  f| 

And  hearts  are  all  afloat  upon  its  Um 
Then  banish  from  my  board  th*  nnpoHl^ 

Who  makes  the  feats  of  war  his  ba4| 
But  bring  the  man,  who  o*er  his  gobtot^ 

The  Mnse*s  laurel  with  the  Cypriavl 
Oh !  give  me  him,  whose  soul  expaaali 

And  blends  refinement  with  the  aoekl 
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And  wbila  the  VBd  enp  ftana  aloDgy 

Bfingla  ia  loiil  ••  well  ••  mmg. 

Then,  i^ufo  I  at,  with  flow'rete  erown'd, 

To  regulate  the  goblet'i  roand. 

Let  but  the  nymph,  our  banqaet'i  pride. 

Be  eeeted  ■nHing  by  my  nde, 

And  eerth  has  not  a  gift  or  power 

Tliat  I  would  envy  m  that  hour. 

Envy !— eh  nerer  let  its  blight 

Toneh  the  gay  hearts  met  here  to-night 

Far  hence  be  slander's  sidelong  wonnds. 

Nor  hanh  diqmtes,  nor  discord's  soonds 

Distmb  a  scene,  where  all  should  be 

Attnned  to  peace  and  harmony. 

Come,  let  m  hear  the  harp's  gay  noto 
Upon  the  breeae  faispiring  fioat, 
While  nmnd  ns,  kindling  into  lore, 
Young  maidens  through  the  light  dance  move. 
Thus  blest  with  mirth,  and  lore,  and  peace. 
Sore  soch  a  life  should  nerer  cease ! 


ODSXUIL 
WmLB  our  nsy  fiUets  shed 
Frahness  o'er  each  fernd  head, 
MTith  many  a  cup  and  many  a  smile 
The  fisstal  momenti  we  beguile. 
And  while  the  harp,  impassion'd,  flings 
Tuneful  raptures  from  its  strings,' 


>  Jtmd  wkSU  titM  harp,  iwipa»$uin*d,JUng» 

Tamefwi  rtftwnfrmm  Ut  tirinffs,  ^.]  Respecting  the  bar- 
'rtoa  a  ho«t  of  aothorities  may  be  collected,  which,  after  all, 
saw  OS  ifBotmat  of  the  natore  of  the  iflstnunent  There  is 
canrif  aay  point  apoa  which  we  are  so  totally  aninformed 
I  the  arasle  of  the  ancients.  The  anthors*  extant  upon  the 
■Ifeet  are,  I  .aactne,  little  understood ;  and  certainly  if  one 
r  their  Boods  was  a  progression  by  quarter-tones,  which  we 
n  told  was  the  nature  of  the  enharmonic  scale,  simplicity 
mahy  ao  siaaas  the  characteristic  of  their  melody ;  for  this 
I  a  nicety  of  progresston  of  which  modern  music  is  not  sus- 


Tke  InveBHoa  of  the  barbiton  is,  by  Athencus,  attributed 
»  jlMwuwni  Bee  his  fourth  book,  where  it  is  called  ro 
If4ic«  r»»  Awwcpnrrt.  Neanthes  of  Cyzicns,  as  quoted 
J  Gyrakhia,  aaaerts  the  same.  Vide  Chabot,  in  Horat  on 
te  words  **  Lesboam  barbiton,**  In  the  first  ode. 


Jts  •"er  hUlifik*  aecenU  die  I]    Longepietre  has  quoted 
eve  aa  epigram  from  the  Anthoiogia  :— 

E09p9  rtt  ^'  cf  iXirof  in9t9vtpa  xc<X(«'(i'  iyp^tS' 
TUrrmp  nrv  to  ^tXti/ia,  ro  y^P  crofia  vsKrapof  twvtt. 
If w  ia9o<a  re  f  lAjt^e,  veXvv  rov  tptara  nwtaKtat. 

Oe  whkh  the  isUowiag  paraphrase  may  give  some  idea  :— 


Some  any  nymph,  with  graoefol  bound. 
Keeps  measure  to  the  music's  sound ; 
Waving,  in  her  snowy  hand, 
The  leafy  Badthanalian  wand. 
Which,  as  the  tripping  wanton  flies, 
Trembles  all  over  to  her  sighs. 
A  youth  the  while,  with  loosen'd  hair, 
Floating  on  the  listless  air. 
Sings,  to  the  wild  harp's  tender  tone, 
A  tale  of  woes,  alas,  his  own ; 
And  oh,  the  sadness  in  his  sigh, 
4s  o'er  hia  iip  the  accents  die  !* 
Nfever  sure  on  earth  has  been 
^alf  so  bright,  so  blest  a  scene. 
It  seems  as  Love  himself  had  cob« 
To  make  this  spot  his  chosen  home  f~^ 
And  Venus,  too,  with  all  her  wiles. 
And  Bacchus,  shedding  rosy  smiles. 
All,  all  are  here,  to  hail  with  me 
The  Genius  of  Festivity  !* 


ODE  XLIV.* 
Buds  of  roses,  virgin  flowers, 
Cull'd  from  Cupid's  balmy  bowers. 
In  the  bowl  of  Bacchus  steep. 
Till  with  crimson  drops  they  weep. 
Twine  the  rose,  the  gariand  twine, 
Every  leaf  distilling  wine ; 
Drink  and  smile,  and  learn  to  think 
That  we  were  bom  to  smile  and  drink 


The  kiss  that  she  left  on  my  lip, 

Like  a  dewdrop  shall  lingering  lie ; 
'Twas  nectar  she  gave  me  to  sip, 

*Twas  nectar  I  drank  in  her  sigh. 
•  From  the  moment  she  printed  that  kiss, 

Nor  reason,  nor  rest  has  been  mine ; 
My  whole  soul  has  been  drunk  with  the  bliss, 

And  feels  a  delirium  divine ! 

*  It  seenu  as  Love  kiwuelf  had  eomo 

To  vuike  this  spot  his  chosen  kvms;—]  The  introduction 
of  these  deities  to  the  festival  is  merely  allegorical.  Madame 
Dacier  thinlu  that  the  poet  describes  a  masquerade,  where 
these  deities  were  personated  by  the  company  in  maslu.  The 
translation  will  conform  with  either  idea. 

*  JiU^  all  are  here,  to  hail  with  me 

The  Genius  of  Festivity  t]  Ku/iof,  the  dolty  or  genius  of 
mirth.  Phllostratus,  in  the  third  of  his  pictures,  gives  a  very 
lively  description  of  this  god. 

*  This  spirited  poem  is  a  eulogy  on  the  rose ;  and  again,  in 
the  fifty-fihh  ode,  we  shall  find  our  author  rich  in  the  praises 
of  that  flower.  In  a  fragment  of  Sappho,  in  the  romance  of 
Achilles  Tatius,  to  which  Barnes  refers  us,  the  rose  is  fanci- 
Ailly  styled  "  the  eye  of  flowers  ;*'  and  the  same  poetess,  in 
another  fragment,  calls  the  ikvors  of  the  Muse  "  the  roses  of 
Pleria.**    Bee  the  notes  on  the  fifty-fifth  ode.  « 

'*  Compare  v'.th  this  ode  (says  the  German  annotator)  the 
beaatiftU  ode  of  Uz,  *  die  Rose.*  ** 
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Ron,  them  art  the  sweetett  flofwer 

That  eyer  drank  the  amber  thower ; 

Rose,  thoa  art  the  fondest  chfld 

Of  dimpled  Sprmg,  the  wood-nymph  wild. 

Even  the  Gods,  who  walk  the  wkj, 

Are  amorous  of  thy  scented  sigh. 

Cupid,  too,  in  Paphian  shades, 

His  hair  with  rosy  fillet  braids, 

"When  with  the  blushingr,  sister  Graces, 

The  wanton  winding  dance  he  traces.' 

Then  bring  me,  showen  of  roses  bring, 

And  shed  them  o*er  me  while  I  sing, 

Or  while,  great  Bacchus,  round  thy  shrine, 

Wreathing  my  brow  with  rose  and  vine, 

I  lead  some  bright  nymph  through  the  dance,* 

Commingling  soul  with  every  glance. 


ODE  XLV. 


Wrrmif  this  goblet,  rich  and  deep, 

I  cradle  all  my  woes  to  sleep. 

Why  should  we  breathe  the  sigh  of  fear. 

Or  pour  the  unavailing  tear? 

For  death  will  never  heed  the  sigh. 

Nor  soften  at  the  tearful  eye ; 

And  eyes  tint  i^iaride,  eyes  that  weep. 

Must  all  alike  be  sealed  in  sleep. 

Then  let  us  never  vainly  stray. 

In  search  of  thorns,  from  pleasure's  way  ;* 

^  Wun  with  tksUtuking,  aiaUr  Ormet^ 
The  wanton  winding  dance  ka  traeaa.]  ^'ThU  swee  Idea 
of  Love  d&ncing  with  the  Graces,  is  almost  peculiar  tc  An- 
acreon.*' — Degen. 

*  /  lead  soma  bright  nfmph  through  the  danett  dre.]  The 
epithet  fiaOvKoXwoSi  which  he  gives  to  the  njnnph,  is  literally 
"full-bosomed.** 

*  Tien  let  ue  never  vainly  etrajf,  | 
In  eeareh  of  thome,  from  ploaenre*e  wof ;  ire.]  I  have 

thus  endeavored  to  convey  the  meaning  of  ri  it  ro»  0toy 
irXayu/iat ;  according  to  Regnler*s  paraphrase  of  the  line  :— 

E  che  val,  taor  della  streda 
Del  placere  alma  e  gradlta, 
Vaneggiare  in  qnesta  vita  1 

«  The  fastidious  affectation  9f  some  commentators  has  de- 
nounced this  ode  as  spurious.  Degen  pronounces  the  four 
last  lines  to  be  the  patchwork  of  some  mlser&ble  verslfleator, 
aad  Brunck  condemns  the  whole  ode.  It  appean  to  me,  on 
the  contrary,  to  be  elegantly  graphical ;  (bit  of  delicate  ex- 
pressions and  luxuriant  Imagery.  The  abruptness  of  ISt  wus 
tmpos  ^avtrrot  is  striking  and  spirited,  and  has  been  Imitated 
rather  languidly  by  Horace  :— 

Vides  ut  alta  stet  nlve  candldum 
Boracte 

The  imperative  (^  is  laflnllely  more  Impressive ;— as  in 
Bh^^speare, 

But  look,  tbs  morn,  la  rnseet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o*er  tbs  dtw  of  yoa  high  eaatera  hUl. 


But  wisely  quaff  the  rosy  wwrtt 
Which  Bacchus  knres,  whidi  Biiodmi  gave 
And  in  the  goblet,  rich  and  deq>» 
Cradle  oar  crying  woes  to  deefN 


ODE  XLVI.« 


Behold,  the  young,  the  rosy  Spring, 
Gives  to  the  bfeexe  her  scented  whig; 
While  virgin  Graces,  warm  with  May, 
Fling  roses  o*er  her  dewy  way.* 
The  mutmuring  billows  of  the  deep 
Have  languished  mto  wJboi  sleep  f 
And  mark !  the  flitting  sea-buds  lave 
Their  plumes  m  the  reflecting  wave ; 
While  cranes  fhnn  hoary  winter  fly 
To  flutter  in  a  kinder  dty. 
Now  the  genial  star  of  day 
Dissolves  the  mmky  ckmdi  away ; 
And  cultured  field,  and  wmding  sCieamy'* 
Are  freshly  glittering  in  his  beam. 

Now  the  earth  prolific  swells 
With  leaiy  buds  and  flowery  beDs ; 
Gemming  shoots  the  olive  twine, 
ClusteiB  ripe  festoon  the  vine  ; 
All  along  the  branches  creeping. 
Through  the  velvet  foliage  peeping, 
little  infant  fruits  we  see, 
Nursing  into  luxury. 

There  is  a  simple  and  poetical  description  of  Spring,  hi 
Catullus^s  beautiful  farewell  to  Blthjmla.    Carm.  44. 

Barnes  conjectures,  in  his  life  of  our  poet,  that  this  ode 
was  written  aAer  he  had  returned  At>m  Athens,  to  settle  in 
his  paternal  seat  at  Teos ;  where,  in  a  little  villa  at  some 
distance  from  the  city,  commanding  a  view  of  the  /Egmt 
Sea  and  the  Islands,  he  contemplated  the  beauties  of  nature 
and  enjoyed  the  felicities  of  retirement.  Vide  Banes,  la 
Anac.  Vita,  $  xxxv.  This  supposition,  however  unauthea- 
tlcated,  forms  a  pleasing  association,  which  renden  the  porna 
more  Interesting. 

Chevreau  says,  that  Gregory  Nazlanaenus  has  paraphrased 
somewhere  this  description  of  Spring ;  but  I  cannot  meet 
with  it    Bee  Chevreau,  (Euvres  Mdl^es. 

**Ck>mpare  with  this  ode  (says  Degen)  the  verses  of  Haga- 
dom,  book  fourth,  *  der  Friihllng,*  and  book  fifth,  *  der  UaL*** 

*  While  virgin  Oraeee,  warm  with  May^ 

Fling  roses  o'er  her  dewy  way.]  Do  Pauw  reads,  Xaptrvf 
fo6a  ffpvovotv^  "  the  roses  display  their  graces.*'  This  is  not 
unlngenious ;  but  we  lose  by  it  the  beauty  of  the  personifi- 
cation, to  the  boldness  of  which  Rcgnier  has  rather  fkivo- 
lously  objected. 

*  Tike  murmuring  billows  of  the  deep 

Have  languished  into  silent  sleep ;  4«.]  It  has  been  justly 
remarked,  that  the  liquid  flow  of  the  line  avaXwerai  yakn¥^ 
is  perfectly  expressive  of  the  tranquillity  which  it  describes. 

*  And  cultured  fields  and  winding  stream,  4^.]  By  0por»^ 
tpya,  »•  the  works  of  men,"  (says  Baxter,)  he  means  citlea, 
temples,  and  towns,  which  are  then  illamlna^  «y  the 
beams  of  the  sun. 


MOORED  WORKSL 


r  VIM  1  <|iMiij  bcran  my  0yvs 
icfpociieglaiyrinf 
And  frHbeii'd  by  the  goUeCi  dewa, 
Mr  aoo!  invokes  the  heayenly  Mose. 
When  wine  I  drink,  all  eonow's  o*er; 
I  think  of  doobts  and  fean  no  more; 
But  acatter  to  the  railing  wind 
Eadi  gloomy  phantom  of  the  mind. 
When  I  drink  wme,  th'  ethereal  boy, 
Bacchoa  himaelf,  paitakeo  my  joy ; 
And  while  we  dance  thioogh  venial  bowen,* 
Whoae  er'ry  breath  comee  fnA  from  flowen, 
In  wine  he  makes  my  senses  swim, 
Till  the  gale  bfeathes  of  naught  bat  hun ! 

Again  I  drink, — and,  lo,  there  seems 
A  calmer  l%fat  to  fill  my  dreams ; 
The  lately  mfiSed  wreath  I  spread 
With  steadier  liand  anmnd  my  head ; 
Then  take  the  l3rre,  and  sing  **  how  blest 
The  life  of  him  who  lives  at  rest !" 
Bat  then  comes  witching  vrine  again. 
With  giorioas  vroman  in  its  train ; 
And,  while  rich  perfames  round  me  rin. 
That  seem  the  breath  of  woman's  sighs, 

>  Faber  fhinks  thte  ode  ipnikms;  Imt,  I  belieTe,  he  is 
siDgular  in  his  opiaioB.  It  has  all  the  spirit  of  oor  author, 
like  the  wreath  which  he  praseated  la  the  dream,  *'it 
smells  of  AaacreoB.** 

The  form  of  the  oriflaal  Is  remarkable.  It  is  a  kind  of 
■OBf  of  seven  qaatraln  stanzas,  each  hefinnlng  with  the  line 
'Or*  ty**  mw  rev  •{»•». 

The  first  staasa  akme  Is  incomplete,  ronilstinf  Imt  of 
three  lines. 

**Compare  with  this  poem  (lays  Degen)  the  vnaes  of 
Haiwdom,  lib.  v^  *  der  Wela,*  where  that  divine  poet  has 
wantoned  In  the  praises  of  wine.** 

Dreamt  •fpoeUe  gltrff  rite  ;]  **  Anacreon  is  not  the  only 
one  (lajs  Longeplerre)  whom  wine  has  inspired  with  poetry. 
We  find  an  epigram  la  the  flnt  book  of  the  Anthologia, 
which  begins  that :~ 

Otwof  rot  XB^in^rt  ptyai  ircXci  Inrof  aoi^, 
*T^<j/>  6t  vivwv,  raXoy  n  rutta  trtf. 
If  with  water  yoa  fill  ap  yoar  glasses, 
Yoa*U  never  write  any  thing  wise; 
For  wine*s  the  tnie  borM  of  Parnassus, 
Which  carries  a  bard  to  the  skies ! 
*  ^ndwkOtmedmuttkrmifkvtmMlhawtrtti*,]    Ifeome 
of  the  translators  had  observed  Doctor  Trapp*s  cantion, 
with  regard  to  roXvayOwtir  /  s»  avpatt,  **  Gave  ne  ccstam  In- 
telligas,**  they  wonld  not  have  spoiled  the  simplicity  of 
Anacreon*s  flmcy,  by  snch  extravagant  conceptions  as  the 
following  :— 

Qnand  Jb  bols,  moa  cell  s*lmagine 
Qne,  dans  an  tonrbiUon  plain  de  paiflnu  dhreis, 
Bacchofl  m*empQrte  dans  les  alra, 
BempU  de  aa  Uqnenr  divine. 


Bright  riiapes,  of  evefy  hne  and  j 
Upon  my  ^™*fl«"g  fancy  swamif 
Tm  the  whole  worid  of  beaoty  m 
To  crowd  into  my  danled  diwiiii 
When  thm  I  drink,  my  heart  id 
And  rins  as  the  cap  declines ; 
Sises  in  the  genial  flow. 
That  none  bat  social  qiiriti  know 
Whoi,  with  young  levelleis,  roui 
The  old  themselves  grow  yoong  i 
Oh,  when  I  drink,  troe  joy  is  mil 
There's  bliss  in  every  diiip  of  wk 
AH  other  blesaingB  I  have  knows 
I  scarcely  dared  to  call  my  own; 
Bat  this  the  Fates  can  ne'er  doil 
Tin  death  o'enhadows  all  my  jqg 


ODELL» 


Flt  not  thns  my  brow  of  oMi 
Lovely  wanton !  fly  not  so. 
Thoagh  the  ^«ne  of  age  is  wA 
Thoagh  yoath*s  brilliant  flmh  ■ 
StiU  Fm  doom'd  to  sigh  for  Am 
Blest,  if  thoa  ooaldst  sigh  for  i 


Or  this :— 


Indimlmena 
Mentre  lieto  ebro^  dellra^ 
Baccholagiro 
Per  la  vaga  aura  i 


«  Wktth  with  ywoy  rsestfgrs,  rmmd  l| 
Tkt  tU  tktmttlwt  grtm  ytmmg  im  4| 
Gairs  edition  of  Anacreon,  we  find  somei 
the  Biavei  of  the  andenti,  which  appfl 
Jonmals.  At  the  opening  of  the  oAm 
agers  of  that  spectadereqoested  FrofoMi 
some  nncnmmoB  name  for  their  ftMib^ 
word  ^Thlaae,**  which  was  adopted  ;mi 
questioned  the  propriety  of  the  ten^  i 
criticisms  to  Gail  throogh  the  mediam^ 

•  Albertl  has  Imitated  this  ode;  aadi 
lowing  epigram,  has  given  a  verdoa  of  j| 


Cor,  Lalage,  aiea  vita,  i 

Cor  ftigis  e  nostro  pnkhrapoidla^ 
Ne  Aigias,  sint  spam  licet  mea  tanj 

Inqne  too  roseas  flilgeat  on  eol  j 
Aspice  at  inteztas  deeeaat  qaoqacjl 

Candida  porpareb  lilla  i 

Oh !  why  repel  my  soaTs  li 

And  fly,  beloved  maid,  these  loatf 
Is  it,  that  wintry  time  has  strew*!  ■ 

While  thine  are  all  the  sanuBSi^l 

See  the  rich  garland  cnird  la  veowf 
Where  the  yoang  rosebad  with  iljj 

80,  la  Love*s  wreath  we  both '^ 

And  I  the  Uly  be. 


bwebochm^ff 
aadthonthenl 


ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


91 


See,  in  fonder  flowwy  bnid, 
CulTd  for  thee,  my  Unehmg  maid,* 
How  the  me,  of  orieat  glow, 
Biinglee  with  the  lUy*!  snow ; 
BfariL,  bofw  fweet  their  tints  agxee, 
Jnety  my  giil,  like  thee  and  me ! 


QDBUL^ 


AwAT,  away,  ye  men  of  rules, 

What  haTe  I  to  do  with  schools? 

They'd  make  me  leam,  they'd  make  me  think. 

But  would  they  make  me  lore  and  drink? 

Teach  me  this,  and  let  me  swim 

My  eool  npon  the  goblet's  brim ; 

Teach  me  this,  and  let  me  twine 

Some  Ibnd,  reqwnshre  heart  to  mine,* 

For,  age  begins  to  blanch  my  brow, 

Pre  thne  for  naagfat  but  pleasure  now. 

Fly,  and  cool  my  goblet's  glow 
At  yonder  fomitain's  gelid  flow ; 
m  qaaS^  my  boy,  and  calmly  sink 
Tldi  sool  to  dnmber  as  I  drink. 
Soon,  too  soon,  my  jocund  slare, 
ToqH  deck  your  master's  grassy  grave ; 


SH«  ni  JftUmMF  JUW0f^  QTMtmf 

tet  ABScieiWi  pltadi  Jbrlbe  whiteness  of  his  locks,  firom  the 
knatfofthseotorfai  fulaads,  asbepherd,  in  Theocritus, 
laiMiisi  10 lecMDBeod  his  black  hair :— 

Km  rs  199  fuXaw  Ctfri,  xai  i  ypavra  icucivOoSf 
AAX'  tfttat  t¥  TOif  OTt^aytiii  ra  wpona  Xsyorrat/' 

Longepitrre,  Barnes^  ifc 

•  'TMils  doabHets  the  work  of  a  more  modem  poet  than 
;  fcr  at  the  period  when  he  lived  rhetoricians  were 
•"•Dtgm. 

this  ode  Is  fimnd  in  the  Vatican  manoicript,  I  am 
to  agrae  ia  this  aignment  against  Its  anthen- 
tttaf ;  fe  though  the  dawnlngs  of  the  art  of  rhetoric  mif  ht 
■Iwsdy  kavo  appeared,  the  first  who  gave  it  any  celebrity 
was  Gosazof  Sfiacase,  and  he  flourished  in  the  centnry  af- 


Osr  pootaatkipated  the  ideas  of  Eplcnms,  in  his  aversion 
tofhe  labon  of  taanlng,  as  well  as  his  devotion  to  volnp- 
tossaen.  Hmn9  am^ev  /toKoptot  ^ytrs,  said  the  jdiiloso- 
phw  of  the  fwrdea  in  a  letter  to  Pythoeles 

*  TWdl  SM  <klf,  Siidte  iM  fattas 
tmmfmi  rttfmuiM  kmri  to  wmu,]  By  x^^w  Afpo- 
krm  beiv,  I  madontaBd  some  beantUhl  girl,  in  the  same 
■saesr  that  Am(«s  is  odea  used  for  wine.  *' Golden"  is 
faqasady  aa  epithet  of  beanty.  Thns  in  VirgU,  *"  Venus 
SBMa^  aad  ia  Propertiiis,  **Cpithia  anrea.*'  Tlbnllos, 
calls  aa  old  woBum  **  golden.** 

d*Avtaffl  Anoalmi,  as  asnal,  wantons  on 


And  there's  an  end — for  ah,  yon  know 
They  drink  bat  little  wine  below  !* 


ODEUIL 


When  I  behold  the  festive  train 
Of  dancing  youth,  I'm  young  again ! 
Memory  wakes  her  magic  trance. 
And  wings  me  lightly  through  the  dance 
Come,  Cybeba,  smiling  maid ! 
CuU  the  flower  and  twine  the  braid ; 
Bid  the  blush  of  summer's  rose 
Bum  upon  my  forehead's  snows  f 
And  let  me,  while  the  wild  and  young 
4  Trip  the  mazy  dance  along, 
Fling  my  heap  of  years  away, 
And  be  as  wild,  as  young,  as  they. 
Hither  haste,  some  cordial  soul  I 
Help  to  my  lips  the  brimming  bowl ! 
And  you  shall  see  this  hoary  sage 
Forget  at  once  his  locks  and  age. 
He  still  can  chant  the  festiye  hymn, 
He  still  can  kiss  the  goblet's  brim  f 
As  deeply  quafl*,  as  largely  fill, 
And  play  the  fool  right  nobly  sUIL 


E  m*  Insegni  con  pin  rare 
Forme  accorte  d*  involare 
Ad  amabile  beltade 
II  bel  cinto  d*  onestade. 

*  And  there's  an  end— for  ah^  you  know 

Tkefi  drink  but  little  wine  below  /]    Thus  Malnard  :— 

La  Mort  nons  gnette ;  et  qnand  ses  lois 

Nons  ont  enferm^s  nne  fois 

An  sein  d*une  fosse  profonde, 

Adien  bons  vins  et  bon  repas ; 

Ma  science  ne  trouve  pas 

Des  cabarets  en  Tantre  monde. 
From  Mainard,  Gombanld,  and  De  CaiUy,  old  French 
poets,  some  of  the  best  epigrams  of  the  English  language 
have  been  borrowed. 

*  Bid  the  bluek  of  enmmer*e  rose 

Burn  upon  «iy  forekead'e  enowe ;  fee.}  Licetns,  in  his 
Hieroglyphica,  quoting  two  of  our  poet*s  odes,  where  he  calls 
to  his  attendants  for  garlands,  remarks,  "Constat  igitur 
floreas  coronas  poetis  et  potantibus  in  symposio  convenire, 
non  antem  sapientibus  et  phllosophlam  afiectantibus.**— "  It 
appears  that  wreaths  of  flowers  were  adapted  for  poets  and 
revellers  at  banquets,  but  by  no  means  became  those  who  had 
pretensions  to  wisdom  and  philosophy.*'  On  this  principle, 
in  his  153d  chapter,  he  discovers  a  refinement  in  Virgil,  de- 
scribing the  garland  of  the  poet  Silenns,  as  fallen  oflT;  which 
distinguishes,  he  thinks,  the  divine  intoxicaUon  of  Bilenus 
from  that  of  common  drunkards,  who  always  wear  their 
crowns  while  they  drink.  Such  is  the  "  labor  ineptianaa 
of  commentators ! 

*  Be  etiU  earn  kiee  the  gobleft  brim,  drc.]    Whie  is  pre- 
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ODE  LIV.i 
MxTHikKB,  the  pictured  boll  we  lee 
Li  aniorom  Jove— it  most  be  he !    . 
How  fondly  Uest  he  eeems  to  bear 
That  fairest  of  Phoenician  fan: ! 
How  proud  he  breasts  the  foamy  tide. 
And  spurns  the  billowy  surge  aside ! 
Could  any  beast  of  vulgar  vein 
Undaunted  thus  defy  the  main? 
No :  he  descends  (rom  climes  abovoi 
He  looks  the  God,  he  breathes  of  Jove  !* 


ODE  LV.» 
WmLK  we  mvoke  the  wreathed  spring, 
Resplendent  rose !  to  ihee  we'll  sing.'^         4 

scribed  by  Galen,  as  an  excellent  medicine  for  old  men : 
**  Quod  frigidos  et  hnmorlbas  ezpletos  calefltciat,  &c.  ;**  but 
Nature  was  Anacreon*s  physician. 

There  Is  a  proverb  in  Eriphus,  as  quoted  by  Athenieus, 
which  says,  "  that  wine  makes  an  old  man  dance,  whether 
be  will  or  not** 

Aoyof  €91*  a/>x<i<oft  ov  icaKtas  cx<>>v« 
Otvov  \cyovffi  rovs  ytpovraf,  o)  rarep^ 
lUiOsiv  x^ptttv  o«  hikoyrai. 
1  "This  ode  is  written  upon  a  picture  which  represented 
the  rape  of  Europa.**— JHoi^mm  Daeier. 

It  may  probably  have  been  a  description  of  one  of  those 
coins,  which  the  Sidonians  struck  off  in  honor  of  Europa, 
representing  a  woman  carried  aeraes  the  sea  by  a  bull.  Thus 
Natalis  Comes,  lib.  viii.  cap.  23.  "  Sidonil  nuroismata  cum 
fisminft  tauri  dorso  insidente  ac  mare  transfivtante  cndemnt 
in  ejus  honorem.**  In  the  tittle  treatise  upon  the  goddess  of 
Syria,  attributed  very  falsely  to  Lucian,  there  is  mention  of 
this  coin,  and  of  a  temple  dedicated  by  the  Sidonians  to 
Astart^,  whom  some,  it  appears,  confounded  with  Ehiropa. 

The  poet  Moschus  hav  left  a  very  beanUAil  idyl  on  the 
■  ory  ofEuropa. 

'  JV0 :  he  descend*  from  elimee  abovet 
Be  looks  the  Ood^  ke  breathe*  of  Jove  I]     Thus  Mos- 
chus:— 

Kpv^l/t  9cov  Kat  rpt^t  Upar  Kat  yt^i'iTo  ravpos. 
The  God  forgot  himself,  his  Leaven,  for  love. 
And  a  buirs  form  belied  th*  almighty  Jove. 

•  This  ode  is  a  brilliant  panegyric  on  the  rose.  "  All  an- 
tiquity (says  Barnes)  has  prodoeed  nothing  more  beantifhl.*' 

FVom  the  idea  of  peculiar  excellence,  which  the  ancients 
attached  to  this  flower,  arose  a  pretty  proverbial  expression, 
used  by  Aristophanes,  according  to  Suidas,  ^6a  p*  cip^jcar* 
**  You  have  spoken  roses,**  a  phrase  somewhat  limilar  to  tlie 
"  dire  des  flenrettes**  of  the  French.  In  the  same  idea  of  ex- 
cellence originated,  I  doubt  not,  a  very  curious  application 
of  the  word  ^6ov,  for  which  the  inquisitive  reader  may  eon- 
salt  Gaulmlnus  upon  the  eptthalamium  of  our  poet,  where 
It  is  introduced  In  the  romance  of  Theodoras.  Muretus,  In 
one  of  his  elegies,  calls  his  mistress  his  rose  :— 

Jam  te  igitur  rarsos  teneo,  forroosula.  Jam  te 
(Quid  trepldas  1)  teneo ;  jam,  rosa,  te  teneo.       Eleg.  8. 
Now  I  again  may  clasp  thee,  dearest. 
What  Is  there  now,  oa  earth,  thon  foanstt 


Whose  breath  perftames  th'  Olyn^iaB 
Whose  virgin  bhish,  of  chasCen'd  dye^ 
Enchants  so  much  our  mortal  eye. 
When  pleasure's  springtide  season  gkn 
The  Graces  love  to  wreath  the  rose ; 
And  Venus,  m  its  fresh-blown  leave^f 
An  emblem  of  herself  perceives. 
Oil  hath  the  poet's  magic  tongue 
The  rose's  fair  luxuriance  song  f 
And  long  the  Muses,  heavenly  maid% 
Have  reared  it  in  their  timeful  diadei^ 
When,  at  the  eariy  glance  of  moiii,  ' 
It  sleeps  upon  the  glittering  thotn, 
'Tis  sweet  to  dare  the  tangled  fenee^ 
To  cull  the  timid  flow'ret  tfaenoe. 
And  wipe  with  tender  hand  sway 
The  tear  that  on  its  blushes  lay  I 
'Tis  sweet  to  hold  the  infant  stemiy 
Yet  dropping  with  Aurora's  g&am. 

Again  these  longing  arms  Infold  thet^ 
Again,  my  rose,  again  I  hold  thee. 

This,  like  most  of  the  terms  of  eadeannentl 
Latin  poets,  is  taken  from  Plautus ;  they  W(^ 
colloquial  in  his  time,  but  are  among  the  eilM 
modern  Latinists.  ' 

Passeratius  alludes  to  the  ode  before  m,  HI 
of  his  poem  on  the  Rose : — 

Carmine  digna  rosa  est ;  veUem « 
Teius  argutA  cednit  testudine  vatet. 

«  Resplendent  roeel  to  thee  we*U  *in£;] 
over  the  line  ow  craipct  av^ti  ptXmiVt  which  I  ,^ 
original  reading,  and  has  been  very  little  U 
annotators.  I  should  suppose  It  to  be  an  la^ 
were  nut  for  a  line  which  occurs  afterwards;^ 
Xsyupty.  .^ 

•  And  Venn*,  in  its  freth-hUnon  lent*,  4^^ 
not»upon  an  old  French  poet,  quotlaf  Hm 
a^poStotuv  T*  t^ppOf  translates  it,  **ooaBfli^] 
mignardises  de  Venus.'*  -  j 

•  Ofl  hath  the  poeVe  magU  ton/pu  1[ 
The  rose**  fair  luzurianee  *ung  ;  4rc']    fll 

a  fragment  of  the  Lesbian  poetess.  It  Is  dCsii 
of  Achilles  Tatius,  who  appears  to  have  TesoM 
into  prose.  Et  rots  avOeotv  rfieXev  hZnt  sm 
foio¥  av  rwv  avOttav  effaoiXivt.  yns  eort  k 
XopOf  ofBaXpoi  ayOeto^t  Xetpotvos  s/>«9i}/ia,« 
Eptttrof  iryei,  A^poiiriiv  irpo^sytt,  evtiiem  ^ 
vriroti mraXots  rpv^S.  to  weriXop  rtpT 

If  Jove  would  give  the  leaiy  I 
A  queen  for  all  their  world  of  H 
The  rose  would  be  the  choice  of  | 
And  blush,  the  queen  of  every  I 
Sweetest  child  of  weeping  nMraiii|| 
Gem,  the  vest  of  earth  adoralBi^  ^ 
Eye  of  gardens,  light  of  lawns, 
Nursling  of  soft  summer  dawns ;  \- 
Love*i  own  earliest  sigh  it  famJktk' 
Beanty*s  brow  with  lustre  wreattf^ 
And,  to  young  Zephyr*s  wam  esMI 
Spreads  abroad  its  verdant  treissa^ 
Till,  blushing  with  the  wanton's  gp 
Its  cheek  wears  e*en  a  ikher  nf  t 
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And  taste,  nncloy'd  by  rich  < 
All  the  blJM  that  wine  ] 
He,  who  iiupiies  the  youth  to  bound 
Elastic  through  the  dance's  nrand« — 
Bacchus,  the  god  again  is  here, 
And  leads  along  the  blushing  year ; 
The  blushing  year  with  vintage  teems, 
Ready  to  shed  those  cordial  streams, 
Which,  spaiidingjn  the  cup  of  mirth, 
Illuminate  the  sons  of  earth !' 

Then,  when  the  ripe  and  vermil  wine, — 
Blest  infant  of  the  pregnant  vine. 
Which  now  in  mellow  clustere  swells, — 
Oh  !  when  it  bursts  its  roseate  cells. 
Brightly  the  joyous  stream  i^all  flow. 
To  balsam  every  mortal  wo ! 
None  shall  be  then  cast  down  or  weak, 
For  health  and  joy  shall  light  each  cheek ; 
No  heart  will  then  desponding  sigh. 
For  wine  shall  bid  deqwndence  fly. 
Thus — till  another  autumn's  glow 
Shall  bid  another  vintage  flow. 


ODE  LVILt 


Whose  was  the  artist  hand  that  qpread 
Upon  this  disk  the  ocean's  bed  7* 
And,  in  a  flight  of  fancy,  high 

^  ¥Vhiek,  gparkling  in  Vu  eup  of  mtrCA, 
nimminaU  fJU  son*  •/  earth!]  In  the  original  rorov 
aoTopov  Koitiitop.  Madame  Dacier  thinks  that  the  poet  here 
had  the  nepenthe  of  Homer  in  his  mind.  Odyssey,  lib.  It. 
Th'5  nepenthe  was  a  something  of  ezqaUite  charm,  infhsed 
by  Il«len  into  the  wine  of  her  goests,  which  had  the  power 
of  dispelling  every  anxiety.  A  French  writer,  De  Mer4, 
conjectores  thaf  this  spell,  which  made  the  bowl  so  be- 
guiling, was  the  charm  of  Helenas  conversation.  See  Bayle, 
art  Hel^ne. 

*  This  ode  is  a  very  animated  description  of  a  picture  of 
Venus  on  a  discus,  which  represented  the  goddess  in  her 
first  emergence  from  the  waves.  Aboat  two  centuries  aAer 
oar  poet  wrote,  the  pencil  of  the  artist  Apelles  embellished 
this  subject,  in  his  femous  painting  of  the  Venus  Anadyo- 
menA,  the  model  of  which,  as  Pliny  informs  us,  was  tlie 
beantiftil  Campaspe,  given  to  him  by  Alexander ;  though, 
according  to  Natalis  Cornea,  lib.  vii.  cap.  10,  it  was  Phryne 
who  sat  to  Apelles  for  the  Ace  and  brrast  of  this  Venus. 

There  are  a  few  blemishes  in  the  rending  of  the  ode  be- 
fore us,  which  have  inflnenced  Faber,  Heyne,  Bmnck,  &«. 
to  denoimce  the  whole  poem  as  spurious.  But,  "  non  ego 
panels  ofiendar  macnlis.*'  I  think  it  is  quite  beautilhl 
enough  to  be  authentic. 

*  Wko99  wag  tkt  artitt  hand  that  tpraad 

Upon  this  diak  the  aetan*»  bed  ?]  The  abruptness  of  apa 
rtf  Topevve  irewrvv  Is  finely  expressive  of  sudden  admiration, 
and  is  one  of  those  beauties  which  we  cannot  but  admire  in 
their  source,  though,  by  frequent  Imitation,  they  are  bow 
become  familiar  and  uaimpveaaive. 


As  aught  on  earthly  wmg  can  fly. 
Depicted  thus,  in  semblance  wamiy 
The  Queen  of  Love's  voloptooiM  fan 
Floatmg  along  the  sihr'ry  sea 
In  beauty's  naked  majesty ! 
Oh !  he  hath  given  th'  enamot'd  a|^ 
A  witching  banquet  of  delight. 
Where,  gleaming  through  the  watea 
Glimpses  of  undream'd  charms  appoi 
And  all  that  mystery  loves  to  sctmi^ 
Fancy,  like  Faith,  adores  imsMii.* 

Light  as  the  leaf,  that  on  the  hnm 
Of  summer  skims  the  glassy  aea^     < 
She  floats  aldng  the  ocean's  breast. 
Which  undulates  in  sleepy  rest ; 
While  stealing  on,  ^e  gently  pflkmi 
Her  bosom  on  the  heaving  biUowSL  >^ 
Her  bosom,  like  the  dew-wash'd  Ml 
Her  neck,  like  April's  sparkling  snvi 
Illume  the  liquid  path  she  traeei^ 
And  bum  within  the  stream's  embat 
Thus  on  she  moves,  in  langmd  pridtfl 
Encircled  by  the  azure  tide. 
As  some  fair  lily  o'er  a  bed 
Of  violets  bends  its  graceful  head.     - 

Beneath  their  queen's  inspiring  f/i 
The  dolphins  o'er  the  green  sea  dm 
Bearing  in  triumph  young  Desire^*  *> 
And  infant  Love  with  smiles  of  firal 

*  ^nd  aU  that  mytterf  loves  ta  aeraam, 
Fknejf,  like  Fhith^  adore*  nnaetnt  4«.]    H 

has  all  the  delicate  character  of  the  acsriM 
and  afiords  a  happy  specimen  of  what  the  ft 
ought  to  be— glowing  bnt  through  a  veil,  ail 
the  heart  from  concealment.  Few  of  tli^i 
attained  this  modesty  of  descrlpUon,  whlel^ 
cloud  that  hung  over  Jupiter  and  Juao^  |» 
every  beam  but  that  of  fancy.  .^ 

*  Her  botonty  like  the  dew-wa»h*d  rsfi^  <9 
(says  an  anonymous  onnntator)  is  a  wbimM 
the  bosom."  Neither  Catallns  nor  Gray  ftM 
opinion.    The  former  has  the  ezpresaioa,     i 

En  hie  in  roseis  latet  papUlli| 

And  the  latter,  ] 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-bosom  u  tioim 

Z^rottus,  a  modem  LatinLst,  might  indeed  ll 

too  vague  a  use  of  the  epithet  "rosy,"  wiM 

to  the  eyes :— "  e  roseii  ocolii.**  * 

• foung  Desire,  <<.]    la  dis  "H 

who  was  the  same  deity  with  Jocus  asM^ 
Aurelius  Augurellos  has  a  poem  beginain^w 
Invitat  olim  Bacchus  ad  conem  Ml 
Comon,  Jocnm,  Cupidlnem. 
Which  Pamell  has  closely  imitated :» 

Gay  Bacchus,  liking  Estconrt!*8  til 

A  noble  meal  bespoke  us ; 
And  for  the  guests  that  wera  te  A 
Brought  Comus,  Love,  aad  Um 
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Of  itMy  yonthfl  and  ▼iigini  tair. 
Ripe  aa  the  melting  fruita  they  bear. 
Now,  now  they  preaa  the  pregnant  grapea, 
'  And  now  thecaptire  atream  eacapea, 
In  fervid  tide  of  nectar  guahing. 
And  for  ita  bondage  proudly  bliohing ! 
While,  round  the  vat'a  impuxpled  brini« 
The  choral  aong,  the  vintage  hymn 
Of  roay  youtha  and  virgina  fair, 
Steala  on  the  charm'd  and  echoing  air. 
Mark,  how  they  drink,  with  all  their  eyea. 
The  orient  tide  that  sparkling  fliea, 
The  infant  Bacchua,  bom  in  mirth, 
Whfle  Love  atanda  by,  to  haQ  the  birth. 

When  he,  whoee  verging  yean  decline 
Aa  deep  into  the  vale  aa  mine, 
When  he  inhalea  the  vintage-cup, 
Hia  feet,  new-wing'd,  fnm  earth  (firing  iq>. 
And  aa  he  dances,  the  freah  air 
Playa  whiqiering  through  hia  aflvery  hair. 
Meanwhile  young  groupa  whran  love  invites, 
To  joya  e'en  rivalling  wine's  deligfata. 
Seek,  arm  in  arm,  the  shadowy  grove. 
And  there,  in  words  and  looks  of  love. 
Such  aa  fond  lovers  look  and  say, 
Paas  the  aweet  moonlight  houra  away.* 


ODELX.* 
AwAKB  to  life,  my  deepmg  ahell. 
To  Phcebua  let  thy  numbers  swell ; 
And  though  no  glorious  prize  be  thine. 
No  Pythian  wreath  around  thee  twine, 
Yet  every  hour  is  glory's  hour 
To  him  who  gathers  wisdom's  flower. 
Then  wake  thee  from  thy  voiceless  dumbers. 
And  to  the  soil  and  Phrygian  numbeza. 


1  ThoM  well  acquainted  with  the  original  need  hardly  be 
iwnladed  that,  in  these  few  concluding  verses,  I  have  thought 
right  to  give  only  the  general  meaning  of  my  author,  leaving 
the  dataiU  untouched. 

•  This  hymn  to  Apollo  Is  supposed  not  to  have  been  writ- 
ten by  Anacreon;  and  it  Is  undoubtedly  rather  a  subllmer 
flight  than  the  Telan  wing  Is  accustomed  to  soar.  But,  in  a 
poet  of  whose  works  so  small  a  proportion  has  reached  us. 
diversity  of  style  is  by  no  means  a  safe  criterion.  If  we 
knew  Hoiaee  but  as  a  satirist,  should  we  easily  believe  there 
could  dwell  such  animation  in  his  lyre  1  Buldas  says  that 
our  poet  wrote  hymns,  and  thU  perhaps  is  one  of  them.  We 
rtHiPMteiva  la  what  an  altered  and  Imperfect  state  his 
^x>ik«  aw  at  pn^nU  when  we  find  a  scholiast  upon  Horace 
«lttvi«  aa  ode  ftom  the  third  book  of  Anacieon. 

|<Wlf«4Wvlttt«Wa*f»*«^*«J    Original>- 


Which,  tremUmgiy,  my  lips  repeat. 
Send  echoea  from  thy  chord  aa  aweet 
'Tia  thna  the  awan,  vnth  fa^Bng  noCea, 
Down  the  Cayster'a  current  floata, 
While  amoroua  breexea  linger  round. 
And  aigh  reqwnsive  aound  for  aound. 

Muae  of  the  Lyre !  illume  my  dream, 
Thy  Phoebus  is  my  fancy'a  theme ; 
And  hallow'd  ia  the  harp  i  bear. 
And  hallow'd  ia  the  wreath  I  wear, 
Hallow'd  by  him,  the  god  of  laya. 
Who  modulatea  the  choral  maze. 
I  aing  the  love  which  D^ibne  twmed 
Around  the  godhead'a  yielding  mind ; 
I  aing  the  bluahing  Daphne'a  flight 
From  thia  ethereal  aon  of  Light ; 
And  how  the  tender,  timid  maid 
Flew  trembling  to  the  kindly  shade,* 
Reeign'd  a  form,  alaa,  too  fair. 
And  grew  a  verdant  laurel  there ; 
Whoae  leavea,  with  aympathetic  thrill. 
In  terror  aeem'd  to  tremblenstifl ! 
The  god  pursued,  with  wing'd  desire ; 
And  when  his  hopes  were  all  on  fire. 
And  when  to  claap  the  nymi^  he  thoagb 
A  lifeless  tree  was  all  he  caught ; 
And,  stead  of  sigha  that  pleaaure  heavea^ 
Heard  but  the  west-wind  in  the  leavea ! 

But,  pause,  my  soul,  no  more,  no  moR 
Enthusiast,  whither  do  I  soar? 
Thia  Bweetly-madd'ning  dream  of  soul 
Hath  hurried  me  beyond  the  goaL 
Why  should  I  sing  the  mighty  darta 
Which  fly  to  wound  celestial  hearta. 
When  ah,  the  song,  with  sweeter  tone. 
Can  tell  the  darta  that  wound  my  own? 
Still  be  Anacreon,  still  inspire 
The  descant  of  the  Teian  lyre  :* 


To  fiew  einn^yt  icevrpovt 
^vccof  S*  aittixJ/€  ftop^r/v. 
I  find  the  word  Ktwrpov  here  has  a  double  forest 
signifies  that  "  omnium  parentem,  quam  sanctnt  I 
Ace*'  (See  Martial.)  In  order  to  confirm  this  hn| 
word  here,  those  who  are  curious  In  new  read! 
place  the  stop  after  ^vccus,  thus  :— 

To  /icy  tKwc^nyc  Ktvrpov 
^09Cb)f,  i*  aftctrpt  fiop^riv. 
«  StUl  he  Jinaereony  atill  inspire 
The  descant  of  the  Teian  lyre :]  The  original  I 
OKpeowra  fttftov.    I  have  translated  it  under  the  ■ 
that  the  hymn  is  by  Anacreon ;  though,  I  feai; 
▼ery  line,  that  his  claim  to  It  can  scarcely  be  SQ|f 
Tor  Avagpeovra  ftniov, "  Imitate  Anacreon.**    8 
lesson  given  us  by  the  lyrist ;  and  if,  in  poetry,  a  s 
gance  of  sentiment,  enriched  by  the  most  playftd  | 
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For  though  the  howPs  the  grave  of  radneai, 
Ne'er  let  it  he  the  hirth  of  madneai. 
No,  hanish  from  our  hoard  to-night 
The  reveiries  of  rude  delight ; 
To  Scythians  leave  these  wild  excesses, 
Ours  he  the  joy  that  sooths  and  hlesses ! 
And  while  the  temperate  howl  we  wreath, 
In  concert  let  our  voices  breathe, 
Beguiling  every  hour  along 
With  harmony  of  soul  and  song. 


ODE  LXin.> 
To  Love,  the  soft  and  blooming  child, 
I  touch  the  hazp  in  descant  wild ; 
To  Love,  the  babe  of  Cyprian  bowers. 
The  boy,  who  breathes  and  blushes  flowers ; 
To  Love,  for  heaven  and  earth  adore  him. 
And  gods  and  mortals  bow  before  him ! 


ODE  L3mr.« 
Habtb  thee,  nymph,  whose  well-ami'd  spear 
Wounds  the  fleeting  mountam-deer ! 
Dian,  Jove's  immortal  child. 
Huntress  of  the  savage  wild ! 
Goddess  with  the  sun-bright  hair ! 
Listen  to  a  people's  prayer. 
Turn,  to  Lethe's  river  turn, 
There  thy  vanquish'd  people  mourn  !* 


>  "  This  frafment  Is  preserred  in  Clemens  AlexaadrintM, 
Strom,  lib.  vi.  and  in  Arsenlns,  Collect  Gnec.**— Bomet. 

It  appears  to  have  been  the  openiof  of  a  hymn  in  praise 
of  Love. 

*  This  hymn  to  Diana  is  extant  in  Hephsstion.  There  is 
an  anecdote  of  oar  poet,  which  has  led  some  to  donbt  whether 
be  ever  wrote  any  odes  of  this  kind.  It  Is  related  by  the 
Scholiast  upon  Pindar  (Isthmlonlc.  od.  ii.  v.  1,  as  cited  by 
Barnes)  that  Anacreon  being  asked,  why  he  addressed  all  his 
hymns  to  women,  and  none  to  the  deities  1  answered,  **  Be- 
cause women  are  my  deities.** 

I  have  assumed,  it  will  be  seen,  in  reporting  this  anecdote, 
the  same  liberty  which  I  have  thought  it  right  to  take  in 
translating  some  or  the  odes ;  and  It  were  to  be  wished  that 
these  little  infidelities  were  always  allowable  in  interpreting 
the  writings  of  the  ancients ;  thus,  when  nature  is  forgotten 
In  the  original,  in  the  translation  "  tamen  nsqne  recorret** 

*  TVm,  to  Lethe*  9  river  turn, 

TTUre  tJky  wmfuieh'd  people  wuuml]  Lethe,  a  river  of 
Ionia,  according  to  Stiabo,  foiling  into  the  Meander.  In  its 
neighborhood  was  the  city  called  Magnesia,  in  fltvor  of 
whose  inhabitants  oar  poet  is  supposed  to  have  addressed 
this  tapplleatloa  to  Diana.    It  was  written  (as  Madame 


Come  to  Lethe's  wavy  ihora^ 
Tell  them  they  riiaU  mourn  no: 
Thine  their  hearts,  their  altam  i 
Most  they,  Dian — most  thsy  fl 


ODE  LXV.« 


LiKB  some  wanton  filly  spoitoif 
Maid  of  Thrace,  thoa  fly'st  n^ 
Wanton  filly !  tell  me  why 
Thou  tripp'st  away,  with  sootnl 
And  seem'st  to  think  my  dooli^ 
Is  novice  in  the  bridling  art? 
Believe  me,  giri,  X  is  not  so ; 
Thoult  find  this  skilful  hand  « 
The  reins  around  that  tender  fti 
However  wild,  however  wamL 
Yes — trust  me  I  can  tame  tfaj  i 
And  turn  and  wmd  thee  in  ih^i 
Though,  wastmg  now  thy  cant 
Thotr  sport  amid  the  heibs  and^ 
Soon  Shalt  thou  feel  the  lei&'s  m 
And  tremble  at  the  wisfa'd-lor  0 


ODE  LXVU 
To  thee,  the  Queen  of  nymplMI' 
Fairest  of  all  that  fairest  shine  $ 
To  thee,  who  rul'st  with  darti  i 
This  worid  of  mortals,  yoong  On 


Dacler  coqjectares)  on  the  occasion  of  sad| 
the  Magnesians  had  been  defeated. 

«  This  ode,  which  is  addressed  to  sijil 
exists  in  Heraclides,  and  has  been  imHst|( 
by  Horace,  as  all  the  annotators  have  fM| 
Dacier  rejects  the  allegory,  which  rons  mi 
the  poem,  and  supposes  It  to  have  been  aM 
mare  belonging  to  Folycrates.  ^ 

Pierins,  in  the  fourth  book  of  bis  Hlem 
ode,  and  informs  us  that  the  hone  waa/|| 
emblem  of  pride.  ,^ 

•  This  ode  is  introdoced  in  the  BflSMi 
Prodromns,  and  is  that  kind  of  eplthalanlli 
like  a  scoUam  at  the  nuptial  banquet      •<« 

Among  the  many  works  of  the  Impntl 
which  time  and  ignorant  snperstitloii  hstiii 
loss  of  her  epithalamiams  Is  not  one  of  dMi 
plore.  Thelbllowinglinesandtedasa^l 


O\0u  yan0pt.  vet  fttv  i^  rtVMf  4| 

EffrrrcXtW,  exfts  U  vfOofm  esb 

)  BcaUfer,  In  hb  Poetlet,  on  the  B||li 
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And  oh!  tfaoa  mptkl  Ponror,  to  tliee 
Who  bear'flt  of  life  the  gnaidian  key, 
Breathmg  mj  aool  in  fenrent  pimbe» 
And  we«Tin|r  wild  my  yothre  layi, 
For  thee,  O  Qneen !  I  wake  the  lyte. 
For  thee,  thoa  blushing  young  Deaire, 
And  di !  for  thee,  thou  nuptial  Power, 
Come,  and  iOume  this  genial  hour. 

Look  on  thy  bride,  too  happy  boy^ 
And  while  thy  lambent  i^ance  of  joy 
Flays  over  aO  her  blodiing  charms, 
Dday  not,  snatch  her  to  thine  anns, 
Beforo  the  lovely,  tzembling  prey, 
like  a  yoong  biidling,  wing  away ! 
Tom,  Stratodes,  too  happy  youtbi 
Dear  to  the  Queen  of  amorous  truth, 
And  dear  to  her,  whose  jrielding  zone 
WiD  soon  resign  her  all  thine  own. 
Turn  to  M3^rilla,  turn  thine  eye. 
Breathe  to  Myrilla,  breathe  thy  sigh. 
To  then  bewitching  beauties  turn ; 
For  thee  they  blush,  for  thee  they  bum. 

Not  more  the  rase,  the  cpieen  of  iSowsn, 
OotfaloriiBs  aH  the  bloom  df  bowers. 
Than  she  unrifaUVl  grace  ducluees. 
The  sweetest  rase,  where  all  are  roses. 
Oh !  may  the  sun,  benignant,  shed 
His  blandest  mfluenee  o'er  thy  bed ; 
And  foster  there  an  infant  tree. 
To  bkxMn  like  her,  and  tower  like  thee!* 


iJtwd/stUrlUn  w  h^wt  trte, 

TV  Wms  Kit  Act,  ciul  tower /tft<aecf]  Original  Kmra- 
irrvc  it  vc^mec  en  tvt  Kiprt>,  Paaseratias,  upon  the  words 
CMi  esstWD  sinialt  llorem,**  In  the  Nuptial  Song  of  Ca- 
[0ai,  after  explaining  **  floa**  in  somewhat  a  similar  sense 
» that  which  Ganlmimis  attributes  to  foSov^  says,  **  Hortum 
pM^as  vecaat  tai  qno  flot  ille  carpltur,  et  Grnds  Kn^ov  tori 

I  wmj  KBMrk,  la  paMhig,  that  the  author  of  the  Greek 
mAm  flf  this  charmhig  ode  of  Gatnllns,  has  neglected  a 
Bsst  fliiSktaf  and  aaaeieontle  beauty  In  those  verses  **  Ut  flos 
saapilB,  fce.**  which  is  the  lepetttioo  of  the  Une,  ** Mnld 
Issi  pawf.  mails  optaHre  pneHc**  with  the  slight  altera- 
lasf  anlU  and  nolle  Oatallns  himself,  however,  has 
lefaally  fa^lodidoas  la  his  version  of  the  Huaoos  ode  of 
»;  havlag  trnnalated  y«Xeiiaaf  tiitpotv,  but  omitted  all 
W0m^4t»  aceoDpaairlBg  chann,  Up  ^»9vcas,  Hoiaoe 
Ike  spirit  of  It  men  fidthfolly  ^— 
Doke  rtdenlem  Lalagea  amabo, 


at  la  peeeerved  Ui  the  fhbd  book  of  Strabo. 
*  Of  Urn  Tanm&Umfrittetm§  Mfs  ;J    Be  beie  attades  to 


ODE  LXVIL* 
Rich  in  bliss,  I  proudly  scorn 
The  wealth  of  Amalthea's  horn ; 
Nor  should  I  ask  to  call  the  throne 
Of  the  Tarteesian  prince  my  own  f 
To  totter  through  his  tram  of  years. 
The  victim  of  declming  fean. 
One  little  hour  of  joy  to  me 
Is  worth  a  dull  eternity ! 


ODE  LXVm.« 

Now  Neptune's  month  cur  sky  deforms, 

The  angry  night-cloud  teems  with  stonns ; 

And  savage  winds,  infuriate  driven. 

Fly  howling  in  the  foce  of  heaven ! 

Now,  now,  my  friends,  the  gathering  gloom 

With  roseate  rays  of  wine  illume : 

And  while  our  wreaths  of  parsley  spread 

Their  fadeless  foliage  round  our  head, 

Let's  hymn  th'  almighty  power  of  wine. 

And  shed  libations  on  his  shrine ! 


ODE  LXIX.* 
Thbt  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck 
And  fan  with  pensile  wreath  each  neck ; 
And  every  guest,  to  shade  his  head, 
Three  little  fragrant  chaplets  spread  f 


Arganthonins,  who  lived,  according  to  Lucian,  a  hundred 
and  fifty  years ;  and  reigned,  according  to  Herodotus,  eighty. 
See  Barnes. 

*  Tills  is  composed  of  two  (higments;  the  seventieth  and 
eighty-flrat  in  Barnes,    lliey  are  both  found  in  Enstathius. 

*  Three  fragments  form  this  little  ode,  all  of  which  are  pre- 
served in  Athenteus.  They  are  the  eighty-«econd,  seventy- 
fifth,  and  eighty-third,  in  Barnes. 

*  Jind  every  guul,  to  shade  ki*  head. 

Three  litUt  fragrant  chaplets  spread  ;]  Longeplerre,  to 
give  an  idea  of  the  luxurious  estimation  in  which  garlands 
were  held  by  the  ancients,  relates  an  anecdote  of  a  courte- 
san, who,  in  order  to  gratify  three  lovers,  without  leaving 
cause  for  Jealousy  with  any  of  them,  gave  a  kiss  to  one,  let 
the  other  drink  after  her,  and  put  a  garland  on  the  brow  of 
the  third ;  so  that  each  mis  satisfied  with  his  fkvor,  and 
flattered  himself  with  the  preference. 

This  circumstance  resembles  very  much  the  subject  of  one 
of  the  tsnsans  of  Savari  de  Mauldon,  a  troubadour.  Bee 
L'Histoire  Lltt^raire  des  Troubadours.  The  recital  is  a  cn- 
rlons  picture  of  the  puerile  gallantries  of  chivalry. 
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And  one  was  of  th'  ISgyptian  leaf, 

The  rest  were  roses,  fair  and  brief: 

WhQe  from  a  golden  vase  profound, 

To  all  on  flowery  beds  around, 

A  Hebe,  of  celestial  shape, 

Pour'd  the  rich  droppmgs  of  the  grape ! 


ODE  LXX.i 
A  BROKEN  cake,  with  honey  sweet, 
Is  all  my  spare  and  simple  treat: 
And  while  a  generous  bowl  I  crown 
To  float  my  little  banquet  down, 
I  take  the  soft,  the  amorous  lyre. 
And  sing  of  love's  delicious  fire : 
In  mirthful  measures  warm  and  firee, 
I  sing,  dear  maid,  and  sing  for  thee ! 


ODE  LXXI> 
Wrra  twenty  chords  my  lyre  is  hung. 

And  while  I  wake  them  all  for  thee. 
Thou,  O  maiden,  wild  and  young, 

Disport'st  in  airy  levity. 

The  nureling  fawn,  that  in  some  shade 
Its  antler'd  mother  leaves  behind,* 

Is  not  more  wantonly  afraid. 
More  timid  of  the  rustling  wind ! 


ODE  Lxxn.« 

Fare  thee  well,  perfidious  maid. 
My  soul,  too  long  on  earth  delayed, 

1  Comiriled  by  Barnes,  ftom  Athencot,  Hephntlon,  and 
Anenioi.    Bee  Bamest  80th. 

*  This  I  have  fanned  flom  the  eigbty-fonrth  and  eighty- 
fifth  of  Bames*s  edition.  The  two  firafmenti  are  firnnd  In 
Athenaeos. 

*  7%e  nursing  fawn^  thai  in  $0m»  shads 

ItstaUUi'dmotUrlsavsshskmdiA*,]  In  the  original  ^— 

iLin\ttf$ets  in  ^nrpof, 

** Horned*'  here,  nndonbtedly,  seems  a  strange  epithet; 
lladanie  Dacier  however  observes,  that  Sophocles,  Calllma* 
chns,  ttit^  have  all  applied  it  in  the  very  same  manner,  and 
she  seems  to  agree  in  the  coojectnre  of  the  scholiast  upon 
Pindar,  that  pertiaps  horns  are  not  always  peculiar  to  the 
males.  I  think  we  may  with  mors  ease  conclude  it  to  be  a 
license  of  the  poet,  *"  Jossit  habere  puellam  comna.** 

«  This  flragment  is  preserved  by  the  scholiast  upon  Aristo- 
phanes, and  is  the  eighty-seventh  In  Barnes. 


Delay'd,  peifidioai  gnl,  by  thee^ 
Is  on  the  wing  ibr  liberty. 
I  fly  to  seek  a  kindlier  sphece, 
Since  thou  hast  ceased  to  k»fe  wm 


ODE  LXXnL* 
Awhile  I  bloom'd,  a  happy  flowi 
Till  Love  approach'd  one  fiatal  Im 
And  made  my  tender  brandiM  ft 
The  wounds  of  his  aveoiging  atad 
Then  lost  I  fell,  like  some  poor  n 
That  fidls  across  the  wmtry  billoi 


ODE  LXXIV.« 
Monarch  Love,  reststless  boy, 
With  whom  the  rosy  Queen  of  Jm 
And  nymphs,  whose  eyes  have  'EEm 
Disporting  tread  the  mountain-devj 
Propitious,  oh !  recehre  my  siglis,    . 
Which,  Rowing  with  entreaty,  rin^ 
That  thou  wilt  whisper  to  the  bnag 
Of  her  I  love  thy  soft  behest ; 
And  counsel  her  to  learn  fimn  the% 
That  lesson  thou  hast  tau^  to  wm. 
Ah !  if  my  heart  no  flattery  teD,    ^ 
Thou*lt  own  I've  leam'd  that  leMB 


— -Mi...  »i 

DEUonrji  m 
vhose  lodn  mil 
»eze  like  floiid^ 


Spxeit  of  Love,  whose  lodn 
Stream  on  the  breeze  like 


•  This  is  to  be  Amnd  in  HephasiloB,  ii 
nfaith  of  Barnes's  edition. 

I  have  omitted,  ftom  among  these  serai^M 
able  tyagment  imputed  to  oar  poet,  BoyQlfll 
Ifcc,  which  is  preserved  hi  the  twelfth  beofeti 
is  the  ninety-flnt  hi  Barnes.  Ifttwasndi 
wrote  it,  *<  nil  fUt  nnquam  sic  Impar  tm^ 
of  gross  satire,  and  abounds  with  ezpssitf 
conld  be  gracefhlly  translated.  ',  a 

•  A  ftagment  preserved  by  Dion  Chrysotfl 
Begno.    Bee  Barnes,  93.  v 

V  This  ftagment,  whichis  extant  fai  a4 
101,)  is  supposed,  on  the  authority  of  OMl 
been  addressed  to  Bappha  Wehavealsoii 
to  her,  which  some  romancers  have  snppoaMh 
toAnacreon.  **Malsparmalhear,  (asBsgl 
Vint  au  monde  environ  cent  on  six  vi^aasd 
--JfowMssislaRif. dss iMU^at^VL  4»j 
The  ibUowtaig  Is  her  ftagment,  the  eongM 
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CSme,  within  a  ftagnnt  dood 
Bhahing  with  light,  thy  Totazy  ■hrood ; 
And,  on  those  wingi  that  sparkling  play. 
Waft,  oh,  waft  me  henoe  away ! 
Lore !  my  aonl  is  foil  of  thee, 
Alire  to  all  thy  Inxmy. 
Bnt  she,  the  nymph  f(»'  whom  I  glow, 
The  lot ely  Lwfaian  mocks  my  wo ; 
Smiles  at  the  chifl  and  hoary  hues, 
TbMl  time  iqion  my  forehead  strews. 
Alas !  I  fear  she  keeps  her  charms. 
In  alovB  te  yoonger,  happier  anas ! 


ODBLXXVU 

HrrasB,  gentle  Muse  oi  mine, 
Come  and  teach  thy  votary  old 

Ifany  a  goUen  hymn  divine, 
For  the  nyn^h  with  vest  of  gold. 

IfteCty  njrmph,  ci  tender  age, 
Fair  thy  alky  locks  unfold ; 

lirten  to  n  hoary  sage. 
Sweetest  maid  with  vest  ctf  gold! 


ODBLXXVILs 

Would  that  I  were  a  tuneful  lyre. 

Of  bomirii'd  ivoiy  fair. 
Which,  in  the  lliia|wiiii  choir, 

Some  Woomingfcqr  ihonld  bear ! 

WoolMidt  Lama  golden  vase, 
ThakmJMmijid  nymph  might  hold 

My  spodesaflbDe,  with  blushing  grace, 
Hecself  as  pore  as  gold ! 


I;  slit  nippoMi  that  the  Mate  has  dietaled 

OhMsMl  who  ilurft  on  foldca  thnme, 

IMU  mmmj  a  hyan  of  witehiag  toas 
The  Triaa  Mfi  Is  tught  by  thee  I 

BaitCediHs,  Ihn  thy  throae  offold, 
^  The  iwstfart  hyna  tbon'ft  ever  told, 

i  Bslsartylsani'iaadMnifoBe. 

^  ''^■HierthelildiaadllSdiftacmeBtsia  Banes, both 
M*wsi»  hs  feaai  la  SeaUiei^  Pbeties. 
^HnitkUkBitet  ihow  delKhed  Uoes  aad  eoapleti, 
kJMlpi  hss  iMieed  m  eniples  to  hli  Foedes,sn 
;  bai  efhlB  ova  flMcatiOB. 


I 


ODB  Lxxvm." 

When  Cupid  sees  how  thickly  now 
The  snows  of  Time  fall  o'er  my  brow, 
Upon  his  wing  of  golden  light. 
He  passes  with  an  eaglet's  flight. 
And  flittmg  onward  seems  to  say, 
"  Fare  thee  well,  thou'st  had  thy  day !» 


Cunn,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  ray, 
That  lights  our  life's  meandering  way. 
That  Grod,  within  this  bosom  stealing. 
Hath  waken'd  a  strange,  ming)ed  feeling, 
Which  pleases,  though  so  sadly  teasing. 
And  teases,  though  so  sweetly  [deasmg  !* 


Lkt  me  resign  this  wretched  breath, 
Since  now  remains  to  me 

No  other  balm  than  kindly  death. 
To  sooth  my  misery  !* 


I  KNOW  thou  loVst  a  brimming  measure, 
And  art  a  kindly,  cordial  host ; 

But  let  me  fill  and  drink  at  pie 
Thus  I  enjoy  the  goblet  most' 


I  FEAR  that  love  disturbs  my  rest. 
Yet  feel  not  love's  unpasrion'd  care ; 

I  thmk  there's  madness  in  my  breast. 
Yet  cannot  find  that  madness  there  V 


*  This  is  generally  inserted  among  the  remains  of  Alccas 
Some,  however,  have  attrlbnted  it  to  Anacieon.  Bee  our 
poet*s  twenty-second  ode,  and  the  notes. 

>  See  Barnes,  173d.  This  firagment,  to  which  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  of  adding  a  turn  not  to  be  fonnd  in  the  original,  is 
cited  by  Lndan  in  his  short  essay  on  the  Gallic  Hercules. 

*  Barnes,  125th.  This  Is  in  Scallger*s  Poetics.  GaU  has 
omitted  it  in  his  collection  of  fragments. 

•  This  fragment  is  extant  in  Arsenios  and  HefduBstioii. 
Bee  Barnes,  (60th,)  who  has  arranged  the  metre  of  it  very 
■kUftilly. 

•  Barnes,  79d.  This  fragment,  which  is  (bond  tn  Athe- 
n«ts,  contains  an  excellent  lesson  fbr  the  votaries  of  Japiter 
Hospitalis. 

V  Fonnd  In  HephcstloB,  (see  Barnes,  95th,)  and  iMBiDds 
oae  sosMwhat  of  the  fbUowiag :— 
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From  dread  Leucadia's  firow^jng  steep, 
ni  plunge  into  the  whitenmg  deep : 
And  there  lie  cold,  to  death  leogn'd. 
Since  Lore  intozicatee  my  mind !' 


Mix  me,  child,  a  cup  divine. 
Crystal  water,  mby  wine : 
Weave  the  frontlet,  richly  flodiing, 
0*er  my  wintry  temples  Uiohing. 
Mix  the  brinmier — Love  and  I 
Shall  no  more  the  contest  try. 
Here — upon  this  holy  bowl, 
I  sonender  all  my  soul  !* 


Among  the  Epigrams  oi  the  Anthdogia,  are  found 
some  panegyrics  on  Anacreon,  which  I  had  trans- 
lated, and  originally  intended  as  a  sort  of  Coronis  to 
this  woriL.  But  I  found,  upon  consideration,  that 
they  wanted  variety;  and  that  a  frequent  recur- 
rence, in  them,  of  the  same  thought,  would  render  a 
collection  of  such  poems  uninteresting.  I  shall  take 
the  liberty,  however,  of  subjoining  a  few,  selected 
from  the  number,  that  I  may  not  appear  to  have 
totally  ne^ected  those  ancient  tributes  to  the  fame 
of  Anacreon.  The  four  epigrams  which  I  give  are 
imputed  to  Antipater  Sidonius.  They  are  rendered, 
perhaps,  with  too  much  freedom;  but  designing 
originally  a  translation  of  aO  that  are  extant  on  the 

Odi et amo;  qnare id  Ikeiain fortasse leqnlris; 
NmcIo  :  led  fieri  Mntio,  et  sxamcior.  Carm.  53. 

I  love  tbae  and  hate  thaet  bat  if  I  can  tell 
The  cause  of  my  love  and  ny  hate,  may  I  die. 

I  can  feel  it,  alas !  I  can  feel  it  too  well. 
That  I  love  thee  and  hate  thee,  bat  cannot  tell  why. 

>  This  is  also  in  Hephcstloa,  and  perhaps  is  a  fh^tment  of 
some  poem  in  which  Anacreon  had  spmmemorated  the  flite 
of  Sappho.    It  is  the  lS3d  of  Barnes. 

*  CoUeeted  by  Barnes,  Ihmi  Demetrios  Phalarensand  Ens- 
tathios,  and  sutiioinedin  his  edition  to  the  epigrams  attribu- 
ted to  our  poet  And  here  is  the  last  of  those  little  scattered 
flowers,  which  I  thoof  ht  I  might  ventnre  with  any  grace  to 
traasplaat;~happy  if  it  eoald  be  said  of  the  gartand  which 
they  form,  Ts  ^  «i>^  AwKfiwrot, 

*  Antipater  Sidonins,  the  anther  of  this  epigrami  lived,  ae- 
eoiding  to  Yoiilas,  de  Poetls  Gnsds,  In  the  seeond  year  of 
the  IWth  Olympiad.  He  appears,  from  what  Cicero  and 
Qaintilian  have  said  of  him,  to  have  been  a  kind  of  Improv- 

8eeIastit«tOratllb.z.eap^7.   There  is  aothhig 
I  known  lespeetlng  this  poet,  exeept  sosm 


subject,  I  endeavoted  to  enfivoi  thek 
sometunes  indulging  in  the  liberties  ol 


ANTmATFOT  H^XINIOT,  HZ  AlU 
6AAAOI  rerpoKopVfifiHf  Ajfrnx^uv^  i 

tVQtitf  i*  am  ytK  ^^v  ;^<0{re  /uBwp 
o^pa  Kt  rot  vwoitn  re  kai  ovrca  rtffffw  i 

w  no  ^i>0y  vnp^aSf  fiXt,  Bap$tT09,  •§  i 
royra  ^(ovXwaaf  cat  wr  ^fM«ri  fiu&k 

Around  the  tomb,  oh,  bard  divine  I 
Where  soft  thy  hallow'd  brow  np« 

Long  may  the  deathless  ivy  twine, 
And  summer  qpread  her  waste  of  a 

And  there  shall  many  a  fount  distil* 
And  many  a  rill  refresh  the  flowetf 

But  wine  shall  be  each  purple  rill. 
And  every  fount  be  milky  showem 

Thus,  shade  of  bun,  whom  Nature  ta 
To  tune  his  lyre  and  soul  to  pleaff 

Who  gave  to  lover  his  tenderest  thoi^ 
Who  gave  to  love  his  fondest  i 


Thus,  after  death,  if  shadnjOtt  fecC. 

Thou  may'st,  from  odonipBid  thtJ 
A  pulse  of  past  enjoyment  iiiiidf 

And  live  again  in  blissful 


abont  his  Illness  and  death,  which  | 
by  Pliny  and  others ;— and  there  reiSMSre^ 
few  epigrams  in  the  Anthologia,  among  ^ 
these  inscriptions  upon  Anacreon.  These  !• 
sometimes  impated  to  another  poet*  of  ttl 
whom  Vossios  gives  as  the  following  aee« 
Thessalonicensis  vixit  tempore  Angostl  Qq 
tantem  viderit  Pyladem,  slcat  constat  ez  ^ 
grammate  KiAtlkoytatt  lib.  iv.  tit  ci;  •fOff^f^ 
Bathyllam  primos  fViisse  pantomimoe  aejp 
rnisse,  satis  notnm  ex  Dione,  kt.  Ate." 

The  reader,  who  thinks  it  worth  obsM 
strange  oversight  in  Hoflbian*s  qaotatioB  m 
Vossios,  Lexic.  Univers.  By  the  omlsskajj 
has  made  Vossios  assert  that  the  poet  Aillj 
the  first  pantomime  dancers  in  Rome. 

Barnes,  opoa  the  epigram  before  ns,  mmk 
It  by  Brodeos,  which  is  not  to  be  found  li 
tor ;  bnt  he  more  than  onoe  confoonds  Brail 
aanotator  on  the  Anthologia,  Vlnoeattm  Ci 
given  a  tnmslatioB  of  the  eidgram. 
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r  AYTOY,  EIE  TON  AYTON. 

OS  ApoKpiioprof*  h  Tii^os  sp$ait  nxvof 
uffirrt  /uXt^trut  afift  BaOvXKta 

'  ««l  K19909  \t9K0S  oSuSt  Xl0bf. 

\0i  vSiPttf  K.vrpiSt  Oipftortpii* 

pi  Anaereon,  in  this  ivied  shade ; 
»  in  death  the  Tehan  swan  is  laid.* 
that  heart,  which  while  on  earth  it  dwelt 
'eet  phrensy  of  lore's  passion  felt 
ih  Bard!  thon  art  not  mute  in  death, 
»  catch  thy  lyre's  loxurioos  hreath  f 
hy  songs  of  soft  Bathylla  bloom, 
lie  Wy  round  thy  mould'ring  tomh. 
IS  death  obscured  thy  fire  of  lore, 
lights  thee  through  the  Elysian  grove ; 
tarns  are  thine,  that  bless  itx*  elect  alono, 
s  caDs  thee  even  in  death  her  own ! 

TVmm  twn  it  laid.]  Thas  Horace  of  Pindar  :— 
[nlta  Difaenm  levat  aura  cycnom. 
the  hieroclyphieal  emblem  of  a  poet  Anacreon 
Uod  the  swan  of  Teos  by  another  of  his  eulogists. 

mt  fu)^txpots  Iftipoivt  nwrpofop 
U9f  \9^cftorra^  TtiXov  icvKvoVf 

Eo  xcyovp,  AyOoXo/. 

od  of  the  grape !  thoa  hast  betray'd 

In  wiBe*8  bewildering  dream, 
he  fiiixwt  swan  that  ever  play*d 

Along  the  Mose*s  stream  !— 

laa,  DoiMd  with  all  those  honeyM  boys, 

iBf  Deslns,  light  Loves,  and  roee-lipp*d  Joys ! 

•s  mCcA  fAy  ifrt*»  tuxurmu  breath;]    Thos 
ipsakbif  of  oar  poet  :— 

K  i^  99Xifiti  luXtrepwtos  aXX'  rrt  mvo 
0*^9  eWc  9wiap  nvaasv  ttp  atiq. 

TtftovtSaVf  AvOoXoy. 

yet  alt  all  his  nambers  mote, 
boogh  dark  within  tlM  tomb  he  lies ; 
liviag  stSU,  hb  amorous  lute 
nth  sleepless  aaimation  sighs ! 


I  SiBSoaldes,  whom  Plato  styled  "  divine,'* 
'ene,  in  his  PoCtes  Greca,  supposes  that  the  ep- 
r  hte  oame  an  all  fklsely  imputed.  The  most 
of  his  reoiBlns  is  a  satirieal  poem  upon  women, 
r  BCoiseos,  iffyt  ywatKtap, 
OMlge  ham  the  lines  I  have  just  quoted,  and  the 
9  epigram  bcfbra  us,  that  the  works  of  Anacieon 
t  Ui  the  times  of  SUnontdes  and  Antipater.  Ob- 
eooBaMotator  here,  appears  to  exult  la  their 
and  telling  as  they  were  burned  by  the  bbhops 
:hs,  he  adds,  **  nee  sane  id  necquicquam  fece- 
aUng  to  this  oatrage  an  effect  which  it  could  not 


trtt  of  Anaereoa  Is  supposed  to  utter  these  verses 
aBb,--somewhat  **  mutatns  ab  lllo,**  at  least  in 


TOY  AYTOY,  EIE  TON  AYTON. 

SEINE,  ra^y  waps  Xirov  AjfOKptioptaf  afuifiotp, 

Et  n  rof  u  ffiBXav  nXBtp  tpow  e^Xos, 
£rsiff»y  tpn  cmittif  nttvov  yapo^f  o^pa  KiP  01  yw 

Offrca  yifi^n  rapa  port^opivaj 
*Qi  h  Aiopvao9  ptptKnptPot  ovaat  XAi/tof, 

*ils  b  ftXoKpnrov  v^PTpofos  ippopt^St 
ftlifJc  KarafBifUPOs  Bcur;i^ov  St^o  rovrop  imtva 

Top  ytPtn  ptpotrup  X"^^  o^tiXoptvop} 

Oh  stranger !  if  Anacreon's  shell 
Has  ever  taught  thy  heart  to  swell^ 
With  passion's  throb  or  pleasure's  sigh. 
In  pity  turn,  as  wand'ring  nigh, 
And  drop  thy  goblet's  richest  tear* 
In  tenderest  libation  here ! 
So  shall  my  sleeping  ashes  thrill 
With  visions  of  enjoyment  still. 
Not  even  in  death  can  I  resign 
The  festal  joys  that  once  were  mine, 

«  —  ifAnaert&iCt  tkeli 

Has  ever  taught  tJky  heart  to  swell,  ^.]  We  may 
fiom  the  words  uc  0t0kup  c/iwv,  that  Anaereoa  was  not 
merely  a  writer  of  billets-doux,  as  some  French  critics  have 
called  him.  Among  these  Bfr.  Le  Fevre,  with  all  his  pro- 
fessed admiraUon,  has  given  our  poet  a  character  by  no 
means  of  an  elevated  cast: — 

Anssi  c*est  pour  cela  que  la  post^rit^ 
L*a  tonOours  Justement  d*age  en  age  chante 
Comme  un  firanc  goguenard,  ami  de  goinfkerie, 
Ami  de  billets-doux  et  de  badlnerie. 
See  the  verses  prefixed  to  his  Pontes  Grecs.    This  is  unlike 
the  language  of  Theocritus,  to  whom  Anacreon  is  indebted 
for  the  following  simple  euloglum  :— 

EIS  ANAKPE0NT02  ANAPIANTA. 
Qaoai  TOP  av6ptapra  tovtop,  w  l^tpt, 

oxoviei,  Kai  Xcy*,  txap  ts  oikop  tpBm. 
kpoKptopTOi  tiKOP*  eiiop  sp  Tew, 

TUP  wpocB'  c(  r(  9eptooop  toiomieiP. 
wpoaOeif  6s  xfi^ri  Totf  ptoivip  ^dcro, 

tpetf  arpeiataf  oXop  top  avSpa, 

Upoa  TBI  Statuk  or  AHAcaioii. 
Stranger !  who  aear  this  statue  chance  to  rooin. 

Let  it  awhile  your  studious  eyes  engage; 
That  you  may  say,  returning  to  your  home, 

"  Tve  seen  the  image  of  the  Teian  sage. 

Best  of  the  bards  who  deck  the  Muse*s  page.** 
Then,  if  you  add,  *'That  striplings  loved  him  well,** 

You  tell  them  all  he  was,  and  aptly  tell. 

I  have  endeavored  to  do  justice  to  the  simplicity  of  this  la- 
scriptioB  by  rendering  it  as  literally,  I  believe,  as  a  verse 
translation  will  allow. 

•  And  drop  tkf  gobUCs  rkhut  tear,  ^.]  Thus  ftmonldsi, 
la  another  of  his  epitaphs  on  ^nr  poet  :— 

Kai  ptp  aei  rtyyoi  poTspn  dpvvoSt  fis  h  y^oatof 
Aaportpop  paXamnp  tmusp  «r  aroparttp. 

Let  vines,  in  clust*ring  beauty  wreath*d. 
Drop  all  their  treasures  on  his  head. 

Whose  lips  a  dew  of  sweetness  breathed, 
Richer  than  vine  hath  ever  shed! 
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When  Hannony  punned  my  wayi» 
And  Bacchus  wanton*d  to  my  layi.' 
Oh !  if  delight  could  chann  Ao  more, 
If  all  the  gohlet's  blia  were  o*er, 
When  faCe  had  once  our  doom  decreed, 
Then  dying  would  be  death  indeed ; 
Nor  could  I  thmk,  unbleae'd  by  wine 
Divinity  itaelf  divine ! 


TOY  AYTOY,  EE  TON  AYTON. 

EYAEIS  t¥  fBtftiVQiaiVf  AwoKptoVf  toOXa  mniMf 

thSit  i*  h  yXoffCf)i|  rvxriXaXof  KiBapap 
thi^i  Kai  l^cpJif,  no  Uodotv  tap^  w  w  ^fXiff^ur, 

0ap0ir\  avup^von  vuerap  svapftoviov' 
nXQtbiv  yap  E/>«ir«(  t^vs  ffcoiroc'  $t  it  ot  /lotrroy 

ro^a  re  cac  noXiat  •ix'*  c«i|/?«Xias. 

1  jf Hi  Baeekms  wanUiCd  t»  aiy  fajr«,  4^0.]  The  ariglDal  here 
is  conrupted,  the  line  w;  &  Atoyvvev,  fcc^  Is  anintelllgible. 

Branck*8  emendation  ImproTei  the  sense,  but  I  doubt  if  it 
ean  be  commended  for  elegance.    He  reads  the  line  thus  :-> 

lii  h  AtMvvffoio  X<Xa9/i(yo(  cmrort  cw/iAiy. 
See  Brunck«  Analecta  Veter.  Poet  Gnec.,  vol.  U. 

*  T&jr  lutrp^  that  wki*per*d  tknmgk  each  lingering  nighty 
4^.]  In  another  of  these  poems,  the  "nightly-speaking 
lyre'*  of  the  bard  is  represented  as  not  yet  silent  even  after 
his  death. 

itt  h  fiXcucptiroi  r€  km  nvofiapm  fiXoKaitof 
wa¥¥Vxios  Kpovoi*  Tuv  ftXowaida  ycXvy. 

Xtnuvtiov,  tti  AvOKptOVTO, 

To  beauty's  smile  and  wine*s  delight, 
To  joys  he  loved  on  earth  so  well, 

BtlU  shall  his  spirit,  all  the  night, 
Attune  the  wild,  aCrial  shell ! 

*  Tkt  fun$t  ntetar  of  its  numhert,  4«.]  Thus,  says 
Drunck,  In  the  prologue  to  the  satires  of  Persius:— 

Cantare  credas  Pegaseium  nectar. 
'*  Melos"  Is  the  usual  reading  In  this  line,  and  Casaubon  has 
defended  it ;  but  **  nectar*'  is,  I  think,  much  more  spirited. 

*  She,  the  young  spring  of  tkf  duirts,  ^.]  The  original, 
re  Uod(o¥  sap.  Is  beautifhl.  We  regret  that  such  praise 
should  be  lavished  so  preposterously,  and  feel  that  the  poet's 
mistress  Eurypyle  would  have  deserved  it  better.  Her  name 
has  been  told  us  by  Meleager,  as  already  quoted,  and  hi 
another  epigram  by  Antipater. 

^yptt  St  6tpKOntvotfti¥  tv  Ofiftaatv  ovXov  atiSoif, 

mi9wm>t¥  Xiwapnt  cuf$os  int^  Kopns, 
fc  wpos  EvpvwvXtiP  TtTpapptvof  .... 
Long  may  the  nymph  around  thee  play, 

Eurypyle,  thy  soul's  desire. 
Basking  her  beauties  in  the  ray 
That  lights  thhM  eye*s  dissolving  Are ! 


%  AtuMk  tea  vpovow ;  but  xpovoi,  ths  < 
a<l»AAiAfi»uaoa. 


irsadA^.btttsriDlii 


At  length  thy  golden  houn  have  wing'd  thairfligfat, 
And  drowsy  death  that  eyelid  eteepeth ; 

Thy  hazp,  that  whisper'd  through  each  Imgeriug 
night,« 
Now  mutely  in  oblivion  deepeth ! 

She  too,  for  whom  that  haip  profusely  shed 

The  purest  nectar  of  its  numbezB,' 
She,  the  young  firing  of  thy  desires,  hath  fled« 

And  with  her  blest  Anacreon  slumbeis  !* 

Farewell !  thou  hadst  a  pulse  for  every  dait^ 
That  mighty  Love  could  scatter  from  his  qiohrer; 

And  each  new  beauty  foimd  m  thee  a  heart* 
Which  thou,  with  all  thy  heart  and  sool*  didf* 
give  her  !* 

Bing  of  her  smile's  bewitching  power. 
Her  every  grace  that  warms  and  bleiies ; 

Bing  of  her  brow's  luxuriant  flower, 
The  beaming  glory  of  her  tresses. 

The  expression  here,  a»9oi  ice/iqf  ,  *'  the  flower  of  the  telr,*' 
is  borrowed  flrom  Anacreon  himself,  as  appears  by  a  ftaf- 
ment  of  the  poet  preserved  In  Stobsns :  Avcxsipsv  ^  ^nXv 
Oftopov  avOof, 

•  FhreweUI  Oon  kadtt  a  pulse  for  ovorf  dart,  ire]  sfsff 
oKoitos,  "  Scopus  eras  naturi,"  not  **  speculator,**  as  Bamas 
very  fiilsely  Interprets  it. 

Vlncentius  Obsoposus,  upon  thte  passage,  contrives  te  is* 
dulge  us  with  a  little  astrological  wisdom,  and  talks  in  a 
style  of  learned  scandal  about  Venus,  **  male  poslla  em 
Marte  in  dome  Saturni." 

•  jf ntf  each  new  boautf  found  in  thee  a  heart,  ire]  Thii 
couplet  is  not  otherwise  warranted  by  the  original,  thaa  as 
It  dilates  the  thought  which  Antipater  has  figuratively  ex- 
pressed. 

Critias,  of  Athens,  pays  a  tribute  to  the  legitimate  gal- 
lantry of  Anacreon,  calling  him,  with  elegant 
YV¥atKU¥  rpttpovtvpa. 

To¥  6t  yv¥ttKttto¥  pt\e<o¥  irXcfairm  vor*  toias, 
*H6v¥  k.¥<ucptto¥Ta^^  Tcb)f  tti  'EXXo^  a¥ivyt9, 
'Zvprcoaiui¥  tp^ioiicLf  yvyatirbiy  ipttpowtn^a, 

Teos  gave  to  Greece  her  treasure, 

Sage  Anacreon,  sage  in  loving ; 
Fondly  weaving  lays  of  pleasure 

For  the  maids  who  blush'd  approving. 

When  in  nlghtiy  banquets  sporting, 
Where's  the  guest  could  ever  fly  him  1 

When  with  love's  seduction  courting, 
Where's  the  nymph  could  e'er  deny  him  t 

\  Thus  Bcalifer,  in  bi«  dediemtory  Tfnsi  to  Konnid  «> 
Slaadna,  taaTnoqana,  dulek  AoaeraM 
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PREFACE, 

BT  TBM  BDITOR.* 

mm  which  I  take  the  liberty  of  poblishingr, 
-  intended  by  the  autho^  to  pan  beyond 
of  hii  friends.  He  thought,  with  some 
ftt  what  are  caUed  Occasional  Poems 
ihrays  insipid  and  uninteresting  to  the 
t  of  their  readers  The  particular  situ- 
rhich  they  were  written ;  the  character 
Mr  and  of  his  associates ;  all  these  pecu- 
■t  be  known  and  felt  before  we  can 
the  spirit  of  such  compositions.  This 
m  would  have  always,  I  believe,  pre- 
anthor  himself  from  submitting  these 
m  eye  of  dispesrionate  criticism :  and  if 
I  introduction  to  the  world  be  injus- 
,  or  intrusion  on  the  public,  the 
be  imputed  to  the  injudicious  partiality  of 

nm  died  in  his  one  and  twentieth  year ; 
f  these  Poems  were  written  at  so  early  a 
tfaieir  emns  may  lay  claim  to  some  indul- 
the  critic.  Their  author,  as  unambitious 
t  acaice  ever  looked  beyond  the  moment 
ion ;  bat,  in  general,  wrote  as  he  pleased, 
lether  he  pleased  as  he  wrote.  It  may 
remembered,  that  they  were  all  the  pro- 
an  age  when  the  passions  very  often  give 
too  warm  to  the  imagination ;  and  this 
e,  if  it  cannot  excuse,  that  air  of  levity 
radee  so  many  of  them.  The  **  aurea 
liace  ei  lice,"  he  too  much  pursued,  and 
tncnkates.  Few  can  regret  this  more 
lan  myself;  and  if  my  friend  had  lived, 
nt  of  i^r  years  would  have  chastened 
od  tempered  the  luxuriance  of  his  fancy. 
UB  gave  nrach  of  his  time  to  the  study  of 
f  writers  If  ever  he  expected  to  find  in 
s  that  delicacy  of  sentiment,  and  variety 
hich  are  so  neceamry  to  refine  and  ani- 
letry  of  love,  he  was  much  disappointed. 


tor  these 
**  the  late 
rafticdto 


were  poblbbed  orifinally  as 
Little,**  with  the  Frefhce 


I  know  not  any  one  of  them  who  can  be  regarded 
as  a  model  in  that  style ;  Ovid  made  love  like  a 
rake,  and  Propertius  like  a  schoolmaster.  The  my- 
thological allusions  of  the  latter  are  called  erudition 
by  his  commentators ;  but  such  ostentatious  display, 
upon  a  subject  so  simple  as  love,  would  be  now 
esteemed  vague  and  puerile,  and  was  even  in  his 
own  times  pedantic  It  is  astonishing  that  so  many 
critics  should  have  preferred  him  to  the  gr^  tie  and 
touching  Tibullus;  but  those  defects,  I  believe, 
which  a  common  reader  condemns,  have  been  re- 
garded rather  as  beauties  by  those  erudite  men,  the 
commentators ;  who  find  a  field  for  their  ingenuity 
and  research,  in  his  Grecian  learning  and  quaint  ob- 
sctmties. 

Tibullus  abounds  with  touches  of  fine  and  natural 
feeling.  The  idea  of  his  unexpected  return  to  Delia, 
"  Tunc  veniam  subito,***  &c.,  is  imagined  with  all 
the  delicate  ardor  of  a  lover ;  and  the  sentiment  of 
«  nee  te  posse  carere  velim,"  however  colloquial  the 
expression  may  have  been,  is  natural,  and  from  the 
heart.  But  the  poet  of  Verona,  in  my  opinion,  pos- 
sessed more  genuine  feeling  than  any  of  them.  His 
life  was,  I  believe,  unfortunate  ;  his  associates  were 
wild  and  abandoned ;  and  the  warmth  of  his  nature 
took  too  much  advantage  of  the  latitude  which  the 
morals  of  those  times  so  criminally  allowed  to  the 
passions.  All  this  depraved  his  imagination,  and 
made  it  the  slave  of  his  senses.  But  stni  a  native 
sensibility  is  often  very  warmly  perceptible;  and 
when  he  touches  the  chord  of  pathos,  he  reaches  im- 
mediately the  heart  They  who  have  felt  the 
sweets  of  return  to  a  home  from  which  they  have 
long  been  absent,  will  confess  the  beauty  of  those 
simple,  unafifected  lines : — 

O  qnid  Bolntis  eat  beatlns  cruris !     * 
Cum  mens  onus  reponlt,  ac  peregrine 
Lahore  fessi  venlmos  Larem  ad  nostmm 
Desideratoque  acqaiesclnras  lecto. 

CarwuuHx. 

His  sorrows  on  the  death  of  his  brother  are  the 
very  tears  of  poesy ;  and  when  he  complains  of 
the  ingratitude  of  mankind,  even  the  inexperienced 
cannot  but  sympathize  with  him.    I  wish  I 


•Lib.i.Elaf.3. 
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a  poet ;  I  dioold  then  andeaYor  to  catch,  by  tmiiB- 
lation,  the  spirit  of  those  beauties  which  I  have  al- 
ways 80  wannly  admired.* 

It  seems  to  have  been  peculiariy  the  fate  of  Ca- 
tuUus,  that  the  better  and  more  valuable  part  of  his 
poetry  has  not  reached  us ;  for  there  is  confenedly 
nothings  in  his  extant  works  to  authorixe  the  epithet 
"  doctus/'  BO  univenally  bestowed  upon  him  by  the 
ancients.  If  time  had  sufiered  his  other  writmgs  to 
escape,  we  perhaps  should  have  found  among^  them 
some  more  purely  amatory ;  but  of  those  «ve  possess, 
can  there  be  a  sweeter  specimen  of  warm,  yet 
chastened  description,  than  his  loves  of  Acme  and 
Septimius?  and  the  few  little  songs  of  dalliance  to 
Lesbia  are  distinguished  by  such  an  exquisite  play- 
fulness, that  they  have  always  been  aasumed  as 
models  by  the  most  elegant  modem  Latinists.  Still, 
it  must  be  confessed,  in  the  midst  of  all  these 
beauties, 

-—Medio  de  fonte  lepomm 
Snifit  amail  aUquid,  quod  in  ipsis  floribus  angatf 

It  has  often  been  remaxked,  that  the  ancients 
knew  nothing  of  gallantry ;  and  we  are  sometimes 
told  there  was  too  much  sincerity  in  their  love  to 
allow  them  to  trifle  thus  with  the  semblance  of  pas- 
sion. But  I  cannot  perceive  that  they  were  any 
thing  more  constant  than  the  modems:  they  felt  all 
the  same  dissipation  of  the  heart,  though  they  knew 
not  those  seductive  graces  by  which  gallantry  ahnost 
teaches  it  to  be  amiable.  Wotton,  the  learned  ad- 
vocate for  the  modems,  deserts  them  in  considering 
this  point  of  comparison,  and  praises  the  ancients  for 
their  ignorance  of  such  refinements.  But  he  seems 
to  have  collected  his  notions  of  gallantry  from  the 
insipid  fadeurs  of  the  French  romances,  which  have 
nothing  congenial  with  the  graceful  levity,  the 
^  grata  protervitas,*'  of  a  Rochester  or  a  Sedley. 

As  far  as  I  can  judge,  the  early  poets  of  our  own 
language  were  the  models  which  Mr.  LrrrLS  selected 
for  imitation.  To  attain  their  simplicity  ("asvo 
rarissima  nostro  simplicitas")  was  his  fondest  ambi- 
tion. He  could  not  have  aimed  at  a  grace  more 
difficult  of  attainment  ;t  and  his  life  was  of  too  short 
a  date  to  allow  him  to  perfect  such  a  taste ;  but 
how  far  he  was  likely  to  have  succeeded,  the  critic 
may  judge  from  his  productions. 

I  have  found  among  his  papers  a  novel,  in  rather 

*  In  the  following  Poems,  will  be  found  a  translation  of 
one  of  his  finest  Cannlna ;  but  I  fancy  it  Is  only  a  mere 
schoolboy's  essay,  and  deserves  to  be  praised  for  little  more 
than  the  attempt 

tLoerettiu. 

i  It  is  a  earioQi  iUostnitioa  of  the  labor  which  simplicity 


an  imperfect  state,  which,  as  soon  as  1 
ranged  and  collected  it,  shall  be  submitti 
public  eye. 

Where  Mr.  Lrm^K  was  bom,  or  what  is 
alogy  of  his  parents,  are  points  in  which 
readers  can  be  interested.  His  life  was  on 
humble  streams  which  have  scarcely  a  na 
map  of  life,  and  the  traveller  may  pass  it  b 
inquiring  its  source  or  direction.  His  chan 
well  known  to  all  who  were  acquainted  v 
for  he  had  to:  much  vanity  to  hide  its  vii 
not  enough  of  art  to  conceal  its  defects.  T 
traits  of  his  mind  may  be  traced  perfaa 
writings ;  but  the  few  for  which  he  was  v 
only  in  the  remembrance  of  his  friends. 


TO 

JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESC^ 

Mr  niAR  Sm, 

I  FEEL  a  very  smcere  pleasure  in  < 
to  you  the  Second  Edition  of  our  friend 
Poems.  I  am  not  unconscious  that  there  ; 
in  the  collection  which  perhaps  it  would  b 
to  have  altered  or  omitted ;  and,  to  say  th 
more  than  once  revised  them  for  that  piii| 
I  know  not  why,  I  distrusted  either  my  he 
judgment ;  and  the  consequence  is,  you  h 
in  their  original  fomi : 

Non  possnnt  nostros  mnlUe,  Fanstine,  lltni 
Emendara  Jocos ;  nna  litura  potest 

I  am  convinced,  however,  that,  though 

a  casuUte  relache,  you  have  charity  enoii| 

give  such  inoflensive  follies :  you  know  thai 

Beza  was  not  the  leas  revered  for  thoa 

Juvenilia  which  he   published   under  a 

name ;  nor  did  the  levity  of  Bembo's  poem 

him  frt)m  making  a  very  good  cardinal 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Friendf 

With  the  tmest  esteai 

YouB^ 


requires,  that  the  Ramblers  of  Johnson,  elaboial 
appear,  were  written  with  fluency,  and  seldom  r 
vision :  while  the  simpldangnage  of  Ronssean,  w 
to  rome  flowing  from  the  heart,  was  the  slow  pn 
painfull  labor,  pausing  on  every  w(Hti,  and  ! 
sentence. 
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Her  seasons,  all  her  changes  see ; 
And  own,  upon  Creation's  face, 

[ENTS  OF  COLLEGE  EXERCISES. 

Stm  let  me  roam,  nnfix'd  and  fiee ; 

ifeUltasMlaMtatqoeiinicaTirtas.    Jut. 

In  aU  things,— but  the  nymph  I  love, 

m  change,  and  taste  variety. 

3d  rains,  moold'iing  while  they  shine, 

ry  Bts  that  weight  of  alien  show, 

But,  Patty,  not  a  world  of  chaims 

tial  hdm  upon  an  infant's  hrow ; 

Could  e'er  estrange  my  heart  fhmi  thee  y^ 

now'd  Bslendan,  whose  contrasting  light 

No,  let  me  ever  seek  those  arms, 

mck  the  native  shades  in  deeper  night 

There  stall  I'U  find  variety. 

«  the  arts  by  which  that  ^ory  grew? 
line  Tiitaes  that  with  eagle-gaze 

the  heart  by  chymic  truth  refined, 

TO  A  BOY,  WITH  A  WATCH. 

•ring  soul,  whose  eye  had  read  mankind  7 

«  the  links  that  twined,  with  heavenly  art, 

z/s  interest  round  the  patriot's  heart  ? 

Is  it  not  sweet,  beloved  youth. 

1            •            •            •            • 

To  rove  through  Erudition's  bowens 

And  cuU  the  golden  fruits  of  truth, 

And  gather  Fancy's  brilliant  flowers? 
And  is  it  not  more  sweet  than  this. 

n  annis  ntinqnitar  spes.— Litt. 

To  feel  thy  parents'  hearts  approving, 
And  pay  them  back  in  sums  of  bliss 

The  dear,  the  endless  debt  of  loving? 

vo  can,  no  consecratmg  cause. 

by  HeaVn,  ordain'd  by  nature's  laws. 

It  must  be  so  to  thee,  my  youth ; 

stice  flies  the  herald  of  our  way. 

With  this  idea  toU  is  lighter ; 

I's  pure  beams  upon  the  banners  play  7 

This  sweetens  all  the  fruits  of  truth. 

And  makes  the  flower  of  fancy  brighter 

b's  a  call  sweet  as  an  angel's  breath 

'ring  babes,  or  innocence  in  death  ; 

The  little  gift  we  send  thee,  boy. 

nt  as  the  tongue  of  Heav'n  within. 

May  sometimes  teach  thy  soul  to  ponder, 

If  indolence  or  siren  joy 

Should  ever  tempt  that  soul  to  wander. 

our  country's  voice,  whose  claim  should 

Bet 

'Twill  teU  thee  that  the  winged  day 

in  the  soul's  most  deep  retreat ; 

Can  ne'er  be  cham'd  by  man's  endeavor ; 

1  heart's  reqxmding  chordi  should  run, 

That  life  and  time  shaU  fade  away, 

tone  there  vibrate— but  the  one ! 

While  heav'n  and  virtue  bloom  forever 

VARIETY. 

SONG. 

If  I  swear  by  that  eye,  youll  aUow, 

lores  the  spoitive,  wandering  bee 

Its  look  is  so  shiftmg  and  new. 

oam«  untired,  from  flower  to  flower. 

That  the  oath  I  might  take  on  it  now 

•Utefl  you,  tis  variety. 

The  very  next  glance  would  tmda 
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ThoM  babies  that  neitie  so  riy 

Stin,mybdoved!  still  keep  ia  mind. 

Such  tbonsands  of  arrows  have  got, 

However  fiur  removed  from  mo, 

That  an  oath,  on  the  glance  of  an  eye 

That  thm  is  one  thoa  leav'st  behmd. 

Such  as  youiB,  may  be  off  in  a  shot 

Whose  heart  respires  fiv  only  thee ! 

Should  I  swear  by  the  dew  on  your  lip. 

And  though  nngenial  ties  have  bound 

Thy  fate  unto  another's  care, 

If  my  constancy  wishes  to  trip, 

That  arm,  which  clasps  thy  bosom  loon 

I  may  kiss  off  the  oath  when  I  choose. 

Cannot  confine  the  heart  that* s  thero 

Or  a  sigh  may  disperBo  ftom  that  flow'r 

No,  no !  that  heart  is  only  rmna 

'  Both  the  dew  and  the  oath  that  are  there; 

By  ties  all  other  ties  above. 

And  rd  make  a  new  tow  every  hour, 

For  I  have  wed  it  at  a  ahpne 

To  lose  them  so  sweetly  in  air. 

When  we  have  had  no  priest  bat  Loi 

But  clear  up  the  heav'n  of  your  brow, 
Nor  fancy  my  fotth  is  a  feather ; 

On  my  heart  I  will  pledge  you  my  tow, 

SONG. 

And  they  both  must  be  broken  together ! 

When  Tune,  ^ho  steals  our  years  aw 

Shan  steal  our  pleasures  too. 
The  mem'ry  of  the  past  will  stay. 

And  half  our  joys  renew. 

To 

Then,  Julia,  when  thy  beauty's  flow'r 

Remember  him  thou  leay'st  behmd, 

Shan  feel  the  wintry  air. 

Whose  heart  is  warmly  bound  to  thee. 

Remembrance  win  recan  the  hour 

Close  as  the  tend*rest  links  can  bind 

When  thou  alone  wert  fair. 

A  heart  as  warm  as  heart  can  be. 

Then  taUc  no  more  of  future  gloom ; 

" 

Our  joys  shall  always  last ; 

Oh !  I  had  long  in  freedom  roved, 

For  Hope  shan  brighten  days  to  comfl 

Though  many  seem'd  my  soul  to  sharo ; 

And  Mem'ry  gUd  the  past 

Twas  passion  when  I  thought  I  loved, 

'Twas  fancy  when  I  thought  them  fair 

Come,  Chloe,  fin  the  genial  bowl. 

• 

I  drink  to  Love  and  thee : 

Ev*n  she,  my  muse's  eariy  theme. 

Thou  never  canst  decay  m  soul. 

Beguiled  me  only  while  she  warm*d ; 

Thou*It  BtiU  be  young  for  me. 

'Twas  young  deflire  that  fed  the  dream. 

And  as  thy  lips  the  tear-drop  chase. 

And  reason  broke  what  passion  formU 

Which  on  my  cheek  they  find. 

But  thou— ah  •  better  had  it  been 
If  I  had  stiU  in  freedom  roved, 

If  I  had  ne*er  thy  beauties  seen. 
For  then  I  never  should  have  loved. 

So  hope  shall  steal  away  the  trace 
That  sorrow  leaves  behind. 

Then  fill  the  bowl — away  with  gloom 
Our  joys  shaH  always  last ; 

For  Hope  shall  brighten  days  to  com^ 

Then  al  Oie  pain  which  lovers  feel 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 

Had  never  to  this  heart  been  known ; 

But  then,  the  joys  that  lovers  steal. 
Should  they  have  ever  been  my  own  ? 

But  mark,  at  thought  of  future  yeait 

When  love  shaU  lose  its  soul, 

My  Chloe  drops  her  timid  tears. 

Oh!  trust  me,  when  I  swear  thee  this, 

They  mingle  with  my  bowl. 

Dearest!  the  pain  of  loving  thee. 

How  like  this  bowl  of  wine,  my  fair, 

The  very  pain  is  sweeter  bliss 

Our  loving  life  shaU  fleet ; 

Than  passion's  wildest  ecstasy. 

Though  tears  may  sometimes  mingle  1 

The  draught  wiU  still  be  sweet* 

That  little  cage  I  would  not  part. 

Then  fin  the  cup— away  with  gloom  t 

In  which  my  soul  is  prisonM  now. 

Our  joys  shaU  always  last ; 

For  the  most  light  and  winged  heart 

For  Hope  wiU  brighten  days  to  coma^ 

That  wantons  on  the  passing  vow. 

And  Mem'ry  gild  the  past 
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Hats  you  not  seen  the  timid  tear, 

Steal  trembliDg  tnm  mine  eje? 
HaTe  yoa  not  mark'd  the  fluah  of  feary 

Or  caught  the  mnnnnr'd  aigh7 
And  can  jon  think  my  love  is  chiU, 

Nor  fiz'd  on  yo«  alone  7 
And  can  you  rend,  by  donbtmg  atill, 

A  heart  so  mnph  yoor  own? 

To  you  my  soul's  afiections  move, 

Devoutly,  ^farmly  true ; 
My  life  has  been  a  task  o(  love. 

One  loDg,  long  thought  of  yon 
If  all  your  tender  faith  be  o'er, 

If  stiQ  my  truth  you'll  try ; 
Alas,  I  know  but  one  proof  more*— 

rU  Uesi  your  name,  and  die ! 


REUBEN  AND  ROSE 

A  TALK  or  EOMANCB. 

s  dailmHB  that  hung  upon  Willumberg'i  walls. 
Sad  kng  been  remembei'd  with  awe  and  dismay ; 
r  yeais  not  a  sunbeam  had  play'd  in  its  halls, 
kad  it  seem'd  as  shut  out  from  the  regions  of  day. 

ough  the  vaUeys  were  brighten'd  by  many  a 


ifet  none  could  the  woods  of  that  castle  illome ; 
d  the  lightning,  which  flash'd  on  the  neighboring 

stream. 
Flew  ba^^as  if  fearing  to  enter  the  g^oom  I 

Ml !  when  shall  this  horrible  darkness  disperse !" 
Said  Willomberg's  lord  to  the  Seer  of  the  Cave ; — 
t  can  never  dispel,"  said  the  wizard  of  verse, 
'Till  the  bright  star  of  chivalry  sinks  in  the 
waye!" 

id  who  was  the  bright  star  of  chivahT'  then? 
Who  could  be  but  Reuben,  the  flower  of  the  age  ? 
r  Reuben  was  fint  in  the  combat  of  men. 
Though  Youth  had  scarce  written  his  name  on 
her  page. 

w  WOlumberg's  daughter  his  young  heart  had 

beat,— 
Fsr  Rose,  who  was  bri^^t  as  the  i^irit  of  dawn, 
'kn  with  wand  dropping  diamonds,  and  silvery 

II  walks  o'er  the  flow*!!  of  the  mountam  and  lawn. 


Must  Rose,  then,  fifom  Reuben  so  fatally  sever? 

Sad,  sad  were  the  words  of  the  Seer  of  the  Cave, 
That  darkness  should  cover  that  castle  forever, 

Or  Reuben  be  sunk  in  the  merciless  wave ! 

To  the  wizard  she  flew,  saying,  **  Tell  me,  oh,  tell ! 
Shall  my  Reuben  no  more  be  restored  to  my 
eyesf 
«  Yes,  yes— when  a  spuit  shall  toll  the  great  bell 
Of  the  mouldering  abbey,  your  Reuben  shall 
rise!" 

Twice,  thrice  i.e  repeated  "Your  Reuben  shall 
rise!" 
And  Rose  felt  a  moment's  release  from  her  pam ; 
And  wiped,  while  she  listen'd,  the  tears  from  her 
eyes. 
And  hoped  she  might  yet  see  her  hero  agam. 

That  hero  could  smile  at  the  terrors  of  death. 
When  he  felt  that  he  died  for  the  sire  of  his  Rose ; 

To  the  Oder  he  flew,  and  there,  plunging  beneath. 
In  the  depth  of  the  billows  soon  found  his  re- 


How  strangely  the  order  of  desUny  falls  !— 
Not  long  in  the  waters  the  warrior  lay. 

When  a  sunbeam  was  seen  to  glance  over  the  Trails, 
And  the  castle  of  Willumberg  bask'd  in  the  ray ! 

All,  all  but  the  soul  of  the  maid  was  in  light. 
There  sorrow  and  terror  lay  gloomy  and  blank : 

Two  days  did  she  wander,  and  all  the  long  night. 
In  quest  cf  her  love,  on  the  wide  river's  bank. 

Oft,  oft  did  she  pause  for  the  toll  of  the  bell. 
And  heard  but  the  breathings  of  night  in  the  ail ; 

Long,  long  did  she  gaze  on  the  watery  swell. 
And  saw  but  the  foam  of  the  white  billow  there. 

And  often  as  midnight  its  veil  would  undraw. 
As  she  look'd  at  the  light  of  the  moon  in  the 
stream, 
She  thought  'twas  his  helmet  of  sQver  she  saw. 
As  the  curl  of  the  surge  glitter'd  high  in  the 
beam. 

And  now  the  third  night  was  begenuning  the  sky ; 

Poor  Rose,  on  the  cold  dewy  margent  reclined, 
There  wept  till  the  tear  almost  froze  in  her  eye. 

When — hark  ! — *twas  the  bell  that  came  deep 
in  the  wind ! 

She  startled,  and  saw,  through  the  glunmering 
shade, 
A  form  o'er  the  waters  in  mijesty  glide ; 
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She  knew  twas  her  hm,  though  his  cheek  Whs  de- 
cayed, 
And  his  hehnet  of  sDver  was  wash'd  by  the  tide. 

Was  this  what  the  Seer  of  the  Cave  had  foretold  7-^ 
Dim,  dim  through  the  phantom  the  moon  shot  a 
gleam; 

>TwaB  Reuben,  but,  ah !  he  was  deathly  and  cold, 
And  fleeted  away  like  the  ipell  of  a  dream  I 

Twice,  thrice  did  he  rise,  and  as  often  she  thought 
From  the  bank  to  embrace  him,  but  vam  her  en- 
deavor! 

Then,  plunging  beneath,  at  a  billow  she  caught. 
And  sunk  to  repose  on  its  bosom  forever ! 


DID  NOT. 


'TWAS  a  new  feelmg— something  more 
Than  we  had  dared  to  own  before, 

Which  then  we  hid  not ; 
We  saw  it  in  each  other's  eye. 
And  wish'd,  in  every  half-breathed  sigh. 

To  ipeak,  but  did  not 

She  feh  my  lipa^  impasrionM  touch — 
"Twas  the  first  time  I  dared  so  much, 

And  yet  she  chid  not ; 
But  whisper'd  o'er  my  burmng  brow, 
"  Oh !  do  you  doubt  I  knre  you  now?" 

Sweet  soul !  I  did  not 

Warmly  I  felt  her  bosom  thrill, 
I  pressed  it  closer,  ckwer  still. 

Though  gently  bid  not ; 
TiI]--oh !  the  world  hath  seldom  heard 
Of  lovers,  who  so  nearly  en'd, 

And  yet,  v^bo  did  not 


That  wrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  it 
*»     At  once  put  my  heart  out  cf  pain ; 
Tin  the  eye,  that  was  Rowing  beside  it, 
Distuib'd  my  ideas  again. 

1 

>  This  allndes  to  a  cnrioas  gem,  npoo  which  Claadlaa  has 
left  OS  some  Twy  elahoiata  eplgnms.  It  was  a  drop  of  pure 
water  encloaed  within  a  piece  of  enrstal.  See  Claadian.  Epi- 
gram. **  de  Crjrstallo  cal  aqua  inerat**  Addison  menttons  a 
eartosity  of  this  kind  at  MUaa ;  aad  adds,  *«  It  is  foeh  araiity 


Thou  art  just  in  the  tuilighl 
When  woman's  declensioB 

When,  lading  from  all  thatj 
She  bids  a  good  nigiit  tot-l 

Yet  thou  still  art  so  lovdyl 
I  would  sooner,  my  ewtft 

Repose  in  the  sunset  of  tfan 
Than  bask  m  t&e  i 


TO 

MRa  

ON  SOME  CALUMNIES  AGAINR'  I 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  BK 
Is  not  that  heart  a  heart  itr 
Hast  thou  not  every  geaflt 
We  love  in  woman's  mind  v 
And,  oh !  art  thou  a  dirini 
To  hold  her  hateful  wootl 

No,  no,  be  happy — dry  ft 
Though  some  thy  heart  }i 
May  now  repay  its  lovB  ii 
Though  man,  who  ouglit, 
Ungenerous  man,  be  fort^ 
Though  all  the  world  k^ 
Yet  shall  thy  pureneM  ]p 
Unharm'd  by  that  snnos 
Like  the  famed  drop,  hi 
Floating,  while  all  wai  I 
Unchill*d,  unchanging  4 
Safe  in  thy  own  sweel  | 


ANACREC 

in  lachrfmu  verta 

Press  the  g^pe,  WBt 
Around  the  boanMl  ^ 

And,  while  the  diV| 
111  think  m  wo  th»       S 

Weep  on,  weep  oa^ 
Heav'n  grant  no  te 
Weep  on ;  and,  m 
I'll  taste  the  luxiB: 


as  this  that  I  saw  at  1 
pretend  is  a  tearthat  onrSavli 
gathered  np  by  an  angel,. wbi 
and  made  a  present  of  IS  ts 
JKeaur Jr#  mi  tevmrai  Fartt  ^ 
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Ill 


WHDr  I  loved  700*  I  can't  bat  allow 
I  had  many  an  exqninto  minute ; 

But  the  ocom  that  I  feel  for  yon  now 
Hath  even  more  humry  in  it 

« 
llraB,  whether  weVs  on  or  we're  off, 

Some  witchery  ■eeme  to  await  3roa  \ 
To  love  yon  waa  pleaaant  enough. 

And,  oh  k  tii  deliciona  to  hate  yon ! 


TO  JULIA. 

Of  AUOaOfT  TO  aOMB  ILLDBKAL  ORHV 

Why,  let  the  atingleH  critic  chide 
With  an  that  fimie  of  vacant  pride 
Whidi  mantles  o'er  the  pedant  fool, 
LSce  vapor  on  a  itagnant  pool 
Oh !  if  the  aong,  to  feeling  true, 
Can  pleaae  th*  elect,  the  sacred  few, 
Whose  souls,  hy  Taste  and  Natnro  taught, 
ThriD  with  the  genuine  pulse  of  thought — 
If  sQoie  fond  feeling  moid  like  thee, 
Tlie  waim-eyed  child  of  Bympathy, 
ShaD  say,  while  o'er  my  ample  theme 
She  languishes  in  Pasmn's  dream, 
"  He  was,  indeed,  a  tender  soul — 
'  No  critic  law,  no  chill  control, 
**  Should  ever  fieexe,  by  timid  art, 
**  The  flowings  of  so  fond  a  heart !" 
Tes,  soul  ci  Nature !  soul  of  Love ! 
That,  hov'ring  like  a  snow-wing'd  dove, 
Breathed  o'er  my  cradle  wari>ling8  wild, 
And  haO'd  me  Fasnon's  wannest  child, — 
Grant  me  the  tear  from  Beauty's  eye, 
From  Feeting's  breast  the  votive  sigh  ; 
Oh !  let  my  song,  my  mem'ry,  find 
A  shrine  within  the  tender  mind ; 
And  I  win  smile  when  critics  chide, 
And  I  win  scom  the  fume  of  pride 
Which  mantles  o'er  the  pedant  fool, 
like  vapor  round  some  stafrnant  pool ! 


TO  JULIA. 

Socx  me  no  more  with  Love's  beguiling  dream, 
A  ^eam,  I  find,  iUusory  as  sweet; 

Qie  anila  of  friendihip,  nay,  of  cold  esteem, 
F«  dearer  were  than  paalen's  Uand  deceit ! 


Fve  heard  yon  oft  eternal  truth  declare ; 

Your  heart  was  only  mine,  I  once  believed. 
Ah !  shaU  I  say  that  aU  your  vows  wero  air? 

And  must  1  my,  my  hopes  were  att  deceived  ? 

Vow,  then,  no  longer  that  our  souls  are  twmed, 
That  an  our  joys  are  felt  with  mutual  xeal ; 

Julia !— 'tis  pity,  pity  makes  you  kind ; 
You  know  I  love,  and  you  would  seem  to  feeL 

But  shan  I  stin  go  seek  within  those  arms 
A  joy  in  which  afiection  takes  no  part? 

No,  no,  fareweD !  you  give  me  but  your  ehaimr, 
When  I  had  fondly  thought  you  gave  your  heart. 


THE  SHRINE. 


Mr  fates  had  destined  me  to  rove 
A  fong,  long  pilgrimage  of  love ; 
And  many  an  altar  on  my  way 
Has  lured  my  pious  steps  to  stay ; 
For,  if  the  saint  was  young  and  fair, 
I  tum'd  and  sung  my  vespem  there 
This,  from  a  youthful  pilgrim's  fire, 
Is  what  your  pretty  saints  require : 
To  pass,  nor  tell  a  single  bead. 
With  them  would  be  profane  indeed ! 
But,  trust  me,  aU  this  young  devotion 
Was  but  to  keep  my  zeal  in  motion ; 
And,  ev'ry  humbler  altar  past, 
I  now  have  reached  tuk  bhkink  at  last ! 


TO  A  LADY, 

Wrm  SOMB   MANUSCRIPT  rOKMS, 
ON   LCAVINO  THK   COURTRT. 

When,  casting  many  a  look  behind, 
I  leave  the  friends  I  cherish  here — 

Perchance  some  other  friends  to  find. 
But  surely  finding  none  so  dear — 

Haply  the  little  simple  page, 

Which  votive  thus  I've  traced  for  thee. 
May  now  and  then  a  look  engage. 

And  steal  one  moment's  thought  for  me 

But,  oh !  in  pity  let  not  those 

Whose  hearts  are  not  of  gentle  mould. 
Let  not  the  eye  that  seldom  flows 

With  feelmg's  tear,  my  song  behold. 
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For,  trost  me,  they  who  never  melt 
With  pity,  never  melt  with  love ; 

And  each  will  frown  at  all  I've  felt, 
And  all  my  loving  laya  reprove. 

But  if,  perhaps,  some  gentler  mind, 
Which  rather  loves  to  praise  than  blame. 

Should  in  my  page  an  interest  find. 
And  linger  kmdly  on  my  name ; 

TeU  him— or,  oh !  if,  gentler  still. 
By  female  lips  my  name  be  Uest : 

For,  where  do  all  affections  thrill 
So  sweetly  as  in  woman's  breast? — 

Tell  her,  that  he  whose  loving  themes 
Her  eye  indulgent  wanders  o'er. 

Could  sometimes  wake  from  idle  dreams. 
And  bolder  flights  of  fancy  soar ; 

That  Glory  oft  would  claim  the  lay. 
And  Friendship  oft  his  numbers  move ; 

But  whisper  then,  that,  *'  sooth  to  say, 
**  His  sweetest  song  was  giv'n  to  Love !" 


TO  JULIA. 

Though  Fate,  my  girl,  may  bid  ns  part, 
Our  souls  it  cannot,  shall  not  sever ; 

The  heart  will  seek  its  kindred  heart. 
And  cling  to  it  as  close  as  ever. 

But  must  we,  must  we  part  indeed? 

Is  all  our  dream  of  rapture  over? 
And  does  not  Julia's  bosom  bleed 

To  leave  so  dear,  so  fond  a  lover? 

Does  she  too  mourn  ? — Perhaps  she  may ; 

Perhaps  she  mourns  our  bUss  so  fleeting. 
But  why  is  Julia's  eye  so  gay. 

If  Julia's  heart  like  mme  is  beating? 

I  oft  have  loved  that  sunny  glow 
Of  gladness  in  her  blue  eye  gieanung^ 

But  can  the  bosom  bleed  with  wo. 
While  joy  is  in  the  glances  beaming  ? 

No,  no ! — ^Yet,  love,  I  will  not  chide ; 

Although  your  heart  were  fond  of  roving. 
Nor  that,  nor  all  the  world  beside 

Could  keep  your  faithful  boy  from  loving. 

Youll  soon  be  distant  from  his  eye. 

And,  with  you,  all  that's  worth  possessing. 

Oh !  then  it  will  be  sweet  to  die, 
When  life  has  lost  its  only  blessing ! 


To 


SwssT  lady,  look  not  thus  agafai : 
Those  bright  dehiding  smiles  recall 

A  maid  remembered  now  with  pam, 
Who  was  my  love,  my  life,  my  all ! 

Oh !  while  thki  heart  I^Bwilder'd  took 
Sweet  poison  from  her  thrilling  eye. 

Thus  would  she  smile,  and  lisp,  and  look, 
And  I  would  hear,  and  gaze,  and  sigh! 

Yes,  I  did  love  her — ^wfldly  love- 
She  was  her  sex's  best  deceiver ! 

And  oft  she  swore  she'd  never  rove— 
And  I  was  destined  to  believe  her ! 

Then,  ladyi^do  not  wear  the  smile 
Of  one  whose  smile  could  thus  betray  j 

Alas !  I  think  the  lovely  vnle 
Again  could  steal  my  heart  away. 

For,  when  those  spells  that  chaim'd  my  ] 
On  lips  so  pure  as  thine  I  fee, 

I  fear  the  heart  which  she  resign'd 
WHl  err  again,  and  fly  to  thee! 


NATURE'S  LABELS. 

A  FRAGBIENT. 

In  vam  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 
The  soul's  reflection  in  the  face ; 
In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  < 
Crooked  mouth,  or  short  proboscis; 
Boobies  have  look'd  as  wise  and  bright 
As  Plato  or  the  Stagirite  : 
And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 
Has  peep'd  tlirough  windows  dark  and 
Since  then,  though  art  do  all  it  can. 
We  ne'er  can  reach  the  inward  man* 
Nor  (howsoe'er  "  leam'd  Thebans"  doi 
The  inward  woman,  from  without, 
Methinks  'twere  well  if  Nature  could 
(And  Nature  could,  if  Nature  would) 
Some  pithy,  short  deecription  write. 
On  tablets  laige,  in  black  and  white, 
Which  she  might  hang  about  our  throt 
Like  labels  upon  phyBic-bottles ; 
And  where  all  men  might  read — ^bnt  il 
As  dialectic  sages  say. 
The  argument  most  apt  and  ample 
For  common  use  is  the  example. 
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Upon  hearing  this  piteooi  confeak 

TO  JUULA, 

Ify  Soul,  lookmg  tenderiy  at  hi 

Declared,  as  for  grace  and  discnii 

He  did  not  know  mnch  of  tho  i 

Oh  !  if  your  tean  are  giy*!!  to  carey 

If  real  wo  duttufas  your  peace, 

"  But,to-morrow,  sweet  Spirit !"  1 

Come  to  my  boeom,  weeping  fair ! 

<<Be  at  home  after  midnight,  m 

And  I  will  bid'your  weeping  ceaae. 

"  I  will  come  when  your  lady's  hi 

"And  we'U  taft  o'er  the  snljeel 

But  if  with  Fancy's  vision'd  fean, 

With  dreams  of  wo  your  boaom  thrill ; 

So  she  whiiEpei^d  a  word  .'n  fak  eil 

You  look  so  lovely  in  your  tears, 

I  suppose  to  her  door  to  du«ct  1 

That  I  must  bid  you  drep  them  stiU. 

And,  just  after  midnight,  my  deVj 

*» 

Your  polite  litde  Soul  may  esq^ 

DREAMS. 

TO 

TO  ROSA- 

• 

warrTBN  dukoki  jLuam, 

In  slumber,  I  prithee  how  is  it 

That  souls  are  oft  taking  the  air, 

Tbk  wisest  soul,  by  anguish  toni. 

And  paying  each  other  a  visit, 

Will  soon  unlearn  the  lore  it  ka 

And  when  the  shmmg  casket's  hi 

The  gem  withm  will  tarnish  tw 

Last  night,  'tis  in  vain  io  deny  it, 

# 

Your  Soul  took  a  fancy  to  roam. 

But  love's  an  essence  of  the  soq^ 

For  I  heard  her,  on  tiptoe  so  quiet. 

Which  sinks  not  with  this  chaii 

Come  ask,  whether  mine  was  at  home 

Which  throbs  beyond  the  chiU  on 

And  mine  let  her  in  with  delight, 

And  they  talk'd  and  they  laugfa'd  the  time 

And  surely,  when  the  touch  of  D 

through; 

DisBolves  the  spirit's  earthly  tim 

For,  when  souls  come  together  at  night, 

Love  still  attends  th'  immortal  fan 

There's  no  saying  what  they  mayn't  do ! 

And  makes  it  purer  for  the  Mi 

And  your  little  Soul,  heaven  bless  her ! 

Oh  Rosa,  when,  to  seek  its  ttj^bm^ 

Had  much  to  complain  and  to  say. 

My  soul  shall  leave  this  ori>  of  i 

Of  how  sadly  you  wrong  and  oppress  her 

That  love  which  form'd  its  treai« 

By  keeping  her  prison'd  all  day. 

Shall  be  its  best  of  treasures  tbi 

"  If  I  happen,"  said  she,  "  but  to  steal 

And  as,  in  fabled  dreams  of  old»  ■ 

"  For  a  peep  now  and  then  to  her  eye, 

«  Or,  to  quiet  the  fever  I  feel. 

Presided  o'er  each  star  that  ralT^ 

"  Just  venture  abroad  on  a  sigh ; 

And  track'd  it  through  its  path 

"  In  an  instant  she  frightens  me  in 

>So  thou,  fair  planet,  not  nnled. 

"  With  some  phantom  of  prudence  or  terror. 

Shalt  through  thy  mortal  oibit  I 

<*  For  fear  I  should  stray  into  sin. 

Thy  lover's  shade,  to  thee  still  w 

**  Or,  what  is  still  worse,  into  error ! 

Shall  linger  round  thy  earthly  i 

"  So,  instead  bf  displaying  my  graces. 

Let  other  spirits  range  the  sky. 

"  By  daylight,  in  language  and  mien. 

And  play  around  each  stairy  fl 

"  I  am  shut  up  in  comers  and  places. 

I'll  bask  beneath  that  lucid  eye. 

*'  Where  truly  I  blush  to  be  seen!" 

Nor  envy  worlds  oimam  to  tlMi 
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1  wfaen  that  heait  riiaO  cmm  to  beat, 
Lnd  when  that  breath  at  length  »  free, 
BD,  Boaa,  eool  to  eool  well  meet, 
kad  mmgie  to  eternity ! 


SONG. 


I  wreath  joa  wove,  the  wreath  yoa  wore 

■  fiur — but  oh,  how  fair, 

i*Sty'a  hand  had  itoFn  from  Lore 

>ne  leaf  to  mingle  there ! 

fverf  roae  with  gold  were  tied, 
)id  gemi  (or  dewdrops  icdl, 
9  ilMied  leaf  where  Love  had  ligh'd 
Vmn  sweetly  worth  them  alL 


}  wreath  yon  wove,  the  wreath  yoa 
>iir  emhlem  well  may  be ; 
Uoom  ia  yoan,  bat  hopeleei  Love 
fait  kfoep  ill  teare  for  me. 


THE  SALE  OF  LOVEa 

tMAMr  that,  in  the  Feipfaian  grovei, 
ly  neet  by  moonlight  laymg, 
LOgfat  a  flight  €i  wanton  Lovee, 
jDODg  the  roae-beds  playing, 
le  joit  had  left  their  ■ilv'ry  eheU, 
IThfle  eoine  were  full  in  feather ; 
xetty  a  lot  of  Loves  to  sell, 
Tere  never  yet  strong  together. 

Come  bay  my  Loves, 

Come  bay  my  Loves, 
dames  and  rose-lipp*d  misses!— 

They're  new  and  bright. 

The  cost  ii  light, 
r  the  coin  of  this  isle  is  1 


cat  C\orii  came,  with  looks  sedate. 
Their  coin  on  her  Dps  was  ready ; 
I  boy,"  qaoM  she,  **  my  Love  by  weight. 
"  FbD  grown,  if  yoa  please,  and  steady.* 
^^  nine  be  light,"  said  Fanny,  "  pray— 
**  Such  luting  toys  undo  one ; 
-^  %lit  little  Love  that  wiU  last  to^y^ 

^o-roorrBw  m  sport  a  new  one." 

^ome  boy  my  Loves, 

Jr"^  ^  ™y  Loves, 

"?*»•  «nd  rose-Bpp'd  misses!— 

7^«»'«  aome  wiD  keep, 

5^«  %bt  and  eheap, 

^^»  to  twenty  kkw* 


The  learned  Vme  took  a  pert  yoang  thing. 

To  divert  her  virgin  Mose  with. 
And  pluck  sometimes  a  quill  from  his  wing, 

To  mdite  her  billet-donz  with. 
Poor  Cloe  would  give  for  a  weU-fledged  pair 

Her  only  eye,  if  you'd  ask  it ; 
And  Tabitha  begg'd,  old  toothless  faur, 

For  the  youngest  Love  in  the  basket 
Come  buy  my  Loves,  &c  &c 

But  one  was  kft,  when  Susan  came, 

One  worth  them  all  together ; 
At  sight  of  her  dear  looks  of  shame. 

He  smiled,  and  pruned  his  feather. 
She  wiah*d  the  boy — 'twas  more  than  whim— > 

Her  looks,  her  sighs  betray'd  it ; 
But  kisses  #ere  not  enough  for  him, 
I  ask'd  a  heart,  and  she  paid  it ! 
Good-by,  my  Loves, 
Good-by,  my  Loves, 
'  'Twould  make  you  smile  to've  seen  as 
Fust  trade  for  this 
Sweet  child  of  Um, 
And  then  nuse  the  boy  between  vuk 


Tine  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 
Each  hope  that  led  mo  lightly  on ; 

1  felt  not,  as  I  used  to  feel, 
And  life  grew  dark  and  love  was  gone. 

No  eye  to  mingle  sorrow's  tear^ 
No  lip  to  mingle  pleasure's  breath. 

No  circling  arms  to  draw  me  near— 
'Twaa  gloomy,  and  I  wish'd  for  death 

But  when  I  saw  that  gentle  eye, 
Oh !  something  seem'd  to  tell  me  then. 

That  I  was  yet  too  young  to  die. 
And  hope  and  bliss  might  bloom  again. 

With  every  gentle  smile  that  cross'd 
Your  kindling  cheek,  you  lighted  home 

Some  feeling,  which  my  heart  had  lost. 
And  peace,  which  far  had  leam'd  to  roam. 

'Twas  then  indeed  so  sweet  to  live,  • 
Hope  look'd  so  new  and  Love  so  kind. 

That,  though  I  mourn,  I  yet  forgive 
The  nun  they  have  left  behind. 
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I  could  have  loved  you— oh,  bo  well ! — 
The  dream,  that  wiehing  hoyhood  kaoww, 

Is  but  a  bright,  beguilmg  ^ell, 
That  only  Uvea  while  paanon  glowa : 


But,  when  this  eariy  floah  dedines, 
When  the  heait'i  sunny  morning  fleets, 

You  know  not  then  how  close  it  twines 
Round  the  first  kindred  soul  it  meets. 

Yes,  yes,  I  could  have  loved,,  as  one 
Who,  while  his  youth's  enchantments  &U, 

Finds  somethmg  dear  to  rest  upon. 
Which  pays  him  for  the  loss  of  alL 


TO 


Nkvke  mind  how  the  pedagogue  piloses, 

You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp ; 
A  lip,  that  such  fragrance  discloses. 

Oh !  never  shoukl  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Cloe,  whose  withering  kiss 

Hath  long  set  the  Loves  at  defiance. 

Now,  done  with  the  science  of  bliss, 
May  take  to  the  blisBes  of  science. 

Bat  for  you  to  be  buried  in  books — 

Ah,  Fanny,  they're  pitiful  sages. 
Who  could  not  m  one  of  your  looks 

Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pages. 

Astronomy  finds  in  those  eyes 
Better  light  than  the  studies  above ; 

And  Music  would  borrow  your  sighs 
As  the  melody  fittest  for  Love. 

Your  Arithmetic  only  can  trip 

If  to  count  your  own  charms  you  endeavor ; 
And  Eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  you  swear,  that  you'll  love  me  forever. 

Thus  you  see,  what  a  brilliant  alliance 

Of  arts  ii  assembled  in  you ; — 
A  couTM  of  more  ezquisile  science 

B€an  never  need  wish  to  pursue. 

And,  oh ! — if  a  Fellow  like  me 

May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts. 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

My  divine  litde  Miitress  of  Alts ! 


DEATH  OF  A  LADT. 

SwiXT  spirit !  if  thy  airy  sleep 
Nor  sees  my  tears  nor  hears  my  ^g 

Then  will  I  weep,  in  angnirii  weep^ 
Till  the  last  heart's  drop  fills  mine  i 


But  if  thy  sainted  soul  can  feel. 
And  mmgles  in  our  misery ; 

Then,  then  my  breaking  hMit  FQ  am 
Thou  shalt  not  hear  one  sigh  firam  I 


The  beam  of  mom  was  cc  Jie  i 
But  sullen  clouds  the  day  defonn : 

like  thee  was  that  young,  orient  bev 
Like  death,  alas,  that  sullen  stona  I 


Thou  wert  not  form'd  for  living  hera^ 
So  Unk'd  thy  soul  was  mth  the  dl^ 

Yet,  ah,  we  held  thee  all  so  dear. 
We  thought  thou  wert  not  form'd  % 


INCONSTANCY. 

And  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  decaiii 

When  surely  there's  nothmg   in  a 

common? 

She  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing 

me — 

And  could  I  expect  any  move  from  m 

Oh,  woman !  your  heart  is  a  pitifril  tvM 
And  Mahomet's  doctrine  was  not  torn 

When  he  held  that  you  were  but  matflii 
ure. 
And  reason  and  thinlcmg  were  out  cf ; 


By  your  heart,  when  the  fond  sig 
win  it, 
He  thinks  that  an  age  of  anxiety's  pi 
But,    oh,  while    he's   blest,  let  him 
mmute — 
If  he  live  but  a  day,  hell  be  tantf  h 


THE  NATAL  6ENIU& 

A  DRBAX. 

To 

THE  MORNINO  OP  HER  BOKTHM 

In  witching  slumbem  of  the  night, 
I  dreamt  I  was  the  airy  iprite 
Tbat  on  thy  natal  moment  aniiM| 
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And  tboc^  I  wilted  on  my  wing 

I  hqped  that,  after  all  iti  strifiB, 

Thoie  fluwen  which  hi  Elyanm  qnng, 

My  weary  heart  at  length  should  rest, 

To  erown  my  lofely  mortal  diOd. 

And,  fainting  from  the  waves  of  life, 

Find  harbor  in  a  brother's  breast 

With  olire-faranch  I  bomid  thy  head, 

Heuf  ■  ease  akng  thy  path  I  ihed, 

That  brother's  breast  was  warm  with  truth, 

Which  waa  to  bkxjm  thnragh  all  thy  yean ; 

Was  bright  with  honoris  purest  ray ; 

Nor  yet  did  I  forget  to  bind 

He  was  the  dearest,  gentlest  youth — 

LoreV  roaM,  with  hii  myrtle  twmed, 

Ah,  why  then  was  he  tom  away  7 

And  dew'd  by  aympathetio  teaa. 

He  should  have  stay'd,  have  Imger'd  here 

Sadi  was  the  wild  hot  piecioiia  boon 

To  sooth  h»  Julia's  every  wo; 

Which  Fancy,  at  her  magic  noon, 

He  should  have  chased  each  bitter  tear. 

Bade  me  to  Nona'a  image  pay ; 

And  not  have  caused  those  tears  to  flow. 

And  weTB  it  thna  my  fate  to  be 

Thy  little  gnaidian  deity, 

We  saw  withm  his  soul  expand 

How  bleat  aroond  thy  atepa  Fd  pUy ! 

The  frui^  of  genius,  nurwd  by  taste ; 

WhUe  Science,  with  a  fost'ring  hand. 

Thy  life  Aoald  glide  in  peace  along. 

Upon  his  brow  her  chaplet  placed. 

\7afan  aa  lome  lonely  riiepheid's  song 

Thafa  heard  at  diftance  m  the  grove ; 

We  saw,  by  bright  degrees,  his  mmd 

Grow  rich  in  all  that  makes  men  dear ; — 

No  tbofiM  along  thy  pathway  lie, 

Enlighten'd,  social,  and  refined, 

But  an  be  beauty,  peace,  and  lore. 

In  friendship  firm,  in  love  sincere. 

Such  was  the  youth  we  loved  so  weU, 

To  thee  cue  blight  upon  his  wing. 

And  such  the  hopes  that  fate  denied ;-« 

Sogently  oPer  thy  brow  he'd  fly; 

We  loved,  but  ah  !  could  scarcely  tell 

And  deitfh  ilaelf  dioiild  hot  be  felt 

How  deep,  how  deariy,  till  he  died ! 

Like  that  of  daybeauM,  when  they  melt, 

Br%ht  to  the  last,  in  evenmg's  sky ! 

Close  as  the  fondest  links  could  strain. 

Twined  with  my  very  heart  he  grew ; 

And  by  that  fate  which  breaks  the  chain, 

The  heart  is  almost  broken  toa 

ELEGIAC  STANZAS, 

SUlTOaCD  TO   BK  WRTrTKN  ST  JUUA, 

TO  THE  LARGK  AND  BBAOTITUL 

OS  TSS  PBATB  OT  BBS  BSOTBBa. 

MISS , 

n  Ahhvnon  to  iomb  paktnkkibip  in  ▲  LOTTsaT  fnias 

Tboitgh  sorrow  long  has  worn  my  heart ; 

Tboogh  every  day  Fve  counted  o'er 

iMrEOMrra 

Hath  bn>oght  a  new  and  quick'ning  nnart 

—Ego  pan Vnis. 

To  wounds  that  rankled  fresh  before ; 

In  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies, 

Though  m  my  earliest  life  berea 

Where  m  blanks  and  in  prizes  we  deal ; 

Of  tender  links  by  nature  tied; 

But  how  comes  it  that  you,  such  a  capital  prize. 

Should  BO  long  have  renuun'd  in  the  wheel? 

Tboogh  friends  betray'd  and  foes  belied ; 

If  ever,  by  Fortune's  indulgent  decree, 

I  idn  had  hopes    far  hope  wiQ  sUy 

To  me  such  a  ticket  should  roll, 

After  the  suQKt  of  delight;    * 

A  sixteenth,  Heav'n  knows !  were  sufficient  for 

8s  Qko  the  star  which  uriien  day, 

me; 

We  aeaiea  can  thmk  it  herald  night !— 

For  what  could  /do  with  the  whole? 

1 
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Those  eyes  of  hers,  that  float! 

A  DREAM. 

Like  diamonds  in  some  Eas 

That  kiss,  for  which,  if  worM 

I  THOUGHT  this  heart  enkindled  lay 

A  worid  for  every  kiss  Fd  | 

On  Cupid*B  burning  shrine : 

I  thought  he  stole  thy  heart  away, 

That  frame  so  delicate,  yet  w 

And  placed  it  near  to  mine. 

With  flushes  of  love's  genii 

A  mould  transparent,  as  if  foe 

I  saw  thy  heart  begin  to  melt. 

To  let  the  qiirit's  light  sUb 

Like  ice  before  the  sun ; 

Till  both  a  glow  congeni^  felt. 

Of  these  I  sung,  and  notes  an 

And  mingled  into  one  I 

Were  sweet,  as  if  the  very 

And  Lamia's  voice  still  wa 

But  when,  alas,  I  tum'd  thel 

TO    

And  when  of  vows  and  oal 

Of  truth  and  hope's  seducing ' 

With  all  my  soul,  then,  let  us  part, 

The  chord  beneath  my  fi]i| 

Since  both  are  anxious  to  be  free ; 

And  I  will  send  you  home  your  heart. 

False  haip !  false  woman  !^l 

And  yon  will  send  back  mine  to  me. 

Are  lutes  too  frail  and  heat 

Any  hand,  whate'er  its  toueh 

WeVe  had  some  happy  hours  together, 

Can  set  their  chords  or  poll 

But  joy  must  often  change  its  wing ; 

And  qning  would  be  but  gloomy  weather. 

And  when  that  thrill  is  most  i 

If  we  had  nothing  else  but  spring. 

And  when  you  think  He«|^ 

• 

The  nymph  will  change,  the 

Tis  not  th&t  I  expect  to  find 

Oh  Love,  oh  Music,  how  I 

A  more  devoted,  fond,  and  true  one. 

With  ramer  cheek  or  sweeter  mind— 

Enough  for  me  that  she's  a  new  one. 

TO  JULLA 

Thus  let  us  leave  the  bower  of  knre, 

• 

Where  we  have  loitered  long  in  Uiss ; 
And  you  may  down  that  pathway  rove. 

I  SAW  the  peasant's  hand  ■ 
From  yonder  oak  the  if] 

While  I  shall  take  my  way  through  this. 

They  seem'd  in  very  beiqg 
Yet  now  the  oak  is  fre4 

Not  so  the  widow'd  ivy  M 

Tom  from  its  dear  andu 

ANACREONTIC. 

In  drooping  widowhood  it  | 

And  scatters  aU  its  Uotm 

"  Shx  never  look*d  so  kind  before— 

'<  Yet  why  the  wanton's  smile  recall  7 

Thus,  Julia,  did  our  heaxti 

**  I've  seen  this  witchery  o'er  and  o'er. 

TiU  Fate  disturb'd  their  \ 

« 'TIS  hoUow,  vain,  and  heartless  dl !" 

While  mine,  deserted,  dt 

Thus  I  said,  and,  sighmg,  dram'd 

The  cup  which  she  so  late  had  tasted  ; 
Upon  whose  rim  still  fresh  remain'd 

The  breath,  so  oft  in  falsehood  waifted. 

HYMN 

OF  A  VIRGIN  OF 

I  took  the  haip,  and  would  have  sung 
As  if 'twere  not  of  her  I  sang; 

at  the  tomb  of  wiB 

But  still  the  notes  on  Lamia  hung — 

Oh,  lost,  forever  lost— no  n 

Shall  Vesper  light  our  di 
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Akng  Um  vodu  of  Criaa**  Aion, 

To  hymn  Uie  fading  fira  of  day ; 
No  nuNTO  to  Temp^'a  diitant  vale 

In  holy  mnainga  ahall  we  roam, 
Thiongh  aommei'a  glow  and  wintei'a  gale, 

To  bear  the  myrtic  chaplets  home.' 
"Twaa  then  my  sooTa  expanding  xeal, 

By  natnre  wann*d  and  led  by  thee, 
In  erery  faieeie  waa  taught  to  feel 

The  bfeatUnga  of  a  Deity. 
Gfiide  of  my  heart !  itiU  horeiing  round. 

Thy  looln,  thy  wordi  are  atill  my  own— 
I  aee  tbA  raiuig  from  the  ground 

Some  laoiel,  by  the  winda  o'eithrown, 
And  hear  thee  aay,  «<  Thii  hmnble  bough 

**  Waa  planted  for  a  doom  dirine ; 
"And,  tboogh  it  droop  in  languor  now, 

«•  Shan  flonridi  on  the  Delphic  ahrine ! 
**  ThoB,  m  the  Tale  of  earthly  senae, 

**  Thoqgh  annk  awhile  the  spirit  lies, 
**  A  TiewleM  hand  shall  cull  it  thence,- 

''To  Uoom  immortal  m  the  skies  !*' 

AH  that  the  young  should  feel  and  know. 

By  thee  waa  taught  so  sweetly  well, 
Thy  wotda  fell  aofl  aa  vernal  snow. 

And  an  waa  brightneas  where  they  fell ! 
Food  aoother  oi  my  infiuit  tear, 

Food  sharer  of  my  infant  joy, 
la  not  thy  diade  atiU  lingering  here? 

Am  I  not  Btin  thy  soul*s  employ? 
Oh  yea — and,  aa  in  former  daya. 

When,  meeting  on  the  sacred  mount. 
Oar  nympha  awaked  their  choral  lays, 

And  danced  around  Cassotis*  fount; 
As  then,  Hwas  aU  thy  wish  and  care. 

That  mine  ahoold  be  the  simplest  mien, 
My  lyre  and  Toice  the  sweetest  there, 

My  foot  the  lightest  o*er  the  green : 
So  stiD,  eadi  look  and  step  to  mould. 

Thy  gnaidian  care  is  round  me  ^xread. 
Arranging  erery  snowy  fold. 

And  guiding  every  mazy  tread. 
And,  when  I  lead  the  hymning  choir, 

Thy  spirit  stiU,  unseen  and  free, 
Horen  between  my  lip  and  lyre. 

And  weda  them  into  harmony. 
Flow,  PUstns,  flow,  thy  murmuring  wave 

ShaU  never  drop  its  siWry  tear 
Upon  ao  pore,  ao  Uest  a  grave, 

To  memoiy  ao  entirdy  dear ! 


>  Um  lanrel.  for  the  enmiMm  vast  of  the  temple,  for  adora- 
i^  Om  alcsn  aiid  sweeplDg  the  parement,  was  supplied  by  a 
Oac  Bear  ibe  fouatain  of  CaslaUa ;  Irat  apon  all  Important 
tbeyacBt  to  Tempeftr  their  laareU  Wo  And,  la 
ttet  this  valley  sappUed  the  branches,  of  which 


SYMPATHY. 

TO  JULIA, 
-sine  me  alt  nulla  Venus. 


RuLncu. 


Oui.  hearts,  my  love,  were  jform'd  to  be 
The  genuine  twins  of  Sympathy, 

They  live  with  one  sensation : 
In  joy  or  grief,  but  most  in  love, 
like  chords  in  unison  they  move. 

And  thrill  with  like  vibration. 

How  oft  Fve  heard  thee  fondly  aay, 
Thy  vital  pulse  shall  ce^9e  to  play 

When  mine  no  more  is  moving ; 
Since,  now,  to  feel  a  joy  alone 
Were  woise  to  thee  than  feeling  none : 

So  twinn'd  ar^  we  in  loving ! 


THE  TEAR. 

On  beds  of  snow  the  moonbeam  slept. 
And  chilly  was  the  midnight  gloom. 

When  by  the  damp  grave  £31en  wept — 
Fond  maid !  it  was  her  Lindor's  tomb ! 

A  warm  tear  gushM,  the  wintry  air 
Congeal'd  it  as  it  flowed  away : 

All  night  it  lay  an  ice-drop  there. 
At  mom  it  glitter'd  in  the  ray. 

An  angel,  wand'ring  fifom  her  sphere. 
Who  saw  this  bright,  this  frozen  gem. 

To  dew-eyed  Pity  brought  the  tear. 
And  hung  it  on  her  diadem ! 


THE  SNAKE. 

Mv  love  and  I,  the  other  day, 
Within  a  myrtle  arbor  lay. 
When  near  us,  from  a  rosy  bed, 
A  little  Snake  put  forth  its  head. 

'*  See,*'  said  the  maid,  with  thoughtful  eye 
<*  Yonder  the  fatal  emblem  lies ! 
*'  Who  could  expect  such  hidden  harm 
'*  Beneath  the  rose's  smiling  charm  7" 


the  temple  was  originally  constructed ;  and  Plutarch  says,  in 
his  Dialofue  on  Music,  "The  youth  who  brlnp  theTempit 
laurel  to  Delphi  is  always  attended  by  a  player  on  the  flute.** 
AXka  ftriv  Kat  roi  Karatnitt^ovu  watii  Tti»  Tc/is'i/niv  /a^r^ 
tii  AtX^vf  rapeftaprtt  avAqri;;. 


130 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Vtmr  end  gnvo  FomArk  ooour 
Lmi  d-propot  than  this  from  her. 

I  nw  to  kni  the  make,  but  die, 
Half-oniling,  pray'd  it  might  not  be. 
"  No,**  aatd  the  maiden — and,  alas. 

Her  eyee  epoke  volomee,  while  ahe  laid  it— 
**  Long  as  the  snake  is  m  the  grass, 

'*  One  may,  perhaps,  have  cause  to  dread  it : 
"  Bat,  when  its  wicked  eyes  appear, 

*<  And  when  we  know  for  what  they  wink  so, 
**  One  mast  be  very  simple,  dear, 

**  To  let  it  wound  one— don't  yon  think  so  f 


TO  ROSA, 

Is  the  song  of  Rosa  mutel 
Once  such  lays  inspired  her  lute ! 
Never  doth  a  sweeter  song 
Steal  the  breezy  lyre  along. 
When  the  wind,  m  odors  dying, 
Woos  it  with  enamor'd  sighing. 

Is  my  Rosa's  lute  unstrung? 
Once  a  tale  of  peace  it  sung 
To  her  tover's  throbbing  breast— 
Tben  was  he  diyinely  blest ! 
Ah !  but  Rosa  loyes  no  more. 
Therefore  Rosa's  song  is  o'er ; 
And  her  late  neglected  lies ; 
And  her  boy  forgotten  sighs. 
Silent  lute — ^forgotten  lover — 
Rosa's  love  and  song  are  over ! 


LOVE  AND  ICARRIAGE. 


ELEGIAC  STANZAS. 

81c  Jnvat  perixe. 

Whkn  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep. 
How  heavenly  soft  their  slumbers  lie ! 

How  sweet  is  death  to  those  who  weep. 
To  those  who  weep  and  long  to  die ! 

Saw  you  the  soft  and  grassy  bed. 

Where  flow'rets  deck  the  green  earth's  breast? 
Tis  there  I  wish  to  lay  my  head, 

'TIS  there  I  wish  to  sleep  at  rest 

Oh,  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb, — 
None  but  the  dews  at  twilight  given ! 

Oh,  let  not  sighs  disturb  the  gloom, — 
None  but  the  whirring  winds  of  heaven ! 


Bbcombus,  dsg  ¥ 
Smx  the  qnestioii  I  must  parry. 

Still  a  wayward  truant  prove : 
Where  I  love,  I  must  not  many ; 

Where  I  mairy,  cannot  love. 

Were  she  fietirest  of  creation,     • 
With  the  least  presuming  mmd ; 

Learned  without  afiectation ; 
Not  deceitful,  yet  refined  j  % 

Wise  enough,  t  at  never  rigid ; 

Gay,  but  not  too  lightly  free ; 
Chaste  as  snow,  and  yet  not  frigid ; 

Fond,  yet  satisfied  with  me : 

Were  she  all  this  ten  times  over. 
All  that  heav'n  to  earth  aUows, 

I  should  be  too  much  her  lover 
Ever  to  become  her  iponse. 

Love  win  never  bear  endaving ; 

Summer  garments  suit  him  best ; 
Bliss  itself  is  not  worth  having. 

If  we're  by  compulsion  blest 


ANACREONTIC. 

I  fill'd  to  thee,  to  thee  I  diank, 
I  nothing  did  but  drink  and  fill ; 

The  bowl  by  turns  was  bright  and  blaiik« 
'Twas  drinking,  filling,  drinking  stilL 

At  length  I  bid  an  artist  paint 
Thy  image  in  this  ample  cup, 

That  I  might  see  the  dimpled  saint. 
To  whom  I  quaflTd  my  nectar  up. 

Behold,  how  bright  that  purple  lip 
Now  bloshes  through  the  wave  at  me  ; 

Every  roseate  drop  I  sip 
Is  just  like  kissing  wme  from  thee. 

And  still  I  drink  the  more  for  this ; 

For,  ever  when  the  draught  I  dram, 
Thy  lip  invites  another  kiss, 

And — in  the  nectar  flows  again. 

So,  here's  to  thee,  my  gentle  dear, 
And  may  that  eyelid  never  shine 

Beneath  a  darker,  bitterer  tear 
Than  bathes  it  in  this  bowl  of  mine! 
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Tm  not  to  iweet  as  wmnan's  Up, 
Bat,  oh !  'tif  more  nioere. 
Like  her  delnsiye  beam, 

'Twill  steal  away  thy  mind : 
Bat,  traer  than  love's  dream. 
It  leaves  no  sting  behind. 

Come,  twine  the  wreath,  thy  brows  to  shade ; 

These  flowers  were  cull'd  at  noon ; — 
Like  woman's  love  the  rose  will  fade, 
But,  ah  I  not  half  so  soon. 

For  though  the  flower's  decay'd, 

Its  fragrance  is  not  o'er ; 
But  once  when  love's  betray'd. 
Its  sweet  life  blooms  no  more. 


THE  PHILOSOPHER  ARISTIPPUS,> 

TO  A  LAMP 

WmCH  HAD  BEEN  GIVEN  BSU  BT  LAIS. 

Dulcis  conscia  lectull  Incerna. 

Maktui..,  lib.  xir.  epig.  39. 

'*  Oh  !  love  the  Lamp,"  (my  Mistress  said,) 
<*  The  faithful  Lamp  that,  many  a  night, 

"  Beside  thy  Lais'  lonely  bed 
"  Has  kept  its  little  watch  of  light 

*'  Full  often  has  it  seen  her  weep, 

"  And  fix  her  eye  upon  its  flame, 
*'  Till,  weary,  she  has  mnk  to  sleep, 

**  Repeating  her  beloved's  name. 

"  Then  love  the  Lamp— 'twill  often  lead 
"  Thy  step  through  learning's  sacred  way ; 

**  And  when  those  studious  eyes  shall  read, 
"  At  midnight,  by  its  lonely  ray, 

>  It  doat  not  appear  to  hare  been  very  dlfflcnlt  to  beeome 
a  pbiloaopher  among  the  ancients.  A  moderate  store  of 
learning,  with  a  considerable  portion  of  confidence,  and  Just 
«1t  enough  to  produce  an  occasional  apophthegm,  seem  to 
have  been  alt  the  qualifications  necessary  for  the  purpose. 
The  principles  of  moral  science  were  so  very  imperfectly 
understood,  that  the  founder  of  a  new  sect,  In  forming  his 
ethical  code,  might  consult  either  fancy  or  temperament,  and 
adapt  it  to  his  own  passions  and  propensities ;  so  that  Bla- 
homet,  with  a  little  m<»e  learning,  might  have  flourished  as 
a  phUoaopher  In  those  days,  and  would  have  required  but  the 
polish  of  the  schools  to  become  the  rival  of  Arlstlppus  in 
morality.  In  the  science  of  nature,  too,  though  some  valua- 
ble truths  were  discovered  by  them,  they  seemed  hardly  to 
know  they  were  truths,  or  at  least  were  as  well  satisfied 
with  errors ;  and  Xenophanes,  who  asserted  that  the  stars 
were  Igneoos  doads,  lighted  up  every  night  and  oztingnished 
•laUi  In  the  notBlsg,  was  ihoaght  and  styled  a  philosopher, 


**  Of  things  sublime,  of  natora 

<*  Of  all  that's  bright  m  heaTH 

**  Oh,  think  that  she,  by  whom  'tww 

"  Adores  thee  more  than  earth  or  hm 

Yes — dearest  Lamp,  by  every  clis 
On  which  thy  midnight  beam  In 

The  head  reclined,  the  graceful  an 
Across  the  brow  of  iv;.  y  flung; 

The  heaving  bosom,  partly  hki. 
The  sever'd  lip's  unconscioos  ^g 

The  firmge  that  from  the  half-sfaot 
Adown  the  cheek  of  roses  lies: 

By  these,  by  all  that  Uoom  nntol^ 
And  long  as  all  shall  charm  xny 

I'll  love  my  little  Lamp  of  gold^ 
My  Lamp  and  I  shall  never  ptt 

And  often,  as  she  smiling  said, 

In  fancy's  hour,  thy  geufle  rays 
Shall  guide  my  visionary  tread 

Through  poesy's  enchanting  mii 
Thy  flame  shall  light  the  page  ntt 

Whore  still  we  catch  the  Chiaan 

Where  still  the  bard,  though  ool 
Has  left  his  soul  unquench'd  behiai 
Or,  o'er  thy  humbler  legend  shina^ 

Oh  man  of  Ascra's  dreary  gladt 
To  whom  the  nightly  warbling  Nl 

A  wand  of  inspiration  gave,* 
Pluck'd  from  tlie  greenest  tree,  thp 

The  crystal  of  Castalia's  wavob . 

Then,  turning  to  a  purer  lore, 
We'U  cuU  the  sages'  deep-hid  ston 
From  Science  steal  her  golden  ok(| 
And  every  mystic  path  purroey  , 
Where  Nature,  far  from  Yulgar  6g| 
Through  labyrinths  of  wonder  fliiQ 

as  generally  as  he  who  anticipated  Newtott! 
arrangement  of  the  universe. 

For  this  opinion  of  Xenophanes,  see  fk 
Philosophy  lib.  ii.  cap.  13.  It  U  ImpoMl 
treatise  of  Plutarch,  without  alternately  a* 
and  smiling  at  the  absurdities  of  the  philaa 

*  The  ancients  had  their  luoemn  cift 
chamber  lamps,  which,  as  the  emperor  Qi 
eras  meminere  ;**  and,  with  the  same  tam$ 
crecy,  Prazagura  addresses  her  lamp  I 
EirirXiTf .  We  may  Judge  how  ihneiltal  thi| 
and  embellishment  of  their  lamps,  firom  lli| 
Lucema  which  we  find  In  the  Hiimiaa^ 
Ang.  Causei,  p.  197. 

*  Hesiod,  who  tells  us  In  melancholy  %m 
flight  to  the  wretched  village  of  Atcn.  ^fqpii 

*  EyyirX(«<  crttxov,  rc/KcaXXcs  enrsv  SM 

*  Kai  ^ai  mirrfQP  tiw,  imf^ng  s^Aita 
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T^  tfaqp  my  heart  ahAD  leani  to  know 
Hoir  flaetiiig  » tlw  worid  below, 
Wheie  an  that  meets  the  morning  light, 
1m  changed  before  the  fall  of  night!' 

m  teD  thee,  as  I  tiim  thy  fire, 
*<  Swift,  swift  the  tide  of  being  mns, 

**  And  Tune,  who  bids  thy  flame  expire, 
*«  WiU  also  quench  yon  heaven  of 


Oh,  then  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  nearer  chain  one  feathery  hour ; 
If  erery  print  we  leave  to-day 
To-monow's  wave  will  sweep  away ; 
Who  panses  to  inquire  of  heaven 
Why  were  the  fleeting  treasures  given, 
The  sonny  days,  the  shady  nights, 
Axkd  an  their  brief  but  dear  delights, 
Whiefa  heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use, 
And  man  dioiild  think  it  crime  to  lose? 
Who  that  has  cnll'd  a  firesh-blown  rose 
Win  tak  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows, 
Unmindfol  of  the  Uoriiing  ray, 
In  which  it  shines  its  soul  away  ; 
Unmindful  of  the  scented  sigh. 
With  whkdi  it  dies  and  loves  to  die  ? 

Fleason,  thou  only  good  on  earth  !* 
One  pvBcioos  moment  given  to  thee— 

Oh !  by  my  Lais'  lip,  'tis  worth 
Tlie  sage's  immortality. 

TImh  fiu-  be  an  the  wisdom  hence, 
Hut  would  our  joys  one  hour  delay  I 

Alas,  the  feast  of  soul  and  sense 

Love  calls  us  to  in  youth's  bright  day. 
If  not  soon  tasted,  fleets  away. 

Ne'er  wert  thou  fimn'd,  my  Lamp,  to  shed 
Thy  iplendor  on  a  lifeless  page ; — 

Whate'er  my  blushing  Lais  said 
Of  thoughtful  lore  and  studies  sage, 

Twas  mockery  all — her  glance  of  joy 

Told  me  thy  dearest,  best  employ.' 

^'^prmilXm  nra^tv  diniy, as coqiressed  among  the  dog- 
■MoT Hcnctttos  the  Ephmlan,  and  with  th^  same  Jmage  by 
la  whom  we  flad  a  beantlftil  diflbsion  of  the  thought 
qal  fait  prldie.    Corpora  nostra  npinnnir 
;  qaidqnld  Tides  cmrit  cum  temptue.    Nihil 
■mset.    Ego  Ipse,  dam  loqoor  matari 

*  Aital^pBS  eoBildaied  notloo  as  the  principle  of  happl- 
tHilB  wUeh  Idea  be  dUbred  ftom  the  Epicoreans,  who 
hiM  to  a  slate  of  lepoee  as  the  only  true  volaptuonsness, 
■iivoUod  even  the  too  lively  agitations  of  pleasure,  as  a 

Mns  oad  oagrae^U  deiaagMBeat  of  the  senses. 

•MHpsrtBis  hoa  been  staimoroexpIkU  than  this  philoso- 
Ika^la  noklag  the  pteasaies  of  sense  above  the  snbllmest 
SpeoUsg  of  the  InAuit  man  in  bis  pro- 


And,  soon  as  night  shaU  dose  the  eye 

Of  heaven's  young  wanderer  in  the  west ; 
When  seers  are  gazing  on  the  sky. 

To  find  their  future  otbs  of  rest ; 
Then  shaU  I  take  my  trembling  way. 

Unseen  but  to  those  worids  above. 
And,  led  by  thy  mysterious  ray, 

Steal  to  the  night-bower  of  my  love. 


TO  MRS. 


Olff  HBK  BSAUTIFUL  TRANSULTION  OP 
VOITUKE'S  KISS. 

Blon  ime  but  mon  levre  6toit  lors  tonte  entiers, 

Pour  savourer  le  miel  qui  sur  la  vOtre  6UAt ; 
Mais  en  me  retirant,  elle  resta  derriere, 

Tant  de  ce  dooz  plaislr  I'amorce  Ik  restoit. 

Vorruas 
How  heav'nly  was  the  poet's  doom. 

To  breathe  his  spirit  through  a  kiss ; 
And  lose  within  so  sweet  a  tomb 

The  trembling  messenger  of  bliss ! 

And,  sure  his  soul  letum'd  io  feel 
That  it  again  could  ravish'd  be ; 

For  in  the  kiss  that  thou  didst  steal. 
His  life  and  soul  have  fled  to  thee. 


RONDEAU. 

"  Good  night !  good  night !"— And  is  it  so  7 

And  must  I  from  my  Rosa  go  7 

Oh  Rosa,  say  **  Good  night !"  once  more. 

And  I'll  repeat  it  o'er  and  o'er, 

Till  the  first  glance  of  dawning  light 

Shall  find  us  saying,  stiU,  "  Good  night" 

duction,  he  ealls  him,  *'  une  nonvelle  creature,  qui  ponrra 
comprendre  les  choses  les  plus  sublimes,  et  ce  qui  est  bicn 
an-dessns,  qui  pourra  gouter  les  m6mes  plaisire.**  See  his 
VAnos  Physique.  This  appears  to  be  one  of  the  eflbru  at 
Fontenelle*s  gallantry  of  manner,  for  which  the  learned  Pres- 
ident is  so  well  and  Justly  ridiculed  in  the  Alcaliia  of  Vul- 
taire. 

liaupertuis  may  be  thought  to  have  borrowed  fVom  the  an- 
cient Aristippns  that  indiscriminate  theory  of  pleasures 
which  he  has  set  forth  in  his  Essai  de  Philosophle  Morale, 
and  for  which  be  was  so  very  Justly  condemned.  Aristip- 
pns, according  to  Laertlus,  held  fin  iiafipeiy  rt  h.iovuv 
hSoviiif  which  irrational  sentiment  has  been  adopted  by 
Maupertuis:  **Tant  qu'on  ne  consld6re  que  I'dtat  present, 
toiu  les  plaisirs  sont  dn  mime  genre,**  Jcc.  &c. 
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And  8tin  *'  Gooq  night,"  my  Rosa,  mj-^ 
Bat  whisper  bUU,  *<  A  miniite  stay  f 
And  I  will  stay,  and  eveiy  minute 
Shall  have  an  age  of  tranqwrt  m  it ; 
Till  Tune  himselT shall  stay  hii  flight. 
To  listen  to  oar  sweet  "  Good  night*' 

"  Good  night  V*  youll  marmur  with  a  agfay 

And  tell  me  it  is  time  to  fly : 

And  I  will  vow,  will  swear  to  go, 

While  still  that  sweet  voice  mormun  **  No !" 

Till  slumber  seal  our  weary  sight — 

And  then,  my  love,  my  soul,  "  Good  night  f 


SONG. 


Wirr  does  azure  deck  the  sky  T 
'Tis  to  be  like  thme  eyes  of  bloo ; 

Why  is  red  the  rose's  dye? 
Because  it  is  thy  bluriies'  hue. 

All  that's  fair,  by  Love's  decree. 

Has  been  made  resembling  thee ! 

Why  is  falling  snow  so  white, 
But  to  be  like  thy  bosom  fair? 

Why  are  solar  beams  so  bright? 

lliat  they  may  seem  thy  golden  hair! 

All  that's  bright,  by  Love's  decree, 

Has  been  made  reeembUng  thee ! 

Why  are  nature's  beauties  felt? 

Oh !  'tis  thine  in  her  we  see ! 
Why  has  music  power  to  melt? 

Oh !  because  it  speaks  like  thee 
All  that's  sweet,  by  Love's  decree. 
Has  been  made  resembling  thee 


'  TO  ROSA. 

Lues  one  who  trusU  to  summer  pkios, 
And  puts  his  little  bark  to  sea. 

Is  he  who,  lured  by  smiling  eyes. 
Consigns  his  simple  heart  to  thee. 

For  fickle  is  the  sunmier  wind. 
And  sadly  may  the  bark  be  toss'd ; 

For  thou  art  wan  to  ehange  thy  mmd. 
And  then  thA.wntched  heart  k  lost ! 


WRITTEN  IN  A  COMMONFL 

CALLED 
"THE  BOOK  OP  FOLLIB 
ni  wncB  BVKST  omc  that  opbhsd  rr  wai 

•OMBTBUa. 
TO  THE  BOOK  OF  FOLL 

Tms  tribute's  from  a  wretched  « 
Who  hails  thee,  emblem  of  hin 
The  book  of  life,  which  I  have  1 
Has  been,  like  thee,  a  motley  w 
Of  follies  scribbled  o'er  and  o'er« 
One  folly  bringing  hundreds  moi 
Some  have  indeed  been  writ  so  i 
In  characters  so  fair,  so  sweet* 
That  those  who  judge  not  too  M 
Have  said  they  loved  such  folUai 
Yet  stiU,  O  book!  the  allusion i( 
For  these  were  penn'd  hyfemA 
The  rest— alas !  I  own  the  tmtl 
Have  all  been  scribbled  so  unooi 
That  Prudence,  with  a  with'rip| 
T)i8dainfu],  flings  away  the  booh 
Like  thine,  its  pages  here  and  4 
Have  oft  been  stain'd  with  bloCt 
And  sometimes  hours  of  peaoe^ ! 
Upon  some  fairer  leaves  have  A 
White  as  the  snowings  of  thai  ^ 
By  which  those  hours  of  peace  1 
But  now  no  longer — such,  oh,  m 
The  blast  of  Disappointment's  li 
No  longer  now  those  houis  iqip* 
Each  leaf  is  sullied  by  a  tear: 
Blank,  blank  is  ev'ry  page  witii 
Not  ev'n  a  folly  brightens  them* 
Will  they  yet  brighten  ? — ^nevei^ 
Then  shut  th£  book,  O  God,  tm 


TO  ROSA. 

Sat,  why  should  the  girl  of  my  soul  I 
At  a  meeting  of  rapture  like  thii^ 

When  the  glooms  of  the  past  and' 
years 
Have  been  paid  by  one  moment  tf 

Are  they  shed  for  that  moment  of  Ul 
Which  dwells  on  her  memoiy  yett 

Do  they  flow,  like  the  dews  of  tha 
nighty 
From  the  warmth  of  the  son  Uiill 
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reet  it  the  tear  on  that  langniahing  mule, 
,  which  IB  lorelieat  then ; 
I  are  the  drops  that  delight  can  begoQe, 
1  ihalt  weep  them  again  and  again. 


UGHT  SOUNDS  THE  HARP. 

mmde  the  haip  when  the  combat  is  orer, 
n  beioee  are  resting,  and  joy  is  in  Uoom ; 
lanrelB  hang  loose  firom  the  brow  of  the  loyer, 
Cnpid  makes  wings  of  the  warrior's  plume. 

Bat,  when  the  foe  returns, 

Again  the  hero -burns , 
amee  the  sword  in  his  hand  once  more : 

Tlie  dang  of  mingling  arms 

Is  tiien  the  sound  that  charms, 
xaaen  notes  of  war,  that  stirring  trumpets 
pour;— 
again  cornea  the  Harp,  when  the  combat  is 

OTW  — 

^  hopoes  are  resting,  and  Joy  is  m  bloom — 
■^  laiix«b  hang  loose  from  the  brow  of  the  lover, 
^  Co^  makes  wings  of  the  warrior's  plume. 

^<Bitt  the  harp  when  the  War-God,  redii^g, 
^  'oiTd  on  the  white  arm  of  Beauty  to  rest, 

'^Nmd  his  rich  armor  the  myrtle    hung 
Hiiiag, 
^kktm  of  young  doves  made  his  hehnet  their 

^"*,  when  the  battle  came, 
'^^  hero's  eye  breathed  flame: 
"i^i»  neck  the  white  arm  was  flung ; 
^*»ile,  to  his  wak'ning  ear, 
^*  <*^r  sounds  were  dear 
*"     «*ot««  of  war,  by  thousand  trumpets 
»?• 

/V***  the  light  harp,  when  danger  was 
flea, 

1****^   once  DMve  luU'd  the  War-God  to 
■ » 

J^  ^^  ^M  with  )m  laurels  lay  blended, 
^  young  doves  made  his  helmet  their 


**  ^^  mttptfr^  T»  xX«o  ftiey  ovofta. 
■     r  ttiMC,  aiif  cn6ln  vrc^cyMf 


THE  GREEK  OF  MELEAGER.' 

Fox  high  the  cup  with  liquid  flame, 
And  qieak  my  Heliodora's  name. 
Repeat  its  magic  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  let  the  sound  my  lips  adore, 
live  in  the  breeze,  Hfll  every  tone, 
And  word,  and  breath,  speaks  her  alone. 

Give  me  the  wreath  that  withers  there, 

It  was  but  last  delicious  night, 
It  circled  her  luxuriant  hair. 

And  caught  her  eyes'  reflected  light 
Oh !  haste,  and  twine  it  round  my  brow : 
Tis  all  of  her  that's  left  me  now. 
And  see — each  rosebud  drops  a  tear. 
To  find  the  nymph  no  longer  here — 
No  longer,  where  snch  heavenly  charms 
As  hers  9hould  be — ^within  these  arms. 


SONG. 


Flt  from  the  worid,  O  Bessy !  to  me. 

Thou  wilt  never  find  any  smoerer ; 
m  give  up  the  wciil,  O  Bessy !  for  thee, 

I  can  never  meet  any  that's  dearer. 
Then  tell  me  no  more,  with  a  tear  and  a  sigh. 

That  our  loves  will  be  censured  by  many ; 
All,  all  have  their  follies,  and  who  will  deny 

That  ouiB  is  the  sweetest  of  any  7 

When  your  lip  has  met  mine,  in  communion  so 
sweet,  * 

Have  we  felt  as  if  virtue  forbid  it  ?~ 
Have  we  felt  as  if  heav'n  denied  them  to  meet  7 — 

No,  rather  'twas  heav'n  that  did  it 
So  innocent,  love,  is  the  joy  we  then  sip. 

So  little  of  wrong  is  there  in  it. 
That  I  wish  all  my  errors  were  lodged  on  your  lip. 

And  m  kiss  them  away  in  a  tninute. 

Then  come  to  your  lover,  oh !  fly  to  his  shed. 
From  a  worid  which  I  know  Uiou  despisest ; 

And  slumbor  will  hover  as  light  o'er  our  bed 
As  e'er  on  the  eoueh  of  the  \ 


AoKfiVit  ^tXtprnvTOP  iiop  ^iop^  oivun  mimv 
AXXo9i  «*  09  «oXroi(  ^furtpen  scopm. 

Bamicx.  JtnaUu,  Unn.  t  p.  89. 


IM 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


And  when  o*er  our  piUow  the  tempest  is  driven, 
And  thou,  pretty  innocent,  fearest, 

ni  tell  thee,  it  is  not  the  chiding  of  heaven, 
Tia  only  our  lullaby,  dearest 

And,  oh !  while  we  lie  on  our  deathbed,  my  love, 

Looking  back  on  the  scene  of  our  emns, 
A  sigh  from  my  Bessy  shall  plead  then  above, 

And  Death  be  disarm'd  of  his  tenon. 
And  each  to  the  other  embracing  will  say, 

"  Farewell !  let  us  hope  we're  forgiven." 
Thy  last  fading  glance  will  Olumme  the  way, 

And  a  kiss  be  our  passport  to  heaven! 


THE  RESEMBLANCE. 

vo  cereand*  io, 

Donna,  qnant^e  pouibitoi  In  altnii 
La  desiata  vostra  forma  vera. 

PcTaAac.  SMiiutt.14. 

Yn,  if  'twere  any  common  love. 

That  led  my  |diant  heart  astray, 
I  grant,  there's  not  a  power  above. 

Could  wipe  the  faithless  crime  away. 

But,  'twas  my  doom  to  eir  with  one 

In  every  look  so  like  to  thee 
That,  underneath  yon  blessed  sun. 

So  fair  there  are  but  thou  and  she. 

Both  bom  of  beauty,  at  a  birth. 
She  held  with  thine  a  kmdred  sway. 

And  wore  the  only  shape  on  earth 
That  could  have  lured  my  soul  to  stray. 

Then  blame  me  not,  if  false  I  be, 

'Twas  love  that  waked  the  fond  excess ; 

My  heart  had  been  more  true  to  thee. 
Had  mine  eye  priced  thy  beauty  less. 


FANNY,  DEAREST. 

Yes  !  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn, 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  I'd  sigh ; 
And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 
But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep. 

So  busy  a  life  I  live. 
That  even  the  time  it  would  take  to  weep 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 


Then  bid  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 
Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dears! 

The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 
Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tean. 

Reflected  bright  m  this  heart  of  mine, 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 
But,  ah,  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shine. 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 
They  lose  the  half  of  beauty's  light, 

Who  view  it  through  sonoiv's  tear ; 
And  'tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bright 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beam  dear. 
Then  wait  no  longer  till  tean  shaU  flow* 

Fanny,  dearest — ^the  hope  is  vain; 
If  sunsfaine  cannot  dissolve  thy  snow, 

I  shall  never  attempt  it  with  rain. 


THE  RING. 

TO 


No— Lady !  Lady !  keep  the  ring: 
Oh !  think,  how  many  a  future  yeAiy 

Of  placid  smile  and  downy  wing, 
Mny  sleep  within  its  holy  sphere. 

Do  not  disturb  their  tranquil  dream. 
Though  love  hath  ne'er  the  myst'ry  n 

Yet  heaven  will  shed  a  soothing  beam, 
To  bless  the  bond  itself  hath  form'd. 

But  then,  that  eye,  that  burning  eye,^ 
Oh !  it  doth  ask,  with  witching  power 

If  heaven  can  ever  bless  the  tie 
Where  love  inwreaths  no  genial  flowci 

Away,  away,  bewildering  look, 
Or  all  the  boast  of  virtue's  o'er ; 

Go— hie  thee  to  the  sage's  book. 
And  learn  from  hhn  to  feel  no  more. 

I  cannot  warn  thee :  every  touch. 
That  brings  my  pulses  close  to  thine^ 

Tells  me  I  want  thy  aid  as  much — 
Ev'n  more,  alas,  than  thou  dost  mine. 

Yet,  stay,— one  hope,  one  effort  yet— 
A  moment  tium  those  eyes  away. 

And  let  me,  if  I  can,  forget 
The  light  that  leads  my  soul  astray. 
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Thoa  M/it,  that  wa  wen  bom  to  meet, 
That  onr  hearta  bear  one  oommon  aeal  ;— 

Think,  Ladj,  think»  how  man'a  deceit 
Can  aeem  to  aigh  and  feign  to  feeL 


When,  o'er  thy  face  aome  gleam  of  thought, 
Like  daybeama  thiongh  the  morning  air, 

Hath  graihial  atole,  and  I  have  canght 
The  feeling  era  it  kindled  there ; 

The  ijmpathy  I  then  betray'd, 
PeifaapB  waa  but  the  child  of  art, 

The  goile  of  one,  who  long  hath  pla/d 
With  aD  theM  wily  neta  of  heart. 

O!  thine  ia  not  my  eailieet  TOW ; 

Though  few  the  yean  I  yet  have  told, 
Canat  thoa  believe  fve  lived  till  now, 

With  lofoleai  heart  or  flenaee  cold? 

No--olher  nymphi  to  joy  and  pain 

Thii  wild  and  wandering  heart  hath  moved ; 
With  aome  it  wpatitd,  wfld  and  vain, 

While  aome  it  deariy,  truly  loved. 

Thfl  cbeek  to  thme  I  fondly  lay. 
To  thdiB  hath  been  aa  fondly  laid ; 

Thfl  wofdi  to  thee  I  wannly  lay, 
To  them  have  been  aa  vramily  said. 

TbeOy  aoom  at  once  a  worthleai  heart. 

Worthies  alike,  or  fiz'd  or  free ; 
Think  of  the  pore,  bright  wal  then  art. 

And — love  not  me,  oh  love  not  me. 

Enoogh — DOW,  torn  thine  eyee  again ; 

Wliat,  atiD  that  look  and  stUl  that  ligh! 
Dwt  thoa  not  feel  my  ooonael  then? 

Ob !  no,  beloved^— nor  do  L 


THE  INVISIBLE  GIRL. 

TncT  try  to  pennade  me,  my  dear  little  i^irite, 
That  you're  not  a  tme  daughter  of  ether  and  light, 
[  Ser  have  any  concera  with  thoie  fanciful  fonns 
[  That  daaee  upon  nunbows  and  ride  upon  storms ; 
iThai,  in  short,  you're  a  woman ;  your  lip  and  your 

eye 
■  ^mortal  as  em  dxew  godi  from  the  tky. 

ft  I  wis  not  believe  them— 4io»  Science,  to  yon 
i^n«  kmg  bid  a  last  and  a  caielesB  adien: 


Still  flying  from  Nature  to  study  her  laws. 

And  dulling  delight  by  exploring  its  cause. 

You  forget  how  superior,  for  mortals  below, 

Is  the  fiction  they  dream  to  the  truth  that  they 

know. 
Oh !  who,  that  has  e*er  enjoy'd  rapture  complete, 
Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  why  it  is  sweet; 
How  rays  are  confused,  or  how  particles  fly 
Through  the  medium  refined  of  a  glance  or  a  Bgh ; 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have 

known  it, 
Than  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  volumes  upon  it? 

As  for  you,  my  8wcet-\oicod  and  invisible  love. 
You  must  surely  be  one  of  those  spirits,  that  rove 
By  the  bank  where,  at  twilight,  the  poet  reclines. 
When  the  star  of  the  west  on  his  solitude  slimes. 
And  the  magical  figures  of  fancy  have  hung 
Every  breeze  with  a  sigh,  every  leaf  with  a  tongue. 
Oh !  hint  to  him  then,  'tis  retirement  alone 
Can  hallow  his  harp  or  ennoble  its  tone ; 
like  you,  with  a  veil  of  seclusion  between, 
His  song  to  the  worid  let  him  utter  unseen. 
And  like  you,  a  legitimate  child  of  the  spheres, 
Escape  from  the  eye  to  enrapture  the  ears. 

Sweet  spirit  of  mystery !  how  I  should  love, 
In  the  wearisome  ways  I  am  fated  to  rove, 
To  have  you  thus  ever  invisibly  nigh. 
Inhaling  forever  your  song  and  your  sigh ! 
Mid  the  crowds  of  the  worid  and  the  murmun  of 

care, 
I  might  sometimes  converse  with  my  nymph  of  the 

air. 
And  turn  with  distaste  from  the  clamorous  crew, 
To  steal  in  the  pauses  one  whisper  from  you. 

Then,  come  and  be  near  me,  forever  be  mine. 
We  shall  hold  in  the  air  a  communion  divine. 
As  sweet  as,  of  old,  was  imagined  to  dwell 
In  the  grotto,  of  Noma,  or  Socrates'  cell. 
And  oil,  at  thoee  lingering  moments  of  night. 
When  the  heart's  busy  thoughts  have  put  slumber 

to  flight. 
You  shall  come  to  my  pillow  and  tell  me  of  love. 
Such  as  angel  to  angel  might  whisper  above. 
Sweet  spirit! — and  then,  could  you   borrow  the 

tone 
Of  that  voice,   to  my  ear  like  some  fairy-song 

known. 
The  voice  of  the  one  upon  earth,  who  has  twined 
With  her  being  forever  my  heart  and  my  mind, 
Though  lonely  and  far  from  the  light  of  her  smile. 
An  exile,  and  weary  and  hopcleas  the  while. 
Could  you  shed  for  a  moment  her  voice  on  my  ear, 
I  win  thmk,  for  that  moment,  that  Cara  is  near ; 
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That  she  comes  with  consoliiig  enchantment  to 

The  bridegroom  on  his  finger  WW 

speak, 

The  wedding-ring  so  bright. 

And  kisses  my  eyelid  and  breathes  on  my  cheek. 

Which  was  to  grace  the  lily  hand! 

And  tells  me,  the  night  shall  go  rapidly  by, 

For  the  dawn  of  onr  hope,  of  oar  heaven  is  nigh. 

And  fearing  he  might  break  the  | 

Fair  spirit !  if  such  be  your  magical  power. 

Or  lose  it  in  the  play. 

It  will  lighten  the  lapse  of  full  many  an  hour ; 

He  look'd  around  the  court,  to  wm 

And,  let  fortune's  realities  frown  as  they  will. 

Where  he  the  ring  might  lay. 

Hope,  fancy,  and  Cara  may  smile  for  me  stilL 

Now  m  the  court  a  statue  stoodt 

' 

Which  there  full  long  had  be« 

Or  else,  a  Heathen  queen. 

THK  BJNG.^ 

Upon  its  marble  finger  then 

He  tried  the  ring  to  fit; 

▲  TALK. 

And,  thinking  it  was  safest  thei% 

Annnliu  ille  virL-Ono.  jamar.  Ub.  U.  eleg.  15. 

Thereon  he  fastened  it 

The  happy  day  at  length  airived 

And  now  the  tennis  sports  went  i 

When  Rupert  was  to  wed 

TiU  they  were  wearied  all. 

The  fairest  maid  in  Saxony, 

And  take  her  to  his  bed. 

Their  dinner  in  the  halL 

As  soon  as  mom  was  in  the  sky, 

Young  Rupert  for  his  weddmg-ifii 

The  feast  and  sports  began ; 

Unto  the  statue  went ; 

The  men  admired  the  happy  maid. 

But,  oh,  how  shocked  was  he  to  fl 

The  maids  the  happy  man. 

The  marble  finger  bent ! 

In  many  a  sweet  device  of  mirth 

The  day  was  passed  along ; 

With  finn  and  mighty  dngp  ; 

And  some  the  featly  dance  amused. 

In  vain  he  tried,  and  tried,  and  ti 

And  some  the  dulcet  song. 

He  could  not  loose  the  grasp ! 

The  younger  maids  with  Isabel 

Then  sore  suiprised  was  Rupert^ 

Disported  through  the  bowers. 

And  weU  his  mind  might  be| 

And  deck*d  her  robe,  and  crown'd  her  head 

« I'll  come,"  quoth  he,  «  at  ni|^ 

With  motley  bridal  flowers. 

"  When  none  are  here  to  see."  ' 

The  matrons  all  in  rich  atUre, 

He  went  unto  the  feast,  and  mnd 

Within  the  casUe  walls. 

He  thought  upon  his  ring ; 

Sat  listening  to  the  choral  strains 

And  marvellM  sorely  what  could  1 

That  echo'd  through  the  halls. 

So  very  strange  a  thing ! 

Young  Rupert  and  his  friends  repaired 

The  feast  was  o'er,  and  to  the  CNp 

Unto  a  spacious  court. 

He  hied  without  delay, 

To  strike  the  bounding  tennis-ball 

Resolved  to  break  the  marble  htm 

In  feat  and  manly  gpart 

And  force  the  ring  away. 

>  I  shoald  be  sorry  to  tblnk  that  my  friend  had  any  lenotu 

I  find,  by  a  note  in  the  mannscript,  that  li 

intenUont  of  frtgtatening  the  nnnery  by  this  story:  I  rather 

hope— though  the  manner  of  it  leads  me  to  doubt— that  his 

iU.  part  Ti.  ch.  1&    On  consulting  the  woit^ 

stories  eqnaUy  dUboUcal  and  interestlBf. 

tnM  poetic  imaginatlnii. 
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maik  a  itraiiger  wonder  atfll— 
m  rin^  was  there  no  more, 
yet  the  marble  hand  ungraiip'd, 
kd  open  as  before ! 

At  length  from  this  mvaiUe 
These  words  to  Rupert  came : 

(Oh  God!  while  he  did  hear  the  words 
What  tenor  shook  his  frame.*) 

»rch'd  the  haw,  and  all  the  oonrt, 
tnothm^ooddhefind; 
to  the  caitle  hied  he  back 
ih  nre  bewildered  nund. 

"  Husband,  husband,  Fve  the  ring 
«Thoa  gav^st  to-day  to  me ; 

"  And  thou'rt  to  me  forever  wed, 
«  As  I  am  wed  to  thee  r' 

in  he  foond  them  all  in  mirth, 
le  night  in  dancing  flew ; 

id  none  the  adrentore  knew. 

And  all  the  night  the  demon  lay 

Cold-chilling  by  his  side, 
And  strain'd  him  with  such  deadly  grai^. 

He  thought  he  should  have  died. 

DOW  the  priest  has  join*d  their  hands, 
le  hours  of  lore  advance : 
rt  almost  forgets  to  think 
on  the  mom*s  mischance. 

But  when  the  dawn  of  day  was  near. 

The  horrid  phantom  fled, 
And  left  th'  afirighted  youth  to  weep 

By  Isabel  in  bed. 

in  the  bed  fair  Isabel 

flowen,  half-open'd  by  the  dawn, 
d  waiting  for  the  day. 

And  all  that  day  a  gloomy  doud 
Was  seen  on  Rupert's  brows  ; 

Fair  Isabel  was  likewise  sad, 
But  strove  to  cheer  her  spouse. 

Ropert,  by  her  lovely  side, 

Fhsbns,  when  he  bends  to  cast 
1  beams  upon  a  rose. 

And,  as  the  day  advanced,  he  thought 
Of  coming  night  with  fear : 

Alas,  that  he  should  dread  to  view 
The  bed  that  should  be  dear ! 

hers  my  song  wonld  leave  them  both, 
r  let  the  rest  be  told, 
'ere  not  for  the  horrid  tale 
yet  has  to  imfold. 

At  length  the  second  night  arrived. 
Again  their  couch  they  presi'd ; 

Poor  Rupert  hoped  that  all  wss  o'er, 
And  look'd  for  love  and  rest 

Rupert,  twizt  his  bride  and  him, 
leath-cold  carcass  foond ; 
iw  it  not,  but  thoogfat  he  felt         * 
fffma  *fT>bfface  bitn  round. 

But  oh !  when  midnight  came,  again 
The  fiend  was  at  his  side. 

And,  as  it  strain'd  him  in  its  grasp, 
With  howl  exulting  cried  ^— 

aited  np,  and  then  retnm'd, 

in  be  riinmk,  it  clipp'd  him  round, 
th  damp  and  deadly  chiD ! 

«  Husband,  husband,  I've  the  ring, 
**  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  me ; 

'<  And  thou'rt  to  me  forever  wed, 
« As  I  am  wed  to  thee!" 

when  he  bent,  the  earthy  lips 
kiss  of  horror  gave ; 
B  like  the  smell  from  chamel  vaults, 
from  the  monld'ring  grave ! 

In  agony  of  wild  despair. 
Ho  started  from  the  bed ; 

And  thus  to  his  bewildered  wife 
The  trembling  Rupert  said : 

ited  Rupert!— wild  and  load 
ben  cried  he  to  his  wife, 
h  \  save  me  from  this  horrid  fiend, 
Myl«bel!mylifer 

"  Oh  Isabel !  dost  thou  not  see 
**  A  shape  of  horrors  here, 

*<  That  strains  me  to  its  deadly  kin, 
"  And  keeps  me  from  my  dearr 

it  UxA  had  nothing  seen, 
fiKMlMkMannmdinvafai; 
^  mock  die  moom'd  the  mad  copoeit 
lltit  rw^'d  her  Rupert's  bftm. 

*<  No,  no,  my  knre !  my  Rupert,  I 

"  No  shape  of  horrors  see ; 
**  And  much  I  mourn  the  phantasy 

"That  keeps  my  dear  from  mow**      ^ 
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This  nigfat,  just  like  the  night  before, 

In  terrors  paflB*d  away, 
Nor  did  the  demon  yanlrii  thence 

Before  the  dawn  of  day. 

Said  Rupert  then,  "  My  Isabel, 

"  Dear  partner  of  my  wo, 
"  To  Father  Austin's  holy  cave 

«  This  instant  will  I  ga'* 

Now  Austin  was  a  reverend  man, 

Who  acted  wonders  maint — 
Whom  all  the  country  round  believed 

A  devil  or  a  saint ! 

To  Father  Austm's  holy  cave 

Then  Rupert  straightway  went ; 
And  told  him  all,  and  ask'd  him  how 

These  horrors  to  prevent 

The  Father  heard  the  youth,  and  then 

Retired  awhile  to  pray ; 
And,  havmg  pray'd  for  half  an  hour 

Thus  to  the  youth  did  say : 

"  There  is  a  place  where  ibnr  roads  meet, 

«  Which  I  wiU  ten  to  thee; 
«  Be  there  this  eve,  at  fall  of  night, 

"  And  list  what  thou  shalt  see 

«  Thou*lt  see  a  group  of  figures  pass 

"  In  strange  disordered  crowd, 
**  Travelling  by  torchlight  through  the  roads, 

"  With  noises  strange  and  loud. 

*'  And  one  that's  high  above  the  rest, 

**  Terrific  towering  o'er, 
"  Will  inake  thee  know  him  at  a  glance, 

**  So  I  need  say  no  more. 

"  To  him  from  me  these  tablets  give, 

*'  The/11  quick  be  understood ; 
«  Thou  need'st  not  fear,  but  give  them  straight, 

«  Fve  scrawl'd  them  with  my  blood !" 

The  nightfall  came,  and  Rupert  all 

In  pale  amazement  went 
To  where  the  crossroads  met,  as  he 

Was  by  the  Father  sent 


And  lo !  a  group  of  figures  came 
In  strange  disGrder^d  crowd, 

Travellmg  by  torchligfat  through  the 
With  noises  strange  and  load. 


And,  as  the  gloomy  train  adfi 
Rupert  beheld  from  hi 

A  female  form  of  wanton  mia 
High  seated  on  a  car. 

And  Rupert,  as  he  gazed  upa 
The  loosely  vested  dame, 

Thought  of  the  maiUe  statue^ 
For  hers  was  just  the  saina 

Behind  her  walk'd  a  hideooa  i 
With  eyeballs  flashing  deal 

Whene'er  he  breathed,  a  Bal|ii 
Came  burning  m  his  breath 

He  seem'd  the  first  of  all  the 
Terrific  towering  o'er ; 

«  Yes,  yes,"  said  Rupert, '  A 
**  And  I  need  ask  no  monJ 

Then  slow  he  went,  and  to  4 
The  tablets  trembUng  gsfi^ 

Who  look'd  and  read  them  w 
That  would  disturb  the  gm 

Ajid  when  he  saw  the  Uood-l 
His  eyes  with  fury  shine  ; 

« I  thought,"  cries  he,  "  his  fi 
''  But  he  must  soon  be  mia 

Then  darting  at  the  youth  mj 
Which  rent  his  soul  with  If 

He  went  unto  the  female  fin 
And  whispered  m  her  ear. 

4 

The  female  fiend  no  sooner  h 

Than,  with  reluctant  look^ 
The  very  ring  that  Rupert  ki 

She  from  her  finger  took. 
I 
And,  giving  it  unto  the  yoott 

Witlbeyes  that  breathed  ii 
She  said,  in  that  treroendooi' 

Which  he  remembered  wdf 


"  In  Austin's  name  take  1 
«  The  ring  thou  gav'st  to  i 

'*  And  thou'rt  to  me  no  lonfd 
"Nor  longer  I  to  thee."    " 

He  took  the  ring,  the  rabbto| 
He  home  retum'd  again  i\\ 

His  wife  was  then  the  happbl 
The  happiest  he  of  i 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


131 


TO 


Ni  BSE  wrm  ▲  wnrs  veil  axs  ▲  ucm  oibslb. 

Jfy.  NigsFBOB*  H  Onrfrjcrfffa* 

r  off  th^  Teital  toO,  nor,  oh ! 
>t  weeping  angeb  view  it ; 
or  cheeks  belie  iti  yirgin  snow, 
Ijkd  Uiah  repenting  through  it 

;  off  the  fatal  zone  yon  wear ; 
nie  shining  pearis  around  it 
)  tean,  that  fell  from  Virtue  there, 
rba  hour  when  Lore  unbound  it 


UTTEN  IN  THE  BLANK  LEAF 

A  LADT*8  COMMONPLACE  BOOK. 

ints  is  one  leaf  reserved  for  me, 
^nm  all  thy  sweet  memorials  free ; 
bid  here  my  simple  song  might  tell 
rhe  feelings  thou  must  guess  so  well 
lot  oould  I  thus,  within  thy  mind, 
>ne  little  vacant  comer  find, 
Vhere  DO  impression  yet  is  seen, 
Vhere  no  memorial  yet  hath  been, 
>h !  it  should  be  my  sweetest  care 
To  write  my  name  forever  there  ! 


TO 

MR&  BL . 

wmnrBif  ci  vmm.  album. 

iK'Y  Ay  that  liove  had  once  a  book 
CThs  urchin  likes  to  copy  you,) 

^^^1  an  who  came,  the  pencil  took, 
^  wrote,  like  us,  a  line  or  twa 

'Vvinaocenee,  the  maid  divme, 
^  i«ft  this  volume  bright  and  fair, 
^AW  that  no  unhallow'd  line 
^dupag^  profane  dioukl  enter  there ; 

0f^  gOd  the  pages  fill 
^t^^  device  and  kmng  lore, 

^   ^^a/dMtnm'dwasstm 
^.^st   IhMi  that  the  tnzn'dbefonu 


Beneath  the  touch  of  Hope,  how  soft. 
How  light  the  magic  pencil  ran ! 

Till  Fear  would  come,  alas,  as  oft. 
And  trembling  dose  what  Hope  began. 

A  tear  or  two  had  dropp'd  from  Grief, 
And  Jealousy  would,  now  and  then. 

Ruffle  in  haste  some  snow-white  leaf, 
Which  Love  had  still  to  smooth  again. 

But,  ah !  there  came  a  blooming  boy. 
Who  often  tum'd  the  pages  o*er, 

And  wrote  therein  such  words  of  joy. 
That  all  who  read  them  sighed  for  more. 

And  Pleasure  was  this  spirit's  name, 
And  though  so  soft  his  voice  and  look. 

Yet  Innocence,  whene'er  he  came. 
Would  tremble  for  her  i^otlesB  book. 

For,  oft  a  Bacchant  cup  he  bore. 

With  earth's  sweet  nectar  sparidmg  bright ; 
And  much  she  fear'd  lest,  mantling  o'er. 

Some  drops  should  on  the  pages  light 

And  so  it  chanced,  one  luckleas  night. 

The  urchin  let  that  goblet  fall 
O'er  the  fair  book,  so  pure,  so  white. 

And  sullied  lines  and  marge  and  all ! 

In  vam  now,  touch'd  with  shame,  he  tried 
To  wash  those  fatal  stains  away ; 

Deep,  deep  had  sunk  the  sullying  tide. 
The  leaves  grew  darker  every  day. 

And  Fancy's  sketches  lost  their  hue. 
And  Hope's  sweet  lines  were  all  efiaced. 

And  Love  himself  now  scarcely  knew 
What  Love  himself  so  lately  traced. 

At  length  the  urohin  Pleasure  fled, 
(For  how,  alas !  could  Pleasure  stay  ?) 

And  Love,  while  many  a  tear  he  shed. 
Reluctant  flung  the  book  away. 

The  index  now  alone  remains. 

Of  all  the  pages  spoil'd  by  Pleasure, 

And  though  it  bears  some  earthy  stains. 
Yet  Memory  counts  the  leaf  a  treasure. 

And  oft,  they  say,  she  scans  it  o'er. 
And  oft,  by  this  memorial  aided. 

Brings  back  the  pages  now  no  more. 
And  thinks  of  lines  that  long  hav^  faded 

I  know  not  if  thb  tale  be  true. 
But  thus  the  simple  facta  are  stated ; 

And  I  refer  their  truth  to  yon. 
Since  Love  and  yon  are  near  related. 
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TD 

CARA, 

AFTER  AN  INTERVAL  OV  ABONCB. 

Conceal'd  within  the  shady  wood 
A  mother  left  her  deeping  child, 

And  flew,  to  coll  her  rustic  food» 
The  fruitage  of  the  forest  wild. 

But  storms  upon  her  pathway  risei 
The  mother  roams,  astray  and  weepmg ; 

Far  from  the  weak  appealing  cries 
Of  him  she  left  so  sweetly  sleeping. 

She  hopes,  she  fean ;  a  light  is  seen. 
And  gentler  blows  the  night  wind^s  breath ; 

Yet  no— 'tis  gone — the  storms  are  keen. 
The  infant  may  be  chill'd  to  death ! 

Perhaps,  ev'n  now,  in  darkneas  shranded. 
His  little  eyes  lie  cold  and  still  ;— 

And  yet,  perhaps,  they  are  not  clouded, 
Life  and  lore  may  light  them  stUl. 

Thus,  Cara,  at  our  last  farewell. 
When,  fearfrd  ev'n  thy  hand  to  touch, 

I  mutely  ask'd  those  eyes  to  tell 
If  parting  pain'd  thee  half  so  much : 

I  thought, — and,  oh ;  forgive  the  thougbtt 
For  none  was  e'er  by  love  inspired 

Whom  fancy  had  not  also  taught 
To  hope  the  bliss  his  soul  dedfted. 

Yes,  I  did  think,  in  Cara's  mind, 
Though  yet  to  that  sweet  mind  unknown, 

I  left  one  infant  wish  behind. 
One  feeling^  v  hich  I  cali'd  my  own. 

Oh  blest !  though  out  in  fancy  blest. 

How  did  I  ask  of  Pity's  case, 
To  shield  and  strengthen,  in  thy  breast. 

The  nursling  I  had  cradled  there. 

And,  many  an  hour,  beguQed  by  pleasure, 
And  many  an  hour  of  sorrow  numb'ring, 

I  ne'er  forgot  the  new-bom  treasure, 
I  left  within  thy  bosom  slumb'iing. 

Perhaps,  indifi^nce  has  not  chill'd  it. 
Haply,  it  yet  a  thiob  m^y  give — 

Yet,  no— peihaps,  a  doubt  has  kOTd  it ; 
Say,  dearest-^cbes  the  feeling  Uvet 


TO 

CARA, 

OH  THE  DAWNDTG  OV  A  NEW  TBi 

When  midnight  came  to  dose  the ; 

We  sigh'd  to  think  it  thus  should 
The  hours  it  gave  us — ^houis  as  6m 

As  sympathy  and  love  could  mm 
Their  blessed  moments, — every  mm 
Saw  us,  my  love,  more  closely  oim 

But,  Cara,  when  the  dawn  vras  vS^ 
Which  came  a  new  year's  light  I 

That  smile  we  caught  from  eye  to 
I'old  us,  those  moments  were  no 

Oh,  no, — ^we  felt,  some  future  Bun 

Should  see  us  still  more  closely  ooi 

Thus  may  we  ever,  side  by  side. 
From  happy  yean  to  happier  glide 
And  still  thus  may  the  passing  8i|^ 

We  give  to  hours,  that  vanish  cA 
Be  follow'd  by  the  smiling  eye. 

That  Hope  shall  shed  on  i 
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To  be  the  theme  of  every  hour 
The  heart  devotes  to  Fancy's  pM 
When  her  prompt  magic  fills  thd^ 
With  friends  and  joys  we've  left  I 
And  joys  return  and  friends  are  a 
And  all  are  welcomed  with  a  toil 
In  the  mind's  purest  seat  to  dwflp 
To  be  remember'd  oft  and  well 
By  one  whose  heart,  though  tiI^ 
By  passion  led,  by  youth  begoiltl 
Can  proudly  still  aspire  to  be  ., 
An  that  may  yet  win  smiles  froii 
If  thus  to  live  in  every  part 
Of  a  lone,  weary  wanderei's  hm$ 
If  thus  to  be  its  sole  employ  i 
Can  give  thee  one  faint  ^eam  «j 
Believe  it,  Maryr— oh !  believe  a 
A  tongue  that  never  can  deceit^ 
Though,  erring,  it  too  oft  betrBy'f' 
EVn  more  than  Love  should  diif 
In  Pleasure's  dream  or  Sonow^l 
In  crowded  haU  or  kmely  bowiiy 
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Thfb  bomnamotrnj  life  AaH  be, 
Fofvrer  to  remeniber  thee. 
And  though  that  heart  be  dead  to  mine, 
Since  Lore  m  life  and  wakes  not  thine, 
rn  take  thy  image,  as  the  form 
Of  one  whom  Lore  had  fefl*d  to  warm, 
Whidi,  though  it  yield  no  answering  thrill, 
U  not  leai  dear,  is  worshipp'd  still — 
rt  take  it,  whenooe'er  I  stray, 
The  bright,  cold  borden  of  my  way. 
To  ke^  this  semblance  fresh  in  bUxmi, 
My  heart  AmU  be  its  lasting  tomb. 
And  Memflvy,  with  embalming  care, 
Shan  keep  it  fresh  and  fadeless  there. 


GENroS  OF  HARMONY, 

All  DtKEOULAa  ODB. 

Ad  hamtonUun  canere  mondom. 

CicKRO  de  JTat.  D«or^  lib.  UL 

Tenc  lies  a  diell  beneath  the  waves, 
In  many  a  hollow  winding  wreath'd, 
Such  as  of  old 
Eefaoed  the  breath  that  waibling  sea-maids  breathed ; 
This  magic  shell. 
From  the  white  bosom  of  a  syren  fell, 
Aa  once  die  wander'd  by  the  tide  that  laves 
Sicilia*s  sands  of  gold. 

>  U  tbie  "  HitioifB  Natorelle  des  AoUUes/*  then  is  an  ae- 
•■Bl  of  soaM  carloin  sbelli,  foood  at  Cora^oa,  oa  the  bacic 
f  wkich  were  lines,  filled  with  musical  cbaiacten  so  dls- 
laec  aad  perfect,  that  iha  writer  aMores  as  a  very  ehainilng 
{!•  was  easf  froai  oas  of  them.  **  On  le  aomme  rooslcal, 
useq[a*U  parte  sar  le  doe  des  lignes  noirfttres  pleines  de 
tales,  qal  oat  nae  espAce  de  eie  poor  les  mettre  en  chant. 
In  aorte  qoe  Tea  dSralt  qa*il  ne  manqne  que  la  lettre  t  cette 
■fclatarfi  aataielle.  Geenileoz  gentilhomme  (M.  da  Montel) 
ippone  <|B*U  «B  a  vA  qoi  avoient  cinq  lignes,  ane  cie,  et  des 
•ses,  qui  ierawtent  aa  aceocd  porfUt.  Qaelqa*on  y  avoit 
fe«ft*  la  lettie,  qae  la  aatore  avolt  oabll^,  et  la  (Usoit  chan- 
v«a  fanM  de  uto,  doat  I'alr  etoit  fort  agr6able.**— Chap.  xiz. 
ri.ll.  The  aather  adds,  a  poet  might  imaflne  that  these 
hells  were  aaed  by  the  syrens  at  their  concerts, 
a  AceevABf  is  Cleera^  and  his  commentator,  Macrobios, 
IM  huar  ftme  to  the  gravest  and  fointest  on  the  planetary 
■praihiad  "Qnaai  ob  eaosam  sommos  ille  cobU  stellifer 
Msas.  cnJBs  coaversio  est  coadtatlor,  acnto  et  ezcitato 
wwau  soao ;  grnvtsataio  aatem  hie  lonaris  atqae  infimas.** 

tiws.  8eif,  Beeaaie,  says  Macrobias,  **splrita  at  In  ez- 
■sriaMa  Isngnasreate  jam  volvitor,  et  propter  angnstias 
|itt«B  poafahlBias  oiMs  aretatsr  Impeta  leniore  coavertltor.** 
-la  !!■■  8dp^  Uh.  tt.  cap.  4.  la  their  musical  airange- 
HBt  of  tha  beavealy  bodies,  thaaadent  writers  are  not  very 
,lib.UI. 
,  la  pamriag  the  Idea  of  Aristotle,  that  the 
iMsw  aaaaainal,  aoriboies  their  hanaoay  to  perfect  aad 
•*Noa  pare  vanea  fta  kio  fl  perfetto  et 
ta  caaaa  prtadpale,  ehe  as  BMMtm  tt  Iflvo 


It  bears 
Upon  its  shining  side  the  mystic  notes. 

Of  those  entrancing  airs,' 
The  genii  of  the  deep  were  wont  to  swell. 
When  heaven's  eternal  orbs  their  midnight  nrjsie 
Oh !  seek  it,  wheresoe*er  it  floats ;  [rolTd ! 

And,  if  the  power 
Of  thrilling  numbers  to  thy  soul  be  dear, 
Go,  bring  the  brjght  shell  to  my  bower, 
And  I  will  fold  thee  in  such  downy  dreams 
As  lap  the  Spirit  of  the  Seventh  Sphere, 
When  Luna*8  distant  tone  falls  faintly  on  his  ear  ** 
And  thou  shalt  own, 
That,  through  the  circle  of  creation's  zone. 
Where  matter  slumbers  or  where  spirit  beams ; 
From  the  pellucid  tides,'  that  whiri 
The  planets  through  their  maze  of  song, 
To  the  small  rill,  that  weeps  along 
Murmuring  o'er  beds  jf  peari ; 
From  the  rich  sigh 
Of  the  sun's  arrow  through  an  evening  sky,^ 
To  the  faint  breath  the  tuneful  osier  yields 

On  Afric's  burning  fields  f 
Thou'lt  wondering  own  this  universe  divine 

Is  mine! 
That  I  respire  in  all  and  all  in  me, 
One  mighty  mingled  soul  of  boundless  harmony. 

Welcome,  welcomei  mystic  shell ! 
Many  a  star  has  ceased  to  bum,* 
Many  a  tear  has  Saturn's  urn 
O'er  the  cold  bosom  of  the  ocean  wept,* 

amore,  d  la  lor  amicitia  armoniea  et  la  coocordanxa,  chs 
perpetuamente  si  trova  In  Ifuro.**— Dialog.  11.  dl  Anum),  pu 
56.  This  **  reciprico  amore**  of  Leone  is  the  f  (AoriK  of  the 
ancient  Empedocles,  who  seems,  in  his  Love  and  Hate  of 
tlie  Elements,  to  have  given  a  glimpse  of  the  principles  of 
attraction  and  repulsion.  See  the  fVagment  to  which  I  al- 
lude in  Laertlus,  A»orc  ntv  ^Xorrtriy  nytpx^fttv*,  k,  r.  A., 
lib.  vilL  cap.  3,  n.  13. 

*  Leucippus,  tho  atomist,  imagined  a  kind  of  vortices  la 
the  heavens,  which  he  borrowed  flrom  Anazagoras,and  pos- 
sibly suggested  to  Descartes. 

*  Heraclides,  upon  the  all^ories  of  Homer,  eoi^Jectarei 
that  the  idea  of  the  harmony  of  the  spheres  originated  wHh 
this  poet,  who,  in  representing  the  solar  beams  as  arrows, 
supposes  them  to  eifilt  a  peculiar  sound  in  the  air. 

*  In  the  account  of  Africa  wbich  D'Abiaaooort  has  traas- 
lated,  there  is  mention  of  a  tree  in  that  cuuatry,  whoss 
branches  when  shaken  by  the  hand  i»oduce  very  sweet 
sounds.  "  Le  m£me  auteur  ( Abenzdgar)  dit,  qu*ii  y  a  aa 
certain  arbre,  qui  produit  des  gaples  comme  d*oeier,  et  qa  ea 
les  prenant  A  la  main  et  les  branlant,  eiles  font  one  espdes 
d*harmonie  fort  agrtoble,**  Itc.  kJt,—VJIfrifiuiM  MmrmtL, 

*  Alluding  to  the  extinction,  or  at  least  the  dlsappaaraaea^ 
of  some  of  those  fixed  stars,  which  we  are  taught  toeoasldsr 
as  suns,  attended  each  by  its  system.  .Descartes  thooght 
that  our  earth  might  formeriy  have  been  a  son,  which  be- 
came obscured  by  a  thick  incrustation  over  its  sarthce.  Tl^ 
probably  suggested  the  Idea  of  a  eentral  fire. 

T  Porphyry  says,  that  Pythagoras  held  the  sea  to  h^^ipeVt 
Tifr  ^aXarrw  fMf  MoXca  etPM  ioKprnv^  (De  Vltl ;)  ^^  ^^ 
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*     Since  thy  aSrial  spell 
Hath  in  the  waters  dept 
Now  blest  m  fly 
With  the  bright  treasure  to  my  choral  sky. 
Where  she,  who  waked  its  eariy  swell, 
The  Syren  of  the  heavenly  choir, 
Walks  o*er  the  great  string  of  my  Orphic  Lyre  ;* 
Or  guides  around  the  burning  pole 
The  winged  chariot  of  some  blissful  soul  :* 
While  thou— 
Oh  son  of  earth,  what  dreams  shall  rise  for  thee ! 
Beneath  Hispania's  sun, 
Thoult  see  a  streamlet  run. 
Which  I've  imbued  with  breathing  melody  ;* 
And  there,  when  night-winds  down  the  current  die, 
ThouMt  hear  how  like  a  harp  its  waters  eigh : 
A  liquid  chord  is  every  wave  that  flows. 
An  airy  plectrum  every  breeze  that  blows.* 

There,  by  that  wondrous  stream. 

Go,  lay  Uiy  languid  brow. 
And  I  will  send  thee  such  a  godlike  dream. 
As  never  bleas'd  the  dumbeis  even  of  him,* 
Who,  many  a  night,  with  his  primordial  lyre,* 

Sate  on  the  chill  Pangean  mount,* 

And,  looking  to  the  orient  dim, 
Watch'd  the  first  flowing  of  that  sacred  fount. 

From  which  his  soul  had  drunk  its  fire. 

one  elset  if  I  mistake  not,  has  added  the  planet  Satarn  as  the 
soorce  of  it  Empedoeles,  with  similar  aflfoctation,  called  the 
sea  *'  the  sweat  of  the  earth :"  I6pwra  n)(  x'K*  Bee  RitUrf 
kuthu  itpon  Porpkfrft  Nam.  41. 

I  The  system  of  the  hannonlzed  orbs  was  styled  by  the  an- 
cients the  Great  Lyre  of  Orpheus,  for  which  Lndan  thos 
aceoonts : — h  U  Avpii  kwra^tr^i  tovca  rifv  roiy  KivrnfMnav 
mcrptav  kpiMPtaw  ewtfiaXXtro,  «.  r.  X.  in  J9Mtr§lcg. 

*  ^uiXt  tpvxdf  laaptOiiovs  rots  aerpotg,  ewtt/tt  $*  l«aoTi}y 
wpof  Uatrrov,  km  sp0i0aoas  '&£  EI£  OXHMA.— "  Distribn- 
tiag  the  sools  severally  among  the  stars,  and  moonting  each 
soul  npon  a  star  as  on  Its  chariot**— P/ot*,  Timunt. 

*  This  musical  river  is  mentioned  in  the  ^mance  of 
Achilles  Tatius.  Erci  irera^ev  .  .  ijy  &  tuovcat  ^tXijs  rov 
iiaroi  XaXovvrog,  The  Latin  version,  in  snppljring  the  hia- 
tus which  is  in  the  original,  has  placed  the  river  in  Hispa- 
Bla.  **  In  Hispanii  qaoque  flnvias  est,  qoem'  prime  aspeiio,** 
ItcJbC. 

*  These  two  lines  are  translated  firom  the  wwds  of  Achilles 
Tatius.  Eoy  yap  tiXtyof  avtffioi  ttf  rag  dtpas  s/tirtatit  to  fiew 
idbtp  its  X^l  Kpovtrai.  ro  it  wvnfta  rov  iiarog  wXviKTpov 
yiwrat,  ro  /kv/M  it  i»s  KtOapa  XaXci. — Lib.  iL 

*  Orpheus. 

*  They  called  his  lyre  upxauorpovov  ifrraxppiw  Opfttas, 
Bee  a  curious  work  by  a  professor  of  Greek  at  Venice,  enti- 
tled <*Hebdomades,  sive  septem  de  septenario  libri.**— Lib. 
iv.  cap.  3,  p.  177. 

T  Eratosthenes,  in  mentioning  the  extreme  veneration  of 
Orpheus  for  Apollo,  says  that  he  was  accustomed  to  go  to  the 
Paagaan  mountain  at  daybreak,  and  there  wait  the  rising 
of  the  sun,  that  he  might  be  the  first  to  hail  its  beams.— 
EnyttpOfit^S  rs  rm  rMrrof,  Kara  rtip  lo^iwiiv  m  ro  opos 
ro  KmXovittvow  UayYmiop,  wpoatiovt  ras  •pmroXagf  Ira  tin 
rm  'HAior  wptnw.^Kmtavrtpwfu  M. 


Oh!  think  what  visions,  fai  thst  knc 
Stole  o*er  his  musing  breast ; 
What  pious  ecstasy* 
Wafted  his  prayer  to  that  eternal  Pom 
Whose  seal  upon  this  new-bom  world  i 
The  various  forms  of  bright  divinity ! 
Or,  dost  thou  know  what  dreams '. 
'Mid  the  deep  horror  of  that  silent  Ix 
Where  the  rapt  Samian  slept  his  hdyi 
When,  free 
From  earthly  chain. 
From  wreaths  of  pleasure  and  from  boi 
His  spirit  flew  through  fields  abonn 
Drank  at  the  source  of  nature's  fontal  i 
And  saw,  in  mystic  choir,  around  him 
The  stars  of  song,  Heaven's  burmng  n 
Such  dreams,  so  heavenly  brig^ 
I  swear 
By  the  great  diadem  that  twines  mf 
And  by  the  seven  gems  that  sparkto 

Mingling  their  beams 
In  a  soft  iris  of  harmonious  light. 
Oh,  mortal !  such  shall  be  thy  tid 


•  There  are  some  verses  of  Orpheus  pioMUi 
contain  sublime  ideas  of  the  unity  and  mnp 
Deity.  For  instance,  those  which  Justia  II 
duced  :— 

Oirof  |icy  xaXMtey  c{  ovpavov  corqpun 
Xpwreiu  sin  d/>oyu, «.  r.  A.  .tf#< 

It  is  thought  by  some  that  these  are  to  ha  pi 
the  fabrications,  which  were  frequent  iu  Ikl 
Christianity.  Still,  it  appears  donbtfhl  to  tM| 
be  attributed,  being  too  pious  for  the  FafHi| 
cal  for  the  Fathers.  ^ 

*  In  one  of  the  Hymns  of  Orpheus,  he  aliri 
seal  to  Apollo,  with  which  he  imagines  thq 
stamped  a  variety  of  forms  npon  the  imiviiil 

^  Alluding  to  the  cave  near  Samos,  when: 
voted  the  greater  part  of  his  days  and  aiiM 
and  the  mysteries  of  his  philosophy.  lamMUii 
as  Dolstenins  remarks,  was  in  imitatioo  aCHk 
.  >*  The  tetnctys,  or  sacred  number  of  ^ 
on  which  they  solemnly  swore,  and  which  4ll 
atpaov  ^wsuSf  **  the  fountain  of  pneaatalm 
has  ridiculed  this  religious  arithmetic  wp 
Sale  of  Philosophers.  .  ^ 

u  This  diadem  is  Intended  to  repreeeil  Jj 
tween  the  notes  of  music  and  the  prismatkii| 
in  Plutarch  a  vague  Intimation  of  this  Um 
colors  and  sounds.— Ot/^((  rt  mi  tun^ffmm 
ftoros  mv  hppoviap  tntfatvooai. — IH  JIAil^i 

Cassiodoms,  whose  idea  I  may  be  suppsil 
rowed,  says,  in  a  letter  upon  music  to  BoellS 
oculis,  varia  luce  gemmanun,  sic  cythai%J 
blaaditur  auditnl.**  ThU  is  indeed  theoBlflS 
la  the  letlei^Lih.  iL  Variar.  ,, 
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I  mm  iMT  aol-tiM  dMmber  neni'd 
LOw  MOM  dhrinely  hamitad  place, 

"When  ftiry  fomm  had  lately  beam'd, 
Andkft  behnid  their  odoniiM  tzaoe ! 

It  felt,  as  if  bar  ^  had  dbed 
A  flg^  aRNmd  her,  eie  ahe  fled, 
WUeh  hung,  aa  en  a  meltiiig  lute. 
When  aU  tiie  ail?er  ehoida  are  mote, 
There  fingeiB  stiD  a  trembling  breath 
After  tiie  note'a  Inzmioiia  death, 
A  riiade  odTaong,  ft  apizit  air 
Of  BMlodiaa  which  had  been  there 


I  aaw  tiie  vefl,  which,  all  the  day, 

Httd  floated  o'er  her  cheek  of  roae ; 
I  aaw  the  couch,  where  late  ahe  lay 

In  languor  of  divine  repoae ; 
And  I  could  trace  the  hallow'd  pxint 

Her  fimbe  had  left,  aa  pnre  and  warm 
Aa  if  "tweie  done  in  rapture's  mint. 

And  Lore  hioMelf  had  atamp'd  the  form. 

Oh  my  Bweet  miBtreaB,  where  wert  thou? 

In  pity  fly  not  thus  from  me  ; 
Thoa  art  my  Ufe,  my  easence  now, 

And  my  aool  diea  of  wanting  thee. 


I 


MES.  HENRY  TI6HE, 

CH  aBADDIO  BKa  « nTCHK." 

Tnx  mo  the  witchmg  tale  again, 
For  nerer  haa  my  heart  or  ear 

Himg  on  00  iweet,  so  pure  a  strain, 
So  pore  to  feel,  so  sweet  to  hear. 

Ssy,  Lore,  m  all  thy  prime  of  fame, 
WlMn  the  high  hearen  itaelf  was  thine ; 


Urn  fliory  io  ApoMiu.  With  respect  to  this  bean- 
of  Love  and  Piyehe,  there  is  aa  ingeaioostdea 
lqr<he  eeaator  Boonarotti,  in  hb  **  Oeeenrasloiil 
Bti  dl  vast  antlchi.**  He  thinks  the  foUe  is 
tarn  soaM  very  oeeolt  mysteries,  which  had  iong  Iwen 
tstf  la  hooor  of  Lore ;  and  accoonts,  npon  this  snp- 
I,  tar  the  sUeBee  of  the  mora  ancient  anthois  apoo  the 
,  wm  It  was  aot  tfll  towards  the  decline  of  pagan  saper- 
d»t  writers  eoald  Tentnn  to  leTeal  or  discuss  soch 
■las.  Accofdfaigty,  otoieives  this  anthor,  we  And  Ln- 
dl  rtaluch  trsatiagt  without  resenre,  of  the  Dea  Byria, 
aa  of  Isis  and  Osiris ;  and  Apolehis,  to  whom  we  are 
§m  fbe  beantUVil  story  of  Capid  and  Psyebe^has 
of  the  mysteries  of  Isls.  Bee  the  Glomale 
dniaUa,taai.BcviLaftlool.l.  Bee  also  the  ob- 


When  piety  oonfeoa'd  the  flame. 
And  even  thy  enoo  were  divine ; 

IXd  ever  Moae'a  hand  so  fair 
A  glory  ronnd  thy  temples  spread  7 

Did  aver  lip's  ambrosial  air 
Such  fragrance  o'er  thy  altars  ahed? 

One  maid  there  was,  who  round  her  lyre 
Tlie  mystic  myrtle  wildly  wreathed ; — 

But  all  her  sighs  were  sighs  of  fire. 
The  myrtle  withered  as  she  breathed. 

Oh    ^'on,  that  love'a  celestial  dream. 

In  all  its  purity,  would  know. 
Let  not  the  senses'  ardent  beam 

Too  strongly  through  the  vision  glow. 

Love  safest  lies,  oonceal'd  in  night. 
The  night  where  heaven  haa  bid  his:  lie ; 

Oh !  shed  not  there  unhallow'd  light. 
Or,  Psyche  knows,  the  boy  will  fly. 

Sweet  Psyche,  many  a  charmed  hour. 
Through  many  a  wild  and  magic  wxjrte. 

To  the  fair  fount  and  bUaaf ul  bower* 
Have  I,  in  dreams,  thy  light  foot  traced ! 

Where'er  thy  joys  are  numbei'd  now. 
Beneath  whatever  ahades  of  rest. 

The  Genius  of  the  starry  brow* 
Hath  bound  thee  to  thy  Cupid's  breast ; 

Whether  above  the  horizon  dim, 

Along  whose  verge  our  spirits  stray, — 

Half  sunk  beneath  the  shadowy  rim. 
Half  brighten'd  by  the  upper  ray,* — 

Thou  dwellest  in  a  world,  all  light. 
Or,  lingering  here,  dost  love  to  be, 

To  other  souls,  the  guardian  bright 
That  Love  was,  through  this  gloom,  to  thee ; 


serrations  npon  ibe  ancient  gems  in  the  Mnseum  Flwenti- 
nJUOf  vol.  i.  p.  156. 

I  cannot  avoid  remaridng  here  an  error  into  which  the 
French  Encyclop^dlstes  have  been  led  by  M.  Spon,  in  their 
articie  Psyche.  Tbey  say  "  Estrone  fait  nn  rtdt  da  la 
pompe  nnptiale  de  ces  deux  anaans,  (Amour  et  Psyche.) 
IWjk,  dit-il,"  fcc.  fcc  The  Psyche  of  Petronios,  however, 
is  a  servant-maid,  and  the  marriage  which  he  descril)es  is 
that  of  the  young  Pannychis.  See  Spoa*s  Becberches  eari« 
eases,  Ace  Dissertat  S. 

*  AllnsioDs  to  Mrs.  Tighe's  Poem. 

*  Constancy. 

*  By  this  image  the  Platonists  expressed  the  middle  itals 
of  the  sool  between  sensible  and  intellectual  existeaoe. 
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StOl^be  the  wimg  to  FB3^che  dear. 
The  Bong,  whose  gentle  Toice  was  given 

To  be,  on  earth,  to  mortal  ear, 
An  echo  of  her  own,  m  heaven. 


FROM 

THE  mOH  PRIEST  OF  APOLLO 

TO 
A  VIRGIN  OF  DELPHLi 


'Comdlgnodlgna  . 


BuLnoiA. 

"  Who  k  the  maid,  with  golden  hair, 
"  With  eye  of  fire,  and  foot  of  air, 
"  Whose  harp  around  my  altar  swells, 
«  The  sweetest  of  a  thousand  shells?" 
*Twas  thus  the  deity,  who  treads 
The  arch  of  heaven,  and  proudly  sheds 
Day  from  his  eyelids — ^thus  he  i^oke, 
As  through  my  cell  his  glories  broke. 

Aphelia  is  the  Delphic  fair,* 
With  eyes  of  fire  and  golden  hair, 
Aphelia's  are  the  any  feet. 
And  hers  the  harp  divinely  sweet ; 
For  foot  so  light  has  never  trod 
The  laurell*d  caverns'  of  the  god. 
Nor  harp  so  soft  hath  ever  given 
A  sigh  to  earth  or  hymn  to  heaven. 

«  Then  tell  the  virgin  to  unfold, 
"  In  looser  pomp,  her  locks  of  gold, 
"  And  Ind  those  eyes  more  fondly  shine 
**  To  welcome  down  a  Spouse  Divine ; 
"  Since  He,  who  lights  the  path  of  years — 
**  Even  from  the  fount  of  morning's  tears 

I  ThU  poem,  as  well  u  a  few  others  that  occiir  after- 
wards, formed  part  of  a  work  which  I  had  early  projected, 
and  even  announced  to  the  pablic,  bat  which,  luckily  per- 
hapi  for  myieif,  had  been  interrupted  by  my  visit  to  America 
in  the  year  1803. 

Among  those  impoeturet  in  which  the  priests  of  the  pafan 
temples  are  known  to  have  indulged,  one  of  the  most  favorite 
was  that  of  announcing  to  some  fair  votary  of  the  shrine,  that 
the  God  himself  had  become  enamored  of  her  beauty,  and 
would  descend  in  all  his  glory,  to  pay  her  a  visit  within  the 
recesses  of  the  (line.  An  adventure  of  this  description  formed 
an  episode  in  the  classic  romance  which  I  had  sketched  out ; 
and  the  short  flragment,  given  above,  belongs  to  an  epistle  by 
which  the  story  was  to  have  been  introduced. 

>  In  the  0th  Pythic  of  Pindar,  where  Apollo,  in  the  same 
manner,  requires  of  Chiron  some  information  respecting  the 
lUr  Cyrene,  the  Centaur,  in  obejring.  very  gravely  apologises 
fbr  telling  the  God  what  his  omniscience  must  Imow  so  per- 
ibetly  already; 


**  To  n^iere  his  setting  tfimidam 
**  Upon  the  western  sea-maid's  a 
«  Doth  not,  in  all  his  coune,  beh 
*<  Such  eyes  of  fire,  such  hair  of 
"  Tell  her,  he  comes,  in  bUssfiil  ] 
«  His  lip  yet  sparklmg  with  the  t 
"  That  mantles  m  Olympian  hm 
'*  The  nectar  of  eternal  souk ! 
«  For  her,  for  her  he  ^uits  the  tk 
«  And  to  her  kiss  from  nectar  ft 
"  Oh,  he  would  quit  his  star-tfaioi 
"  And  leave  the  worid  to  pine  fin 
**  Might  he  but  pass  the  hours  of 
**  Beside  his  peerless  Delphic  md 
"  She,  more  than  earthly  womn 
**  He,  more  than  god  on  woman' 

There  is  a  cave  beneath  the  i 
Where  living  rills  of  crystal  weq 
O'er  herbage  of  the  loveliest  hiM 
That  ever  spring  begemm'd  wii* 
There  oft  the  greensward's  gkia 
Is  brighten'd  by  the  recent  print 
Of  many  a  faun  and  naiad's  fail 
Scarce  touching  earth,  their  stqj 
That  there,  by  moonlight's  ray. 
In  light  dance,  o'er  the  verdanf ' 
"  There,  there,"  the  god,  impMi 
**  Soon  as  the  twilight  tmge  is  i 
*'  And  the  dim  orb  of  lunar  sool 
**  Along  its  shadowy  pathway  n 
"  There  shall  we  meet, — and  m 
•*  The  God  who  reigns  immioifal 
"  Where  Babel's  turrets  paint  tft 
«  Upon  th'  Euphrates'  shinmg  tl 
"  Not  ev'n  when  to  his  midni^ 
'*  In  mystic  majesty  he  movei^ 
<*  Lighted  by  many  an  odoroovi 
"  And  hymned  by  all  ChaldnA 

E<  6t  yt  xpu  KOI  irap  ao^w  orrs^ 
Epcu. 

*  AXX*  ets  ia^vbiin  yvaka  0ii9Oftmi  • 

*  The  Coryclan  Cave,  which  PansaalM 
inhabitants  of  Parnassus  held  it  sacied 
nymphs,  who  were  children  of  tlie  river  I! 

•  See  a  preceding  note,  p.  81,  n.  8.  It  ihoi^ 
spirits  were  of  a  purer  order  than  ipU 
Pythagoras  was  said  by  his  followers  to  kn 
the  regions  of  the  nooon.  The  heresiareb  M 
manner,  imagined  that  the  sun  and  nMMMt  i 
of  Christ,  and  that  the  ascension  was  BoHi 
flight  to  those  orbs. 

•  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Belus,  at  Baby1s| 
towers  there  was  a  large  chapel  set  aptlt4 
assignations.  **  No  man  Is  allowed  to  sleep! 
otus ;  **  but  the  apartment  Is  appropriat8i|| 
if  we  believe  the  Chaldean  priests,  the  M 
women  of  the  country,  as  his  ikvotile.**   | 
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**  EVr  jet,  oPer  mortal  hnw,  let  riiine 

**  Such  flfflneiiee  of  Lore  Dmne, 

«« As  riiall  to-niglit,  Uert  maid,  o^er  thine." 

Happy  the  maid,  whom  heayen  allowa  • 
To  farak  for  heaven  her  yirgin  towb  ! 
liMppy  the  maid! — her  robe  of  ahame 
Is  whiten'd  by  a  heavenly  flame, 
Whose  gksy,  with  a  Ung'nng  trace. 
Shines  through  and  deifies  her  race !' 


FRAGMENT*. 

Fnr  me,  love !  Fll  pity  thee, 
If  tboQ  mdeed  hast  felt  like  me. 
AH,  an  my  bosom^  peace  is  o'er! 
At  nighl,  which  toos  my  hoar  of  calm. 
When,  from  the  page  of  classic  lore. 
From  tiie  pore  fbnnt  of  ancient  lay 
My  sool  has  drawn  the  placid  balm, 
Which  chazm'd  iti  every  grief  away. 
Ah !  there  I  find  that  balm  no  more. 
Those  wpeOM,  which  make  us  oft  foiget 
The  lloeting  troaUes  of  the  day, 
In  deeper  sorrows  only  whet 
The  sfings  they  cannot  tear  away 
When  to  my  pillow  rack- d  I  fly. 
With  wenied  sense  and  wakeful  eye : 
While  my  brain  maddens,  where,  oh,  where 
Is  dial  serene  consoling  i»ayer, 
Which  once  has  harbingei'd  my  rest, 
Whm  the  still  aoothing  voice  of  Heaven 
Hath  seem'd  to  whisper  m  my  breast, 
**  Sleep  on,  thy  eirois  are  forgiven  V* 
No,  thoi;^  I  still  m  semblance  pray, 
My  tboogfats  are  wondering  far  away. 
And  eVn  the  name  of  Deity 
Is  nmrmnr'd  oat  in  nghs  for  thee. 


A  NIGHT  THOUGHT. 

oft  a  dood,  with  envious  veO, 
yon  bashful  light, 
so  modeitly  to  steal 
Along  the  waste  of  night ! 


F 


In  Ms  playiVil  rifaeiwuni»  of  the  learned  map 
lisf  ▼•■•Dale,  has  related  In  his  own  Inimitable  man- 
nsAvsatoM  of  this  Idsd  which  was  dalecled  and  ex- 
st  Atosaadfia.    Bee  L*Histoiie  des  Oracles,  dissert  S. 


'Tie  thus  the  woild*8  obtrusve  wrongs 
Obscure  with  malice  keen 

Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs 
To  live  and  die  unseen 


THE  KISS. 

Grow  to  my  lip,  thou  sacred  kiss. 
On  which  my  soul*8  beloved  swore 
That  there  should  come  a  time  of  bliss. 
When  she  would  mock  my  hopes  no  more. 
And  fancy  shall  thy  glow  renew. 
In  sighs  at  mom,  and  dreams  at  night. 
And  none  shall  steal  thy  holy  dew 
Till  thou'rt  absolved  by  rapture's  rite. 
Sweet  hours  that  are  to  make  me  blest, 
Fly,  swift  as  breezes,  to  the  goal, 
And  let  my  love,  my  more  than  soul 
Come  blushing  to  tliis  ardent  breast 
Then,  while  in  every  glance  I  drink 
The  rich  overflowings  of  her  mind. 
Oh !  let  her  all  enamor*d  sink 
In  sweet  abandonment  resign'd. 
Blushing  for  all  our  struggles  past. 
And  murmuring,  <*  I  am  thine  at  last  V* 


SONG. 


TmNK  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray 
For  one  sweet  moment  mixM  with  mine. 

And  for  that  moment  seem'd  to  say, 
'<  I  dare  not,  or  I  would  be  thine !" 

Think  on  thy  ev'ry  smile  and  glance, 
On  all  thou  hast  to  charm  and  move ; 

And  then  forgive  my  bosom's  trance. 
Nor  tell  me  it  is  sin  to  love. 

Oh,  not  to  love  thee  were  the  sin ; 

For  sure,  if  Fate's  decrees  be  dono. 
Thou,  thou  art  destined  still  to  win. 

As  I  am  destined  to  be  won ! 


chap.  vii.  Creblllont  too,  In  one  of  his  most  amnsing  little 
stories,  has  made  the  Gi^nle  Mange-Taapes,  of  the  Isle  Jon- 
qaille,  assert  this  (vlvilcge  of  spirltoal  beings  in  a  manner 
rather  formidable  to  the  husbands  of  the  island. 


138 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


THE  CATALOGUE. 

** Come,  toll  me"  eays  Rosa,  as  kissing  and  kissM, 

Ono  day  she  reclined  on  my  breast ; 
**  Come,  tell  me  the  number,  repeat  me  the  list 

**0f  the  nymphs  you  have  loved  and  caressed." — 
Oh  Rosa !  'twas  only  my  fancy  that  roved, 

My  heart  at  the  moment  was  free ; 
But  I'll  tell  thee,  my  girl,  how  many  IVe  loved, 

And  the  number  shall  finish  with  thee. 

My  tutor  was  Kitty ;  in  infancy  wild 

She  taught  me  the  way  to  be  blest ; 
She  taught  me  to  love  her,  I  loved  like  a  child, 

But  Kitty  could  fancy  the  rest 
This  lesson  of  dear  and  enrapturing  lore 

I  have  never  forgot,  I  allow : 
I  have  had  it  by  rote  very  often  before, 

But  never  by  heart  until  now. 

Fi^tty  Martha  was  next,  and  my  soul  was  all  flame. 

But  my  head  was  so  full  of  romance 
That  I  fancied  her  mto  some  chivohy  dame. 

And  I  was  her  knight  of  the  lance. 
But  Martha  was  not  of  this  fanciful  school. 

And  she  laugh'd  at  her  poor  little  knight ; 
While  I  thought  her  a  goddess,  she  thought  me  a  fool. 

And  111  swear  »he  was  most  in  the  right 

My  soul  was  now  cahn,  till,  by  Cloris^s  looks, 

Again  I  was  tempted  to  rove  ; 
But  Cloris,  I  found,  waf  so  learned  in  books 

That  she  gave  me  more  logic  than  4ove. 
So  I  left  this  young  Sappho,  and  hastened  to  fly 

To  those  sweeter  logicians  in  bliss. 
Who  argue  the  point  with  a  soul-telling  eye. 

And  convince  us  at  once  with  a  kiss. 

Oh !  Susan  was  then  all  the  worid  unto  me. 

But  Susan  was  piously  given ; 
And  the  woret  of  it  was,  we  could  never  agree 

On  the  road  that  was  shortest  to  Heaven. 
«  Oh,  Susan  !"  IVe  said,  in  the  moments  of  mirth 

"  What's  devotion  to  thee  or  to  me? 
<*  I  devoutly  believe  there's  a  heaven  on  earth, 

**  And  believe  that  that  heaven's  in  thee  /" 


IMITATION  OF  CATULLUS 

TO  HIMSELF. 

Miser  Oatnlle,  deslnas  InepUie,  Ace. 

Ceabi  the  iigfahig  fool  to  play ; 
to  trifle  life  away ; 


Nor  vainly  think  those  joys  thine 
Which  all,  alas,  have  falsely  fkm 
What  hours,  Catullus,  once  wen 
How  fairiy  seem'd  thy  day  to  shi 
When  lightly  thou  didst  fly  to  m 
The  gill  whose  smile  was  then  • 
The  gill  thou  lovedst  with  fonte 
Than  e'er  thy  heart  can  feel  aga 

Ye  met — ^your  souls  seem'd  afl 
Like  tapers  that  commingling  sb 
Thy  heart  was  warm  enough  fix 
And  hers,  m  truth,  was  nothing ! 

Such  were  the  hours  that  onoc 
But,  ah!  those  hours  no  longer ji 
For  now  the  nymph  delights  no  i 
In  what  she  loved  so  much  befoi 
And  all  Catullus  now  can  do. 
Is  to  be  proud  and  frigid  too  ; 
Now  follow  where  the  wanton  fl 
Nor  sue  the  bliss  that  she  denies 
False  maid !  he  bids  farewell  to  1 
To  love,  and  all  love's  misery ; 
The  heyday  of  his  heart  is  o'er. 
Nor  will  he  court  one  favor  i 


Fly,  perjured  giri !— but  whith 
Who  now  will  praise  thy  cheek  I 
Who  now  will  drink  the  syren  ti 
Which  tells  him  thou  art  all  his  i 
Oh,  none : — and  he  who  loved  1m 
Can  never,  never  love  thee  i 


'*  Neither  do  I  condemn  thee ;  (o,  and  M 

Oh  woman,  if  through  sinful  wll 
Thy  soul  hath  stray'd  fiom  Imi 

'TIS  mercy  only  can  begoile. 
By  gentle  ways,  the  wand'nr  1 

The  stain  that  on  thy  virtue  lje% 
Wash'd  by  those  tears,  not  kii| 

As  clouds  that  sully  mommg  sldl 
May  all  be  wept  in  show'iB  vpp 

Go,  go,  be  innocent, — and  live  | 
The  tongues  of  men  may  wMl 

But  Heav'n  in  pity  can  forgivov 
And  bid  thee  «  go,  and  sin  b9  i 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


139 


NONSENSE. 

>  reader!  if  you  e*er  haye  aeeii» 
hen  FboBboe  hastem  to  his  piDow, 
mefmaid^  with  their  treaea  gxeeiii 
iDcmg  apoa  the  western  billow: 
a  haiia  aeen,  at  twilight  dun, 
n  the  lone  quit's  vesper  hymn 
oata  wild  along  the  winding  shore, 
a  haTB  aeen,  through  mist  of  ere, 
buy  train  their  ringlets  weave, 
cing  along  the  spaced  green  >* 
yon  haye  seen  iJl  this,  and  more, 
bleas  me,  what  a  deal  you've  seen ! 


EPIGRAM, 

nOM  THK  FUOf  CR. 

cm  give  a  kiss  (says  Frue) 
naughty  man,  for  I  abhor  it " 

not  give  a  kisB,  'tis  true ; 

take  one  though,  and  thank  you  for  it 


i  A  SQUINTING  POETESa 

ne  Muse  does  she  her  glance  ocnfine, 
an  eye,  at  once,  to  all  the  Nine  ! 


To 


«|aaado  tqoI,  doq  h  biaofna  rantar  ni  fkccia  ni 
er  oa  ABgelo.> 

rhen  you  will,  you  need  not  wear 
eaven's  Court  a  form  more  fair 
an  Beauty  here  on  earth  has  given ; 
hot  the  lovely  looks  we  see — 
voice  we  hear — and  you  will  be 
I  angel  remdy-made  for  Heaven ! 


TO  ROSA. 

fcy  tnaw  la,  e  camalo  d*>maaU.  PetLtU. 

^in>  are  yon  then  a  thing  of  art, 
S^teog  aU,  and  loving  none ; 

"]i»4i  iMmm^  by  l4»4  Herbert  of  Cliertmry,  to 
«^  ittii  Ma»aa.-«ig  Ait  X^^fc 


And  have  I  strove  to  gam  a  heart 
Which  every  coxcomb  thinks  his  own? 

TeD  me  at  once  if  this  be  true. 
And  I  will  calm  my  jealous  breast ; 

Will  learn  to  join  the  dangling  crew. 
And  ahare  your  sbnpers  with  the  rest 

But  if  your  heart  be  no<  so  firee, — 
Oh !  if  another  share  that  heart. 

Tell  not  the  hateful  tale  to  me. 
But  mingle  mercy  with  your  art. 

rd  rather  think  you  "false  as  heU," 
Than  find  you  to  be  all  divine, — 

Than  know  that  heart  could  love  so  well. 
Yet  know  that  heart  would  not  be  mme ! 


TO  PHILLIS. 

Pmixis,  you  little  rosy  rake. 
That  heart  of  yours  I  long  to  rifle : 

Come,  give  it  me,  and  do  not  make 
So  much  ado  about  a  UiJU  ! 


TO   A   LADY, 
ON  BKa  snfaoca 

Thv  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel 
Those  soothing  thoughts  of  heav'nly  love, 

Which  o'er  the  samted  spirits  steal 
When  list'ning  to  the  spheres  above ! 

When,  tuied  of  life  and  misery, 
I  wish  to  sigh  my  latest  breath. 

Oh,  Emma !  I  will  fly  to  thee. 
And  thou  shalt  smg  me  mto  death. 


And  if  along  thy  lip  and  cheek 
That  smile  of  heav'nly  softneas  play, 

Which, — ah !  forgive  a  mmd  that*s  w( 
So  oft  has  stol'n  my  mind  away ; 

Thou'lt  seem  an  angel  of  the  sky. 
That  comes  to  charm  me  into  bliss: 

m  gaze  and  die— Who  would  not  die* 
If  death  were  half  so  sweet  as  thbl 
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But  now  I  momn  that  e'er  I  knei 

SONG. 

A  giri  so  fair  and  so  deceiviiig. 

ON  THE  BIRTHDAY  OF  MRS. . 

Fare  thee  weD. 

WSITTKN  Df  lULANO.    1799. 

Few  have  ever  loved  like  me^— 

Ov  all  my  hftppiest  honn  of  joy, 

Yes,  I  have  loved  thee  too  siiMM 

And  e%'en  I  have  had  my  measure, 

And  few  have  e'er  deoehred  like  tk 

When  heart!  were  full,  and  ev'ry  eye 

Hath  kmdied  with  the  light  of  pleasure, 

An  hour  like  this  I  ne*er  was  given. 

Fare  thee  weU !— y  et  think  awhi* 

So  full  of  friendship's  purest  blisses ; 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  d 

Young  Love  himself  looks  down  from  heaven. 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  thali 

To  smile  on  such  a  day  as  this  is. 

And  die  with  thee  than  live  ifH 

. 

Lot's  feel  as  if  we  ne'er  could  sever ; 

Fare  thee  weU!  I'll  thmk  of  thet^ 

And  may  the  birth  of  her  we  love 

Thou  leav'st  me  many  k  faHter  i 

Be  thus  with  joy  rem'embei'd  ever ! . 

For  see,  distracting  woman,  aee» 

My  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  ii  1 

Oh !  banish  ev'ry  thought  to-night, 

Fare  thee  well! 

Which  could  distuib  our  soul's  communion ; 

' 

Abaudon'd  thus  to  dear  delight, 

Well  ev'n  for  once  forget  the  Union ! 

On  that  let  statesmen  try  their  pow'rs. 

And  tremble  o'er  tho  rights  they'd  die  for ; 

. 

The  unioil  of  the  soul  bo  ours. 

MORALITY. 

And  ev  /  "^  union  else  we  sigh  for. 

▲   FAMIUAR  KPIBTLB. 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &c. 

ADDRBSSBD  TO 

In  ev'ry  eye  around  I  mark 

J.  AT-NS-N,  ESa  M.  R.  L  i 

Thouoh  long  at  school  and  eoOegi 
O'er  books  of  verae  and  books  of  ■ 

From  ev'ry  soul  I  catch  the  spark 

Of  sympathy,  in  friendship  glowing. 

And  copying  from  their  moral  paf 
Fine  recipes  for  making  sages ; 

Oh !  could  such  moments  ever  fly ; 

Oh !  that  we  ne'er  were  doom'd  to  lose  'em ; 

Though  long  with  those  divmes  tft 

And  aU  as  bright  as  Chariotte's  eye« 

Who  think  to  make  us  good  by  ni 

And  all  as  pure  as  Chariotte's  bosom. 

Who,  m  methodic  forms  advaneiq| 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &c 

Teaching  morality  like  dancmg. 

Tell  us,  for  Heaven  or  money's  wi 

For  me,  wbate'er  tiy  ^>an  of  years. 

What  steps  we  are  through  life  W 

Whatever  son  may  light  my  roving ; 

Though  thus,  my  friend,  so  long  « 

Whether  I  waste  my  life  in  tears, 

With  so  much  midnight  oil  destnjj 

Or  live,  as  now,  for  miith  and  loving ; 

I  must  confess,  my  searches  pa4t^ 

This  day  shall  come  with  aspect  kind. 

I've  only  leam'd  to  doubt  at  laA 

Wherever  fate  may  cast  your  rover ; 

I  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages   *< 

He'U  think  of  those  he  left  behind. 

Have  differed  hi  all  climes  and  agi 

And  drink  a  health  to  bliss  that's  over ! 

Then  come,  my  friends,  &c. 

On  what  is  pure  morality. 

'Tis  like  the  rainbow's  shifting  mh 
And  every  vision  makes  its  own. 

SONG.* 

The  doctors  of  the  Porch  adfiM| 

Mart,  I  believed  thee  true. 
And  I  was  Uess'd  in  thus  believing ; 

As  modes  of  being  great  and  WMffn 
That  we  should  cease  to  own  or  k 
The  luxuries  that  from  fedmg  ftpfc 

1  TheM  words  were  written  to  the  pathetic  Bcoteh  air 

«  Reason  alone  must  claim  direfllii 

•Oalla  Water.** 

«  And  Apathy's  the  soolV  pectetfi 
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« lAa  a  doD  Idn  tbe  heart  iinat  fie ; 
«■  Ncr  p—inn^  gale  nor  pleaame's  m^, 
"TlwQgh  Bm^  the  breem,  thehieath,fapplied, 
«  Mart  end  the  wave  or  sweU  the  tide !" 

Sodi  WW  the  rigid  Zeno's  plan 
To  fBOB  Ua  phOoaophic  man ; 
Sndi  weie  the  modea  he  taught  mankhid 
To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind ; 
Hmj  ton  from  thenee  aome  weedf,  "tia  tme, 
But  al  Oe  flow^  were  nyaged  too ! 

Now  BriMi  to  the  wily  atraina, 
Wfakiiy  on  (}yren^a  aandy  pUdno, 
Whoi  Heaame,  nyn^  with  looaen'd  lone, 
Daoip^d  the  phibaophie  throne^^ 
Hear  what  the  comtly  aage V  tongue 
To  Ua  Bonomi&ig  pnpila  aong: — 
"Pluaauiu'a  the  only  noble  end 
*  Te  which  aU  famnan  pow'ro  ahonld  tend, 
*And  Yktoe  girea  her  heaVnly  lore, 
"Bat  to  make  Fleaaore  pleaae  na  more. 
•Wiadam  and  ihe  weie  both  deoign'd 
"Te  aaalce  the  aenaea  more  refined, 
•That  ]Lan  might  rerel,  free  from  cloying, 
*Tb«  moat  a  aage  when  moat  enjoying  V 

b  tfM  morality  T— Oh,  no ! 
Wm  I  a  wiaer  path  oooki  Aow. 
The  flpwV  widun  thia  vaae  confined, 
The  pnok  the  imfading  flow'r  of  mind, 
Mmt  net  throw  aU  ifti  sweeta  away 
Cjps  a  mortal  mould  of  day : 
Ko^  ao^ — ita  lidieat  breath  ahonld  riae 
la  Tiitafl^a  ineonae  to  the  akioB. 

Bid  tboi  it  ia,  an  aecta  we  aee 
Hsie  watehworda  of  morality : 
Sana  €Xj  out  YemiB,  others  Jove ; 
Han  ^  "Religion,  there'  'tis  Love. 
Bat  while  they  thoa  so  widely  wander, 
Whie  myaticB  dream,  and  doctoca  ponder ; 
Aad  aeme,  m  Aalectica  firm. 
Seek  virtae  fawa  middle  tenn ; 
WhAe  tbn  they  atrire,  m  Heayen'a  defiance, 
To  cbaia  moraGty  with  acienoe ; 
Tlw  plaaa  good  man,  whoae  actions  teach 
Hon  Tiftae  than  a  aect  can  preach, 
fiiisiMa  hia  ooone,  nnmgely  Ueas'd, 
Hia  toter  wfaii|i^nng  in  hia  breast ; 
Xareenldhe  act  a  porer  part, 

I  ha  had  ToUy  aU  by  heart 
I  ha  diopa  the  tear  on  wo, 
He  Btfa  kaowa  or  earoi  to  know 


That  I^etoa  blamed  that  tear. 
By  Heaven  approved,  to  virtue  dear ! 

Oh !  when  Fve  aeen  the  morning  beam 
Floating  within  the  dimpled  stream ; 
While  Nature,  wak'ning  from  the  nig^ 
Haa  just  put  on  her  rdbea  of  light, 
Have  I,  with  oold  optician'a  gaze, 
Explored  the  doctrine  of  tbow  rayoT 
No,  pedants,  I  have  left  to  yon 
Nicely  to  sep'rate  hue  from  hue. 
Go,  g^e  that  moment  up  to  art. 
When  Heaven  and  nature  daim  the  heart ; 
And,  dull  to  all  their  best  attraction. 
Go—measure  angles  of  refraciion. 
While  I,  m  feeling'a  aweet  romance. 
Look  on  each  daybeam  as  a  glance 
From  the  great  eye  of  Him  above, 
Wak'ning  hia  world  with  looka  of  Ion  I 


T^LL-TALE  LYRE. 

FvB  heard,  there  was  m  ancient  daya 
A  Lyre  of  moat  melodioua  spell ; 

'Twaa  heaVn  to  hear  ita  fairy  lays. 
If  half  be  true  that  legends  telL 

'Twaa  play'd  on  by  the  gentlest  sigfaa. 
And  to  their  breath  it  bieathed  again 

Li  aoch  entrancing  melodiee 
As  ears  bad  never  drunk  til  then ! 

Not  harmony'a  serenest  touch 
So  stilly  could  the  notes  prolong ; 

Tliey  were  not  heavenly  song  so  much 
As  they  were  dreama  of  heavenly  song ! 

If  sad  the  heart,  whoae  murm*ring  air 
Along  the  chords  in  languor  stole, 

The  numbers  it  awakened  there 
Were  eloquence  from  pity's  aouL. 

Or  if  the  aigh,  aerene  and  light, 
Waa  but  the  breath  of  landed  woea, 

The  string,  that  felt  ita  airy  flight, 
SooD  whisper'd  it  to  kind  repose. 

And  when  young  lover*  talk'd  akoe. 
If,  'mid  their  Ums  that  Lyre  wia  aaar. 

It  made  their  aocenta  all  ita  ova* 
And  aent  fiaih  notea  that  1 
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There  was  a  nymph,  who  long  had  lored. 
Bat  dared  not  toll  the  world  bow  well : 

The  ahadea,  where  ahe  at  eveningr  roved, 
Akme  could  know,  alone  could  telL 

*Twa8  there,  at  twilight  time,  ahe  atole. 
When  the  first  atar  announced  the  nightr^ 

With  him  who  claim'd  her  inmoat  aonl. 
To  wander  by  that  aoothing  light 

It  chanced  that,  in  the  ffury  bower 

Where  bleaa'd  they  woo*d  each  other'a  amile, 
Thia  Lyre,  of  atrange  and  magic  power. 

Hung  whisp'ring  o'er  their  headi  the  whiles 

And  aa,  with  eyes  commingling  fire. 
They  listen'd  to  each  other'a  vow. 

The  youth  full  oft  would  make  the  Lyre 
A  pillow  for  the  maiden'a  brow : 

And,  while  the  melting  words  ahe  breathed 
Were  by  ita  echoea  wafted  round. 

Her  locks  had  with  the  cords  ao  wreathed. 
One  knew  not  which  gave  forth  the  aound. 

Alas,  their  hearta  but  little  thAigfat, 
While  thus  they  talk'd  the  hours  away. 

That  every  sound  the  Lyre  waa  tought 
Would  linger  long,  and  long  betray. 

So  mingled  with  ita  tuneful  soul 
Were  all  their  tender  murmurs  grown. 

That  other  sighs  unanswered  stole, 
Nor  words  it  breathed  but  theirs  alone. 

Unhappy  nymph !  thy  name  was  sung 
To  every  breeze  that  wandered  by ; 

The  secrets  of  thy  gentle  tongue 
Were  breathed  in  song  to  earth  and  tkf. 

The  fatal  Lyre,  by  Envj-^s  hand 
Hung  high  amid  the  whispering  grovea. 

To  every  gale  by  which  'twas  fann'd, 
Proclaim'd  the  myst'ry  of  your  loves. 

Nor  long  thus  rudely  was  thy  name 

To  earth's  derisive  echoes  given ; 
Some  pitying  spirit  downward  came, 

And  took  the  Lyre  and  thee  to  heaven. 

There,  freed  from  earth's  unholy  wrongs, 
Both  happy  in  Love's  home  shall  be  ; 

Thou,  uttering  naught  but  seraph  songa. 
And  that  sweet  Lyre  still  echoing  thee ! 


PEACE  AND  GLORT. 
WRrmN  ON  THB  APrmoACH  or  wab. 

Wheeb  is  now  the  smile,  that  ligfatenM 

Every  hero*s  couch  of  rest? 
Where  is  now  the  hope,  that  biightenM 

Honor's  eye  and  Pit/a  breast  7 
Have  we  lost  the  wreath  we  braided 

For  our  weary  warrior  men? 
la  the  faithless  olive  faded? 

Must  the  bay  be  pluck'd  again  7 

Passing  hour  of  sunny  weather. 

Lovely,  in  your  light  awhile, 
Peace  and  Glory,  wed  together, 

Wandered  through  our  Ueased  isle. 
And  the  eyes  of  Peace  would  gUsten, 

Dewy  as  a  morning  sun, 
Whe4  the  timid  maid  would  iisten 

To  the  deeds  her  chief  had  done. 

Is  their  hour  of  dalliance  over  ? 

Mint  the  maiden's  trembling  feet 
Waft  her  fix>m  her  warlike  lover 

To  the  desert's  still  retreat  ? 
Fare  you  well !  with  sighs  we  baniafa 

Nymph  so  fair  and  guests  so  bright ; 
Yet  the  smile,  with  which  you  vaniabt 

lieaves  behind  a  soothing  light ; — 

Soothing  light,  that  long  ahall  aparide 
O'er  your  warrior's  sanguined  way, 

Through  the  field  where  horrors  daiklOy 
.  Shedding  hope's  consoling  ray. 

Long  the  smile  his  heart  will  cheriah,   . 
To  its  absent  idol  true ; 

While  around  him  myriads  perish. 
Glory  st'dl  will  sigh  for  you  I 


SONG. 


Take  back  the  sigh,  thy  lips  of  art 

In  passion's  moment  breathed  to  mo  f 
Yet,  no — it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
'Tis  now  the  life-broath  of  my  heart, 
And  has  become  too  pure  for  thee. 

Take  back  the  kiss,  that  faithleaa  ai^  : 
With  all  the  warmth  of  truth  in^pml 

Yet,  no — the  fatal  kiss  may  lie,  C. 

Upon  thy  lip  its  sweets  would  die. 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  blest 
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ake  bade  the  ▼owi  that,  night  and  day, 
My  heart  receiyed,  I  thought,  fiom  thine : 
et,  no— allow  them  itiU  to  stay, 
hey  might  aome  other  heart  betray, 
Aa  avreetly  as  they've  rain'd  mme. 


LOVE  AND  REASON. 

eonunenee  4  raiMnner,  U  ceue  de  sentir.*' 

J.  J.  ROVMBAU.' 

AM  m  the  sommer  time  so  sweet, 
Then  hearts  and  flowen  are  both  in  season, 
t — who,  of  all  the  world,  shoald  medt, 
ne  early  dawn,  but  Love  and  Reason ! 

B  told  his  dream  of  yesternight, 
ThSke  Reason  talk'd  about  the  weather ; 
mora,  in  sooth,  was  fair  and  bright, 
nd  oo  they  to^L  their  way  together. 

boy  in  many  a  gambol  flew, 
rhile  Reason,  like  a  Juno,  stalk'd, 
1  firom  her  portly  figure  threw 
.  lengtben'd  shadow,  as  she  walk'd. 

■rooder  Love,  as  on  they  pasB*d, 
bonld  find  that  sunny  morning  cbiD, 
stin  the  shadow  Reason  cast 
ell  o*er  the  boy,  and  oool'd  him  stilL 

ain  he  tried  his  wings  to  warm, 
r  find  a  pathway  not  so  dim, 
still  the  maid*s  gigantic  form 
Toold  stalk  between  the  sun  and  him. 

lis  most  not  be,"  said  little  Love— 
The  sun  was  made  for  more  than  you." 
taming  through  a  myrtle  grove, 
e  bid  the  portly  nymph  adieu. 

r  gayly  roves  the  laughing  boy 

'er  many  a  mead,  by  many  a  stream ; 

very  breeze  inhaling  joy, 

nd  drinking  bliss  m  every  beam. 

n  an  the  gardens,  all  the  bowen, 
[e  coird  the  many  sweets  they  shaded, 
I  ate  the  fruits  and  smell'd  the  flowers, 
riU  taste  was  gone  and  odor  faded. 

i0i«d  ■— wbsw  Id  am.  PterM*t  Etodet  de  la  Natan. 


But  now  the  sun,  fai  pomp  of  noon. 
Looked  blazing  o'er  the  sultry  plams ; 

Alas !  the  bey  grew  languid  soon. 
And  fever  thrill'd  through  all  his  veins. 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow, 

No  more  with  healthy  bloom  he  smiled — 
Oh !  where  was  tranquil  Reason  now. 

To  cast  her  shadow  o'er  the  child? 

Beneath  a  green  and  aged  palm. 
His  foot  at  length  for  shelter  turning. 

He  saw  the  nymph  reclining  calm. 
With  brow  as  cool  as  his  was  bummg. 

"  Oh !  take  me  to  that  bosom  cold," 

In  murmura  at  her  feet  he  said ; 
And  Reason  oped  her  garment's  fold. 

And  flung  it  round  his  fever'd  head. 
• 
He  felt  her  bosom's  icy  touch. 

And  soon  it  lull'd  his  pulse  to  rest ; 
For,  ah !  the  chill  was  quite  too  much. 

And  Love  expired  on  Reason's  breast ! 


Nat,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear ; 

While  in  these  arms  you  lie, . 
This  world  hath  not  a  wish,  a  fear. 
That  ought  to  cost  that  eye  a  tear. 

That  heart,  one  single  sigh. 

The  world ! — ah,  Fanny,  Love  must  shun 
The  paths  where  many  rove ; 

One  bosom  to  recline  upon. 

One  heart  to  be  his  only-one. 
Are  quite  enough  for  Love. 

What  can  we  wish,  that  is  not  here 

Between  your  arms  and  mine? 
Is  there,  on  earth,  a  space  so  dear 
As  that  within  the  happy  sphere 
Two  loving  arms  entwine  ? 

For  me,  there's  not  a  lock  of  jet 

Adown  your  temples  curl'd. 
Within  whose  glossy,  tangling  net. 
My  soul  doth  not,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  this  worthless  world. 

'Tis  m  those  eyes,  so  full  of  love. 

My  only  worlds  I  see  ; 
Let  but  their  orbs  in  sunshme  move, 
And  earth  below  and  skies  above, 

May  frown  or  smile  fiw  me. 
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ASPASIA. 

TwAS  in  the  £Eur  Aspaaa's  bower, 
That  Lore  and  Learning,  many  an  hour, 
In  dalliance  met ;  and  Learning  amiled 
With  pleasure  on  the  playful  child. 
Who  often  atole,  to  finid  a  neet 
Within  the  folds  of  Leanung'a  vest 

There,  as  the  list'ning  statesman  hung 
In  transport  on  Aspesia's  tongue. 
The  destinios  of  Athens  took 
Their  color  (mm  Aspasia*s  look. 
Oh  happy  tune,  when  laws  of  state, 
When  all  that  ruled  the  country's  fate. 
Its  glory,  quiet,  or  alarms, 
Was  plann'd  between  two  snow-white  arms ! 

Blest  times !  they  could  not  always  last— 
And  yet,  er'n  now,  th^  are  not  past 
Though  we  have  kist  the  giant  mould, 
In  which  their  men  were  east  of  old, 
Woman,  dear  woman,  still  the  same. 
While  beauty  breathes  through  soul  or  frame, 
While  man  posBesBOS  heart  or  eyes. 
Woman's  bright  empire  neyer  dies ! 

No,  Fanny,  love,  they  ne'er  shall  say, 
That  beauty's  charm  hath  paas'd  away ; 
Give  but  the  univerw  a  soul 
Attuned  to  woman's  soft  control. 
And  Fanny  hath  the  charm,  the  skill, 
To  wield  a  oniveise  at  wiH 


1  It  was  Imagined  by  icma  of  the  ancients  that  there  is  an 
ethereal  ocean  above  ns,  and  that  the  sun  and  moon  are  two 
floating,  Inminons  islands,  in  which  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
reside.  Accordingly  we  find  that  the  word  Ojaavof  was  some- 
times synonymoos  with  aq/>,  and  death  was  not  onfircqnent- 
ly  called  SUtewoto  tropos^  or  *'  the  passage  of  the  ocean." 

<  Ennapios,  In  his  life  of  lambllchos,  tells  tu  of  two  bean- 
tlAil  little  spirits  or  loves,  which  lambllchos  raised  by  en- 
chantment ftom  the  warm  springs  at  Gadara ;  •*  dicens  astan- 
tibus  (says  the  anthor  of  the  DU  Fatidlcl,  p.  IGO)  illos 
esse  loci  Genios:"  which  words,  however,  are  not  in  Euna- 
pios. 

I  find  from  Cellarlns,  that  Amatha,  In  the  neighborhood  of 
Gadara,  was  also  celebrated  for  its  warm  springs,  and  I  have 
preferred  it  as  a  more  poetic  name  than  Gadara.  Cellarius 
qnotes  Hieionymns,    "  Est  el  alia  villa  In  vlcinia  GadarsB 


GRECIAN  GIRL'S  DREAM 

OF  THE  BLESSED  ISLANDS^ 

TO  BESL  JJOffEM» 

TMayopiift  heni  n  xopov  anfp((ay  tpvrct» 

AnXXw  wtpi  nkurtvov,    Or^ad.  Jthtrk,  c  Ana 
Qpssf .  csIImCb. 

Was  it  the  moon,  or  was  It  monung'B  ray, 
That  call'd  thee,  dearest,  from  these  arms  away? 
Scarce,  hadst  thou  left  me,  when  a  dream  of  night 
Came  o'er  my  spirit  so  distinct  and  bdgfat. 
That,  while  I  yet  can  vividly  recall 
Its  witching  wonders,  thou  ^alt  hear  them  all 
Methought  I  saw,  upon  the  lunar  beam, 
Two  winged  boys,  such  as  thy  muse  might  dreang 
Descending  from  above,  at  that  still  hour, 
And  gliding,  with  smooth  step,  into  my  bowei: 
Fair  as  the  beauteous  spirits  that,  all  day. 
In  Amatha's  warm  foimts  imprison'd  stay,* 
But  rise  at  midnight,  from  th'  enchanted  ziD, 
To  cool  their  plumes  upon  some  moonlight  hilL 

At  once  I  knew  their  mission ; — ^'twas  to  bear 
My  spmt  upward,  through  the  paths  of  air. 
To  that  elysian  realm,  from  whence  stray  beans 
So  oft,  m  sleep,  had  visited  my  dreama 
Swift  at  their  touch  dissolved  the  ties,  that  dang 
All  earthly  round  me,  a^d  aloft  I  sprung  ; 
While,  heav'nward  guides,  the  little  genii  flew 
Thro'  paths  of  light,  refresh'd  by  heaven's  own  dsWy 
And  fann'd  by  airs  still  fragrant  with  the  breath 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  worlds  that  know  not  < 


Thou  know'st,  that,  far  beyond  our  nether  tkft 
And  shown  but  dimly  to  man's  erring  eye, 
A  mighty  ocean  of  blue  ether  rolls,* 
(Temm'd  with  bright  islands,  where  the  chosen  sooi^ 
Who've  pass'd  in  lore  and  love  their  earthly  hoon^ 
Repose  forever  in  unfadmg  bowers. 


nomine  Amatha,  nbl  calldas  aqos  emmponL** — C 
dfftli9.1ib.m.cap.l3. 

s  This  belief  of  an  ocean  in  the  heavens,  or  **  walen  s 
the  firmament,"  was  one  of  the  many  physical  errm  ia  f 
the  early  fathers  bewildered  themselves.  Le  P.  Baltv^  l| 
his  "  Defense  des  Saints  P^res  accosts  de  Platonisme,*'  latt^ 
It  for  granted  that  the  ancients  were  more  correct  la  thall 
notions,  (which  by  no  means  appears  from  what  I  have  0 
ready  quoted,)  adduces  the  obstinacy  of  the  fathers,  la  ttlj 
whimsical  opinion,  as  a  proof  of  their  repugnance  toi 
truth  from  the  hands  of  the  philosophers.  This  is  a  ■ 
way  of  defending  the  fathers,  and  attributes  much  matt  I 
they  deserve  to  the  philosophers.  For  an  abstract  of  I 
work  of  Baltus,  (the  opposer  of  Fontenelle,  Van  Dale^  i 
In  the  &mons  Oracle  controversy,)  see  *'  BibllothAqas  ( 
Anteurs  Eccieslast.  du  19  Siicle,**  part  1,  torn.  iL 
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Which  my  fond  booI,  inspired  by  thee  and  lore, 

Ah !— if  there  were  not  somethiii| 

In  slumber'B  loom  hath  fimcifolly  wore. 

The  world  would  see  them  blea 

But  no ;  no  more— «oon  as  to-morrow's  ray 

The  Chain  would  make  the  Witt 

0*er  soft  niisBos  shall  have  died  away, 

The  Wreath  would  make  the  i 

ril  come,  and,  while  love's  planet  in  the  west, 

Then  might  the  gold,  the  flow'rol 

Shines  o'er  our  meeting,  tell  thee  aD  the  rest 

Sweet  fetters  for  my  bve  and  mi 

But,  Fanny,  so  unbless'd  they  tif 

That  (Heaven  alone  can  teO  tl 
When  mingled  thus  they  cease  U 

Or  shine  but  for  a  transient  sei 

TO  CLOR 

Whether  the  Chain  may  press  toi 

DirrATED   FROM  MARTIAU 

Or  that  the  Wreath  is  slightly 

Let  but  the  gold  the  flow'rets  ton 

I  COULD  refflgn  that  eye  of  blue 

And  all  their  Uoom,  theur  glow 

Howo'er  its  splendor  used  to  thrill  me ; 

Oh !  beUer  to  be  always  free. 

And  ev'n  that  cheek  of  roseate  hue, — 

Than  thus  to  bmd  my  love  to  nw 

To  lose  it,  Cloe,  scarce  would  kill  me. 

That  snowy  neck  I  ne'er  should  miss,               ' 

And,  as  she  tum'd  an  upward  | 

However  much  Tve  raved  about  it ; 

I  saw  a  doubt  its  twilight  qiread 

And  sweetly  as  that  lip  can  kiss, 

Across  her  brow's  divine  (izptti 

I  think  I  could  exist  without  it 

Just  then,  the  gariand's  brightest 

Gave  one  of  its  love-breathinf 

In  short,  so  well  I've  leam'd  to  fast. 

Oh !  who  can  ask  how  FUnny  d 

That,  sooth  my  love,  I  know  n^t  whether 

That  ever  look'd  in  Fanny's  ej 

I  might  not  bring  myself  at  last. 

"  The  Wreath,  my  life,  the  Wm 

To— do  without  yon  altogether. 

**  The  tie  to  bind  my  soul  to  thee 

THE 

WREATH  AND  THE  CHAIN. 

I  BRING  thee,  love,  a  golden  cham. 

TO 

I  bring  thee  too  a  flowery  wreath ; 
The  gold  shall  never  wear  a  stain. 

The  flow'rets  long  shall  sweetly  breathe^ 

And  hast  thou  mark'd  the  penii# 

Come,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be. 

That  many  a  time  obscures  ng 

To  bind  thy  genUe  heart  to  me. 

Midst  aU  the  joys,  beloved  mak|»' 

Which  thou  canst  give,  and  ttH 

The  cham  is  form'd  of  golden  threads. 

Bright  as  Mmerva's  yellow  hair. 

Oh !  'tis  not  that  I  then  forget  * , 

When  the  last  beam  of  evening  sheds 

The  bright  looks  that  before  m 

Its  cahn  and  sober  lustre  there. 

For  never  throbb'd  a  bosom  yet 

The  Wreath's  of  brightest  myrUe  wove. 

Could  feel  their  witchery,  likftl 

With  sun-Ut  drops  of  bliss  among  it. 

And  many  a  rose-leaf,  cull'd  by  Love, 

When  bashful  on  my  bosom  hi^' 

To  heal  his  lip  when  bees  have  stnng  it 

And  blushing  to  have  felt  so  HI 

Come,  tell  me  which  the  tie  shall  be. 

Thou  dost  but  lift  thy  languid  l^i 

To  bind  thy  gentle  heart  to  me. 

Again  to  close  it  on  my  breait  j 

Yes,  yes,  I  read  that  ready  eye. 

Yes,— these  are  minutes  aU  HJad 
Thine  own  to  give,  and  mine  ^ 

Which  answers  when  the  tongue  is  loath, 

Thou  lik'st  the  form  of  either  tie. 

Yet  ev'n  in  them,  my  heait  haii 
The  sigh  to  rwe,  the  tear  to  iMJ 

And  spread'st  thy  pUyful  han^  for  both. 

1 
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THE  DUKE  OF  MONTPENSIER, 

OR  Hit 

PORTRAIT  OF  THE  LADY  ADELAIDE  FORBE& 

DoninfrU»  Park,  1808. 
To  catch  the  thought,  by  painting'B  speU, 

However  remote,  howe'er  refined, 
And  o'er  the  kindling  canyan  tell 
The  Blent  ttory  of  the  mind ; 

O'er  nature's  form  to  glance  the  eye, 
And  fix,  by  mimic  light  and  shade. 

Her  morning  tmgee,  ere  they  fly. 

Her  evening  blu^es,  ere  they  fade; — 

Yes,  these  are  Pamting's  proudest  powers ; 

The  gift,  by  which  her  art  divine 
Above  all  others  proudly  towers^ — 

And  these,  oh  Prince !  are  richly  thine. 

And  yet,  when  Friendship  sees  thee  trace,' 
In  almost  living  truth  ezpress'd. 

This  bright  memorial  of  a  face 
On  which  her  eye  delights  to  rest ; 

While  o'er  the  lovely  look  serene. 
The  smile  of  peace,  the  bloom  of  youth, 

Tl\e  cheek,  that  blushes  to  be  seen. 
The  eye  that  tells  the  bosom's  truth ; 

While  o'er  each  Ime,  so  brightly  true, 
Our  eyes  with  ling'ring  pleasure  rove, 

Blessing  the  touch  whose  various  hue 
Thus  brings  to  mind  the  form  we  love ; 

1  Though  I  have  styled  this  poem  a  Dithyramblc  Ode,  I 
cannot  presume  to  say  that  it  possesses,  in  any  degree,  the 
characteristics  of  that  species  of  poetry.  The  nature  of  the 
ancient  Dlthyrambic  is  very  imperfectly  known.  According 
to  M.  Burette,  a  licentious  irregularity  of  metre,  an  extrava- 
gant research  of  thought  and  expression,  and  a  rude  embar- 
rassed construction,  are  among  its  most  distinguishing  fea- 
tures ;  and  in  all  these  respecu,  I  have  but  too  closely,  I 
fear,  followed  my  models.  Burette  adds,  "  Ces  caractdres 
des  dithyrambes  te  font  sentir  &  ceuz  qui  lisent  attentive- 
ment  les  odes  de  Pindare.**— Jlf^mtfirM  de  VJiead.  vol.  x.  p. 
306.  The  same  opinion  may  be  collected  from  Schmidt's 
dissertation  upon  the  subject  I  think,  however,  if  tho  Dithy- 
rambics  of  Piiidar  were  in  our  possession,  we  should  find 
that,  however  wild  and  fanclAil,  they  were  by  no  means  the 
tasteless  Jargon  they  are  represented,  and  that  even  their  ir- 
regularity was  what  Boileau  calls  "  un  beau  dAsordre."  Chia- 
brera,  who  has  been  styled  the  Pindar  of  Italy,  and  from 
whom  all  its  poetry  upon  the  Greek  model  was  called  Chla- 
breresco,  (as  Crescimbenl  informs  us,  lib.  1.  cap.  3,)  has 
given,  amongst  his  Vendemmie,  a  Dithyramblc,  **  all*  uso  de' 
Grcel  ;**  Aill  of  those  compound  epithets,  which,  we  are  told, 
were  a  chief  characteristic  of  the  style,  (<rr»^«n>vf  it  Xc(«if 
•Mfsvv  ^8mii,  AtOvfti^^iii.  \)  snch  as 


We  feel  the  magie  of  thy  ait, 
And  own  it  with  a  zest,  a  seal* 

A  pleasure,  nearer  to  the  heart 
Than  critic  taste  can  evtr  ML 


THE  FALL  OF  HEBE 

A  DITHTmAMBIC  OMt  > 

TwAS  on  a  day 
Whe&   he  immortals  at  their  banqneit  lay ; 
The  bowl 
Sparkled  with  starry  dew, 
The  weeping  of  those  myriad  nnis  of  light. 
Within  whose  orbs,  the  almighty  Power, 
At  nature's  dawnmg  hour, 
Stored  the  rich  fluid  of  ethereal  souL* 

Arotmd, 
Soft  odorous  douds,  that  upward  wing  their  ffi^ 

From  eastern  isles, 
(Where  they  have  bathed  them  in  the  orient  ray, 
And  with  rich  fragrance  all  their  bosoms  filTd,) 
Li  circles  flew,  and,  melting  as  they  flew, 
A  liquid  daybreak  o'er  the  board  distill'd. 

All,  all  was  luxiuy ! 
All  must  be  luztiry,  where  Lyeos  smiles. 
His  locks  divine 
Were  crown'd 
With  a  bright  meteor-braid, 
Which,  like  an  ever-springing  wreath  of  vine, 

Shot  into  brimant  leafy  shapes, 
And  o'er  his  brow  in  lambent  tendrils  play'd : 

Briglindorato  Pcgaso 
Nubicaipestator. 
But  I  cannot  suppose  that  Pindar,  even  amidst  all  thelteeask 
of  dithyrambics,  would  ever  have  descended  to  baUad-bai 
guage  like  the  following : 

Bella  Filll,  e  bella  Clori, 
Non  piu  dar  pregio  a  tue  bellezze  e  tad, 
Che  se  Bacco  fa  vezzl  alle  mie  labhra 
Fo  le  fiche  a'  vostri  baci. 

esser  vorrei  Coppier, 

E  se  troppo  desiro 
Deh  fossl  io  Bottiglier. 

Rim$  del  CmASEKaA,  part  iL  p.  3S. 

*  This  is  a  Platonic  fancy.  The  phllpsopher  tappoias,  ii 
his  Timsus,  that,  when  the  Deity  had  formed  the  soul  of  te 
world,  he  proceeded  to  the  composition  of  other  soals,  tat 
which  process,  says  Plato,  he  made  use  of  the  tame  coft 
though  the  ingredients  he  mingled  were  not  quite  so  poiesr 
for  the  former ;  and  having  refined  the  mixture  with  a  Hnk 
of  his  own  essence,  he  distributed  it  among  the  stais,  wUd 
served  as  reservoirs  of  the  fluid.— Taor*  ttrt  gat  nXw  IP 
TOP  wportpov  Kpartipa  tv  w  rnv  roy  navrog  rfnixv 
ifitffys,  K,  T  y 
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le  nii  thA  foliage  hung, 
like  lucid  grapes, 
od  clustering  bads  of  light, 
m  tin  gaidene  of  the  galaxy 

bosom  Cytherea's  head 

y,  as  when  fint  the  Syrens  song 

Her  beauty's  dawn, 

he  curtains  of  the  deep,  undrawn, 

her  sleeping  in  its  azuro  bed. 

The  captive  deity 

g  lingering  on  her  eyes  and  lip. 

With  looks  of  ecstasy. 

Now,  on  his  arm, 
In  blushes  she  reposed, 
rhile  he  gazed  on  each  bright  charm, 
his  burning  eyes  her  hand  in  dalliance  stole. 

iw  she  raised  her  rosy  mouth  to  sip 

The  nectar'd  wave 

Lyens  gave, 

wn  her  eyelids,  half-way  closed, 

forth  a  melting  gleam, 
ch  fell,  like  sun-dew,  in  the  bowl : 
ber  bright  hair,  in  mazy  flow 
old  descending 

her  cheek's  luxurious  glow, 
g  o>r  the  goblet's  side, 
■s  reflected  in  its  crystal  tide, 
ke  a  bright  crocus  flower, 
se  sunny  leaves,  at  evening  hour 
ith  roses  of  Cyrene  blending,* 
i^er  the  mirror  of  some  silvery  streauL 

The  Olympian  cup 
Shone  in  the  handi 
pled  Hebe,  as  shr^  wing'd  her  feet 

Up 
The  empyreal  mount, 
the  soul-drops  at  their  stellar  fount  f 

AndstiU 
As  the  resplendent  rill 

m  fiom  Theophrastns,  that  the  rotes  of  Cyrene 
ularly  fngrant.-Eoo<r^ara  ruderatv  Kvprivii  fioSa, 
ms  (Phyakot}  held  the  son!  to  be  a  spark  of  the 
Dce— **  Scintilla  stellaris  esaentlae.**— M  acsobius, 
nf.  lib.  L  cap.  14. 

Batry  of  the  Hyperboreans.  These  people  were 
>  be  placed  so  far  north  that  the  north  wind  coald 
bem ;  they  lived  loafer  than  any  other  mortals ; 
Ir  whole  time  la  mnslc  and  dancing.  A«.  kjc.  Bat 
Etravagaat  fieiloB  related  of  them  is  that  to  which 
M  pKcedlag  allude.  It  was  iroafined  that,  instead 
aradnosphere,  the  Hyperboreans  breathed  nothing 
ft!  Accoidlnc  to  Htrodotos  and  Pliny,  this  Idea 
sted  by  the  qoaattty  ofsaow  which  was  observed  to 
m  regioaa ;  thvs  the  Ibnaer :  Ta  w  mtf  ttitalov 
y»9a  rt«f  ZmOec  n  ni  rest  r^isimv;  ^o*  Xsyttp, 


Gush'd  forth  mto  the  cop  with  mantlmg  heat, 
Her  watchful  care 
Was  still  to  cool  its  liquid  fire 
With  snow-white  sprinklmgs  of  that  feathery 

air 
The  children  of  the  Pole  respire, 
In  those  enchanted  lands,* 
Where  life  is  all  a  spring,  and  north  winds  nerer 
blow. 

But  oh! 
Bright  Hebe,  what  a  tear, 
And  what  a  blush  were  thine. 
When,  as  the  breath  of  every  Grac^ 
Wafted  thy  feet  along  the  studded  sphere, 
With  a  bright  cup  for  Jove  lirnself  to  driiK, 
Some  star,  that  shone  beneath  thy  tread. 

Raising  its  amorous  head 
To  kiss  those  matchless  feet, 

Check'd  thy  career  too  fleet, 
And  all  heaven's  host  of  eyes 
Entranced,  but  .fearful  all. 
Saw  thee,  sweet  Hebe,  prostrate  fall 

Upon  the  bright  floor  of  the  azure  skief  ■ 
Where,  mid  its  stars,  thy  beauty  lay^ 
As  blossom,  shaken  from  the  spray 
Of  a  spring-  thorn. 
Lies  mid  the  liquid  sparkles  of  the  mom. 
Or,  as  in  temples  of  the  Paphian  shade. 
The  worshippers  of  Beauty's  queen  behold 
An  image  of  their  rosy  idol,  laid 
Upon  a  diamond  shrine. 

The  wanton  wind. 
Which  had  pursued  the  flying  fair. 
And  sported  mid  the  tresses  unconfinad 
Of  her  bright  hair,' 
Now,  as  she  fell,— -oh  wanton  breeze ! 
Ruffled  the  robe,  whose  graceful  flow 
Hung  o'er  those  limbs  of  nnsunn'd  snow, 
Purely  as  the  Eleusinian  veil 
Hangs  o'er  the  Mysteries  !* 

— RsaonoT.  lib.  iv.  cap.  31.  Ovid  tells  the  fkble  otherwuet 
see  Metamorph.  lib.  xv. 

Mr.  0*Halloran,  and  some  other  Irish  antiqnarians,  havs 
been  at  great  expense  of  learning  to  prove  that  the  straafs 
country,  where  they  tools  snow  for  feathers,  vna  Ireland,  and 
that  the  famous  Abaris  was  an  Irish  Dmid.  Mr.  Rowland, 
however,  will  have  it  tnat  Abaris  was  a  Welshman,  and 
that  his  name  U  only  a  cormption  of  Ap  Bees ! 

« It  is  Servins,  I  believe,  who  mentions  this  nnlucky  trip 
which  Hebe  made  in  her  occupation  of  cup-bearer ;  and  Hoff> 
man  tells  It  after  him :  **  Com  Hebe  pocula  Jovi  adminlttiaiis, 
perqne  labrlcom  mlnos  cant6  incedens,  oecldlaset,**  kjc, 

•  The  arcane  sirmbois  of  this  ceremony  wen  deposited  in 
tho  cista,  where  they  lay  rellgioosly  concealed  ftom  the  eyes 
of  the  profane.  They  were  generally  carried  In  the  prooesaloa 
by  an  ass;  and  hence  the  proverb,  which  one  onay  so  oAsa 
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Thn  bmw  of  Jono  flmh'd— 

Love  bte*«9'd  the  brecio  ' 
TUe  Musea  Wuflh'd ; 
Aad  ©Tcry  cheek  wa»  hi4  behind  a  lyre, 
While  every  eye  looked  laughing  thixtagh  th*  stiliigs. 

But  the  blight  cup  t  the  nectJir*d  draught 
Which  Jove  hunself  whm  to  have  quoflTd  7 
AIa9|  tdiis,  uptumM  it  lay 
By  the  falL'n  Heb«'<t  side  ; 
While,  m  alow  lifig^rin^  djtfp»,  th'  dhereal  tide. 
An  conscious  of  ltd  own  lich  eneqce,  ebb'd  away. 

Who  waa  the  Spirit  that  rcmombeT'd  Man, 
In  that  blast  lioiir. 
And,  with  a  wiu^  of  tove, 
Bmah'd  off  the  gvfaJet'B  sciitteT*d  leant. 
An,  XTfmhVmgt  near  the  cdgo  of  heaven  tiiey  ran. 
And  sent  them  floating  to  our  orb  bekwl^ 
Essence  of  inunortahty  I 

The  tsbower 
Fell  gkwLU^  throQ^h  the  epheree ; 
While  all  around  new  tiiita  of  blk^ 
New  odon  and  new  lighlj 
Entich'd  tts  radiant  flow. 
Kow,  with  a  liquid  kiss^ 
rt  stole  along  the  ihriliing  wire 
Of  Heaven^H  luminouB  Lyre,' 
Stealing  the  soot  of  mosEc  in  its  flight: 
And  now,  amid  the  breezes  blond. 
That  wliisper  from  the  planets  m  they  roU, 
The  bright  libation,  aofljy  fannM 
By  aU  their  si^hs,  meanderiag  Btole< 
They  who^  from  Atloa^  height, 

Beheld  thii  xvsy  flame 
Deacendtng  Ihrou^rh  Iho  waste  of  night, 
Thought  "^twas  some  planet,  whoBo  empyreal  f^ame 

Had  kindledt  as  it  rapidly  levolved 
Around  itit  fervid  axle,  and  dissolved 
Into  a  flood  so  bright  I 


apply  la  the  watld,  "  aslaiu  pwtat  DiystoriL**    Bae  the 

1  la  the  Genpantco,  lib.  tl-  cAp.  17,  ikem  It  a  ^Id  moam- 
whftt  llkfi  tbls  descant  of  the  nectajr  \a  earUj,  Ev  ovp&piii  roiv 

Mpar^pQi  TtjM  ^\iai)fj  nai  wcfurpiipai  ftiv  avrov  n  it  itcrrap 
tit  Tiir  ynr  cinO'OtVtM*  r»  X.  YI4.  Anlnr.  de  Ec  RosL  edit. 
Cfctilab.  1704. 

t  The  canateli&tion  hytn.  Thv  aim^lnfofi  anribatQ  f^M 
vL/tnei  (0  (hit  ilgn  la  lui^odeaQ,  wlilcti  an  eaaaieialeft  by 
PQDL&aD,  La  his  Urania: 

-^^  Ecca  novepi  cum  pe^Unts  cbonlAft 
EiDDdoLaai,  lualcctqae  aoYi>  v&gn  iklem  rjintu, 
Qxto  0LptiB  Bfticdutam  oaimo!  coacanlin  ducuas 
Fectora,  Ice. 
*  TIm  EgyptUiu  nitsfleDted  the  dawn  ef  day  by  a  yonaf 


The  youthful  Day, 
Within  bia  twilight  bower, 
Lay  aweelJy  sleeping 
On  the  fluBh*d  bosom  of  a  lotae-flowet  f 
When  round  him,  in  profusion  we^ 
DioppM  the  oelestia!  ^owor, 

Steepiog 
The  roay  doiidn,  that  curt*d 
About  hia  mfatit  head, 
Like  myrrh  ttpon  Uie  locks  of  Cupid  eh 

But,  when  the  waking  boy 
'Waved  bia  exhalingf  ti'essee  through  the 
O  mom  of  joy  I — 
The  tide  divine, 
All  glorioug  with  the  vormD  dye 
It  drank  t>cneath  his  orient  eye, 
Distil  rd|  in  dewa^  upon  Ilia  woddf 
And  every  drop  was  wine,  was  heaverdy 
Blest  be  the  lod,  and  blest  tlie  flowot 
On  which  descended  Brvt  that  ahowi 
All  Iresh  ^m  Jove's  tiectarcciu]^  epiings  ^ 
Oh  far  lees  sweet  the  flower,  the  aod 
0>r  which  the  Spirit  of  the  Rainbov 
The  magic  mantle  of  hor  solar  God  i 


HINGS  AND  SEALS. 

*Slirrrtp  afpayi6ii  Ta^t},tjfiarm, 

AcBlLUCB  Tl 

*'  Goi*^  said  the  angry,  weeping  mat 
"The  charm  is  broken  I — once  betn 
"  Never  can  this  wrtsng^d  ^leail  raljf 
"  On  word  or  look,  on  oath  or  sigh* 
"  Take  book  the  gifts,  so  fondly  giw 
"  With  promised  faith  and  towi  to  h 
"  Til  at  little  ring  which,  night  and  m 
"  With  wedded  truth  my  baud  halk  - 


Iwiy  teatsd  apen  a  loios.  Eire  Ar^^crmf  l^^tm^ 
TaXjii  wat^tQr  wieymr  ypivfurraf  twi  Ai^/nu  <*IMi 
t»nh'  wipi  Tov  jin  XP'^*  f^f^rp.  Sec  mlv>  hlil^ 
ei  Oftfr,  OtiECTvlng  ihut  the  loto«  thomd  tli 
waiter  ft  ti^uni'i.Nie^ttiJ  aatik  (^ifa^aiktbla  scttliii^l^ 
Uie  Idfu  of  cajuecmllnic  Lhii  flavi-er  to  Oiliii,  i|^ 
Thia  iymbnl  af  a  yotiih  «)ttlji^  upitia  a  Lotoa  la  V 
on  ihe  Alwa^iwet,  or  GaiULdLan  ttnii^.  8aa  } 
torn.  II.  pluDcho  ISB,  and  tbo  '^SuppleuieDlt'^iM 
*U.  chap.  5. 

*  The  nDCknlJi  DilcEtned  thiHK  6owBti  uiif  tni 
CBt  Upon  wb^ch  the  mlnbaw  had  n^ipe-iiTed  toM 
wood  ibe^^  thSefly  t>unted  \n  lacrlAcdt.  wai  ite 
smilo  of  [rla  liftd  coa^ecmted*  FlutarclL,  Sfv^Qi 
%  where  (m  Voviias  Kmntkn}  ffaigv^rjAgtMid  ^ 
nndoohtfdly  the  j^onnine  read  inf. 
eurlodi  tmrticulartLlcA  of  Uio  minhow»  De  C 
|ita|olaLUb,ULup.  J3. 
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I  knew  not  then  that  Heaven  had  sent 

"  Thoa  bait  upon  my  lip  imprai'd. 

A  voice,  a  ibnn  like  thine  on  earth. 

*<  And  sworn  its  nond  ipring  ahoidd  be 

' 

"A  fountain  aaal'd'  for  only  thee: 

And  yet,  m  all  that  flowery  maze 

*«Take,  take  tbem  back,  the  gilt  and  vow, 

Through  which  my  path  of  life  has  leci. 

«  AU  sullied,  lost  and  hateful  now  l" 

When  I  have  heard  the  sweetest  lays 

From  lips  of  rosiest  lustre  shed ; 

I  took  the  linj^— the  seal  I  iock, 

While,  ob,  faer  eyery  tear  and  look 

When  I  have  felt  the  warbled  word 

Were  snch  as  angels  look  and  shed. 

From  Beauty's  lip,  in  sweetness  vying 

When  man  is  by  the  world  misled. 

With  music's  own  melodious  bird. 

GenUy  I  whispered,  <*  Fanny,  dear ! 

When  on  the  rose's  bosom  lying ; 

-  Not  half  thy  lover's  gifts  are  here : 

"  Say,  where  are  all  the  kisses  given, 

Though  form  and  song  at  once  combined 

"  From  mom  to  noon,  from  noon  to  even, — 

Their  loveUest  Uoom  and  softest  thrill. 

••  Those  signets  of  true  love,  worth  more 

My  heart  hath  sigh'd,  my  ear  hath  pmed 

•*  Than  Solomon's  own  seal  of  yore, — 

For  something  lovelier,  softer  still : — 

<*  Where  are  those  gifts,  so  sweet,  so  many? 

Oh,  I  have  found  it  aU,  at  last. 

In  thee,  thou  sweetest  livmg  lyre 

While  thus  I  whispered,  trembUng  too, 

Through  which  the  soul  of  song  e'ei  :  808*49 

Lest  all  the  nymph  had  sworn  was  true, 

Or  feeling  breathed  its  sacred  firei 

I  saw  a  smile  relenting  rise 

"Mid  the  moist  azure  of  her  eyes. 

All  that  I  e*er,  in  wUdest  flight 

Like  daylight  o'er  a  sea  of  blue, 

Of  Ikncy's  dreams,  could  hear  or  see 

While  yet  in  midrair  hangs  the  dew. 

Of  music's  sigh  or  beauty's  light 

She  let  her  cheek  repose  on  mine. 

Is  realized,  at  once,  in  thee ! 

She  let  my  arms  around  her  twine ; 

One  kiss  was  half  aUow'd,  and  then— 

The  ling  and  seal  were  hen  again. 

IMPROMPTU, 

ON   LKAVmO   SOME   FRIENDS. 

TO 

0  dolces  comltam  valete  coetos !           Catvlub^ 

MISS  SUSAN  B— CKF— D,« 

No,  never  shall  my  soul  forget 

OZf   HER  8INOINO. 

The  friends  I  foimd  so  cordial-hearted ; 

I  BOEK  than  once  have  heard,  at  night. 

Dear  shall  be  the  day  we  met. 

A  song,  like  those  thy  lip  hath  given, 

And  dear  shall  be  the  night  we  parted. 

And  it  was  song  by  shapes  of  light. 

Wbo  look'd  and  breathed,  like  thee,  of  heaven. 

If  fond  regrets,  however  sweet. 

^ 

Must  with  Uie  lapse  of  time  decay, 

Bat  this  •was  all  a  dream  of  sleep. 

Yet  still,  when  thus  in  mirth  you  meet. 

And  I  have  said,  when  morning  shone. 

Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away  .' 

"  Why  dioold  the  night-witch,  Fancy,  keep 

•*  These  wond^  for  herself  alone  r* 

Long  be  the  light  of  memory  found 

Alive  within  your  social  glass  ; 

I  knew  not  then  that  fate  had  lent 

Let  that  be  still  the  magic  round. 

Soeh  tones  to  one  of  mortal  birth  ; 

0*er  which  Oblivion  dares  not  pass. 

>  ^ThBfv  era  gudent,  supposed  to  be  those  of  Kinf  Solo- 

and  pat  hto  sifnet  npon  the  door,  to  keep  them  for  his  owa 

Ma.  ir  ibe  nelftaborfaood  of  Bethlehem.    The  frtan  show 

drinUnf  .**— JVavK^re/Tf  TraveU    See  u\to  the  Botes  to  Mr. 

ft  IbaBtaia,  whkh,  they  ny,  is  the  'sealed  fbonUln*  to 

G<Mxrs  TnuisUtkMi  of  the  Bong  of  Solomoo. 

«lkk  tbe  Iwly  spouse  la  the  Caotkles  to  cooipaied;  and 

>  The  present  Duchess  of  lUmlltoo. 

1»                                          MOORE'S  WORKS. 

A  WARNma 

Every  chance  that  brings  me  nigh  thee. 

TO 

Brings  my  mm  nearer,  nearer^ 

I  am  lost,  unless  I  fly  thee. 

Nay,  if  thott  dost  not  scorn  and  hate  me. 

Oh  fair  as  hesven  and  chaste  as  light ! 

Doom  me  not  thus  so  soon  to  fall ; 

Did  nature  mould  thee  all  so  bright, 

Duties,  fame,  and  hopes  await  me^— 

.      That  thou  BhouWrt  e'er  be  brought  to  weep 

But  that  eye  would  blast  them  afl! 

O'er  languid  virtue's  fatal  sleep, 

O'er  shame  extmguirii'd,  honor  fled. 

For,  thou  hast  heart  as  (abe  and  ooM 

Peace  lost,  heart  withered,  feeling  dead? 

As  ever  yet  allured  or  swayM, 

And  couldst,  without  a  sigh,  behold 

No,  no !  a  star  was  bom  with  thee, 

The  mm  which  thyself  had  made. 

Which  sheds  eternal  purity. 

Thou  hast,  within  those  samted  ejres, 

Yet^-^anUd  I  think  that,  truly  fond. 

So  fair  a  transcript  of  the  skies. 

That  eye  but  once  would  smile  on  me. 

In  lines  of  light  such  heavenly  lore. 

EVn  as  thou  art,  how  far  beyond 

That  man  should  read  them  and  nddrt. 

Fame,  duty,  wealth,  that  snule  ^ciild  be ! 

Yet  have  I  known  a  gentle  maid 

Whose  mind  and  form  were  both  array'd 

Oh !  but  to  win  it,  night  and  day. 

In  nature's  purest  light,  like  thine  ^— 

Inglorious  at  thy  feet  reclined. 

Who  wore  that  clear,  celestial  sign. 

I'd  sigh  my  dreams  of  fame  away. 

Which  seems  to  mark  the  brow  that's  &ur 

The  worid  for  thee  forgot,  resigaU 

For  destiny's  peculiar  care : 

But  no,  'tis  o'er,  and— thus  we  part. 

Was  guarded  by  a  sacred  zone. 

Where  the  bright  gem  of  virtue  shone ; 

False  woman,  what  a  mind  and  heart 

Whose  eyes  had,  in  their  light,  a  charm 

Against  all  wrong,  and  guile,  and  harm. 

Yet,  hapless  maid,  in  one  sad  hour. 

These  spells  have  lost  their  guardian  power  $ 
The  gem  has  been  beguiled  away ; 

Her  eyes  have  lost  their  chast'ning  ray ; 

The  modest  pride,  the  guiltless  shame. 

The  smiles  that  from  reflection  came. 

WOMAN. 

All,  all  have  fled,  and  left  her  mind 

A  faded  monument  behmd  ; 

AwAV,  away— you're  all  the  same. 

The  ruins  of  a  once  pure  shrine. 

A  smiling,  flutt'ring,  jilting  throng ; 

No  longer  fit  for  guest  divine. 

And,  wise  too  late,  I  bum  with  shame. 

Oh  !  'twas  a  sight  I  wept  to  see- 

To  thmk  I've  been  your  slave  so  kmg 

Heaven  keep  the  lost  one's  fate  from  thee ! 

Slow  to  be  won,  and  quick  to  rove, 

From  folly  kind,  from  cunnmg  loath. 

Too  cold  for  bliss,  too  weak  for  love, 

Yet  feigning  all  that's  best  in  both ; 

Still  panting  o'er  a  crowd  te  reigUy— 

More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 

TO 

To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  va'm. 



Than  one  tme,  manly  lover  blest 

*Tn  tinA,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now, 

Away,  away — ^your  smile's  a  curse — 

While  yet  my  soul  is  something  free ; 

Oh !  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men. 

While  yet  those  dangerous  eyes  allow 

Kind  pitying  Heaven,  by  death  or  wone. 

One  minute's  thought  to  stray  from  thee 

If  e'er  I  love  such  things  again. 

154 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Told  to  the  young  and  bright-hair'd  yiatant 
Of  Carmers  sacred  mount' — ^Then,  in  a  flow 
Of  calmer  convene,  he  beguiled  us  on 

operations  of  the  memory  were  regulated  by  a  kind  of  musi- 
cal cadence,  and  that  Ideai  occurred  to  It  **  per  anln  et  the- 
sin,**  while  others  converted  the  whole  man  Into  a  mere 
harmonized  machinet  whose  motion  depended  upon  a  certain 
tension  of  the  body,  analogous  to  that  of  the  strings  In  an 
instrument.  Cicero  indeed  ridicules  Arlstoxenus  for  this 
fnncy,  and  says,  "  Let  him  teach  singing,  and  leave  philoso- 
phy to  Aristotle  ;**  but  Aristotle  himself,  though  decidedly 
opposed  to  the  harmonic  speculations  of  the  Pythagoreans 
and  Platonists,  could  sometimes  condescend  to  enliven  his 
doctrines  by  reference  to  the  beauties  of  musical  science ; 
as.  in  the  treatise  Tltpi  xotrftov  attributed  tn  him,  KaOanep  6e 
t»  X''/>V»  *oP»'^oiow  Karapiavroi^  k.  r.  X. 

The  Abb6  Batteuz,  in  his  inquiry  Into  the  ccc  jrlne  of  the 
Stoics,  attributes  to  those  philosophers  the  same  mode  of  il- 
lustration. "  L*dmo  6toit  cause  active  woutp  atrta ;  le  corps 
cause  passive  ^dc  tov  naox^iv : — l*une  agissantdansrautro ; 
et  y  prenant,  par  son  action  ro^me,  un  caract^re,  des  formes, 
des  modifications,  quelle  n'avoit  pas  par  elle-m6me  ;  4  peu 
i>rds  comroe  Tair,  qui,  chassd  dans  un  Instrument  de 
niusique,  ftiit  connoitre,  par  les  dlfRrens  sons  quMi  produit, 
les  difRrcntes  modifications  qn*ll  y  rcf  oit**  See  a  fine  simile 
founded  upon  thU  notion  In  Cardinal  Polignac*8  poem,  lib. 
5,v.734. 

^  Pythagoras  Is  represented  in  lamblirhus  as  descending 
with  great  solemnity  (Vom  Mount  Carmel,  fur  which  reason 
the  Carmelites  have  claimed  him  as  one  of  their  fraternity. 
This  Mochus  or  Moschus,  with  the  descendants  of  whom 
Pythagoras  conversed  in  Phosnlcia,  and  from  whom  he  de- 
rived the  doctrines  of  atomic  philosophy,  is  supposed  by  some 
to  be  the  same  with  Moses.  Iluett  has  adopted  this  Idea, 
n^monstn^ion  Evang<iliqne,  Prop.  iv.  chap.  3,  $  7 ;  and  Le 
Clerc.  among  others,  has  refuted  It.  Bee  Bibiioth.  Cholsle, 
torn.  i.  p.  75.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  the  doctrine  of 
atom^  WHS  known  and  promulgated  long  before  Epicurus. 
**  With  the  fountains  of  Dcmocritus,*'  says  Cicero, "  the  gar- 
dens of  Epicurus  were  watered  ;**  and  the  learned  author  of 
the  Inteliectfial  System  has  shown,  that  all  the  early  philos- 
ophers, till  the  time  of  Plato,  were  atomists.  We  find  Epicu- 
rus, however,  boasting  that  his  tenets  were  new  and  unbor- 
rowed, and  perhaps  few  among  the  ancients  had  any  stronger 
claim  tn  originality.  In  truth,  if  we  examine  their  schools  of 
philosophy,  notwithstanding  the  peculiarities  which  seem  to 
distinguish  them  from  each  other,  we  may  generally  observe 
that  the  difference  is  but  verbal  and  trifling ;  and  that,  among 
those  various  and  learned  heresies,  there  is  scarcely  one  to 
be  selected,  whose  opinions  are  Its  own,  original  and  exclu- 
sive. The  doctrine  of  the  world's  eternity  may  be  traced 
throngh  nli  the  sects.  The  continual  metempsychosis  of 
Pythngoms,  the  grand  periodic  year  of  the  Stoics,  (at  the  con- 
clusion of  which  the  universe  Is  supposed  lo  return  to  its 
original  order,  and  commence  a  new  revolution,)  the  succes- 
sive dl»solution  and  combination  of  atoms  maintained  by  the 
Epicureans— all  thes^e  leneu  are  but  difieront  imitations  of 
the  same  general  belief  in  the  eternity  of  the  world.  As  ex- 
plained by  St.  Austin,  the  periodic  year  of  the  Stoics  disa- 
grees only  so  far  with  the  idea  of  the  P>-thagoreans,  that  in- 
stead of  an  endless  transmluion  of  the  soni  through  a  variety 
of  bodies,  It  restores  the  same  body  and  soul  to  repeat  the!r 
former  round  of  existence,  so  that  the  *'  identical  Plato,  who 
lectimd  In  the  Academy  of  Athens,  shall  again  and  again, 
at  certain  intervals,  during  the  lapse  of  eternity,  appear  in 

the  same  Academy  and  resume  the  same  functions  :*' 

sic  eadem  tempora  temporalinmque  rerum  volamlna  repetl, 
«t  ▼.  f.  sieat  in  Isto  sceolo  Plato  phlloaophas  In  orbe  Athe- 


Through  many  a  maze  of  Gaiden  and  of  Fi 
Through  many  a  ajrstem,  whoro  the  acattei^id 
Of  heavenly  truth  lay,  like  a  broken  Warn 

nlensi,  in  ek  scholi  qu«  Academia  dicta  est,  4 
docuit,  ita  per  innumerabUla  retro  tscnla,  aralni 
quldem  int^vallls,  aed  certls,  et  idem  Plato,  et  mk 
tas,  eademque  schola,  Udemqiie  dlscipoU  lepeM 
Innumerabilia  delude  sacula  repetendi  ainL— !!• 
Dd,  lib.  xll.  cap.  13.  Vanlnl,  la  hU  dialogOM,  kat 
a  similar  explication  of  the  perluOk  levolatlowof  ti 
"  £i  de  caus&,  qui  nunc  sunt  in  at?  rltni,  eeatk 
Aiemnt,  totlesque  reaascentar  quodea  cnldleraBL" 

The  paradoxical  notio&t  '*t  the  Stoics  npoa  tk 
the  riches,  the  dominion  of  their  lauiglBary  aafs,  m 
the  most  distinguishing  characteristics  of  their  ad 
according  to  their  advocate  Lipslas,  wen  pecalll 
sect.    "*  Priora  ilia  (decreta)  qn«  pasdm  la  ptaUosii 
scholis  ferd  obtinent,  ista  qoc  pecaliarla  Irale  wm 
bent  contradictionem :  i.  e.  pamdoia.**-  MnmJwM 
PhUoi.  lib.  Ui.  dlssertat.  8.    But  it  is  evideot  (st 
Gamier  has  remarked,  M^niolres  de  PAead.  yam,  r 
even  these  absurdities  of  tlie  Stoics  aw  1 
Plato  Is  the  source  of  all  their  eztravafaat  | 
find  their  dogma,  "  dives  qui  sapiens,*'  (which  Q 
Alexandria  has  transferred  trom  the  PhUoaspb 
Christian,  Pedagog.  lib.  Hi.  cap.  8.)  expressed  tai  Af 
Socrates  at  the  end  of  the  Phadms.    a  fiX«  I 
aWoi  hffoi  ruit  5roi,  iM^rs  /im  i«Xm  |  media 
ra^todf-v  U  hea  tx'^f  ^'(  tvrttt  tipai  fMt  ftXttriA 
y9/ii(o(fic  ro¥  9o^¥,    And  numy  otlier  iastuMi 
adduced  from  the  Avrtpaorat^  the  IIoXincH;  4l 
that  these  weeds  of  paradox  were  all  gatheni  i 
bowers  of  the  Academy.    Henee  It  Is  that  Gh 
preface  to  his  Paradoxes,  calls  tlmn  Socntica;  m 
exulting  in  the  patronage  of  8ocrataa,says,*B 
noster.*'  This  Is  indeed  a  coalitioB,  which  erlasi 
as  can  be  wished  the  conftised  simllitade  of  aae 
sophical  opinions :  the  Ikther  of  skepttdoB  ta  hi 
among  the  founders  of  the  Portico;  he,  whose  k 
edge  was  that  of  his  own  ignorance,  is  called  la  t 
the  pretensions  of  the  most  obstlaate  4 
tlquity. 

Rutlllus,  in  his  ItineFBrinm«  has  ] 
the  Jews,  as  *'  lassatl  mollis  Imafo  Del  ;**  kat  B|l 
an  eternal  holiday  to  his  gods,  and,  i 
slumbers  of  Olympus,  dealed  at  one 
Providence.  He  does  not,  however,  aeeoi  to  hsn 
gular  in  this  opinion.  Theophllns  of  ABtkKli,tf 
any  credit.  Imputes  a  similar  belief  to  Pytte|i 
(Uvdayopaf)  n  rtav  irarrtap  3covf  m0$puwmm  fH 
l^etv.  And  Plutarch,  though  so  hostile  tb  Ael 
Epicurus,  has  unaccountably  adopted  the  thj 
logical  error.  Thus,  after  qnotlag  the  opiakNi  fl 
ms  and  Plato  upon  divinity,  he  adds,  Kecvsir  t 
vowTiv  an^orspoiy  hri  row  b(f9  cveivessr  cm 
Ttav  ay$ponrtvfav.—Dt  PtmeiL  PUIsMpA.  Ml  L  ei 
himself  has  attributed  a  degree  of  ladUfcieaee  f 
which  is  not  fiur  removed  ftom  the  apatty  el 
heaven ;  as  thus,  in  his  Philebas,  wheni  nam 
OvKovv  ciKof  y€  ovn  xa(/ucr  ^cevft  em  r*  <*< 
Socrates  answers,  Ilayv  f«y  sw  ««•(•  aeyyse 
tKartpov  ytyyo/itvov  tvTip ; — while  Alistolle  WK§ 
more  absurd  neutrality,  and  conclndes,  by  ao  ¥i 
analogy,  that  the  deity  is  as  incapable  oTvirta 
Kac  yap  innrcp  ovAtp  ^ifpt99  Ctfrc  Muric,  e«l*« 
ovSc  ^tov.—Etkie.  JWcmrscA.  lib.  tU.  cap^  1.  !■ 
totle,  upon  the  subject  of  Provldeace,  was  Httle  i 
than  Efrionms.    He  supposed  the  bmom  to  be 
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I  sun,  which,  though  refracted  all 

id  haes,  is  smiBhine  stQl,' 

Migh  every  change ! — he  wpcke  of  Him, 

IC6,  exclmllBg,  of  conne,  this  inblanarf 
Bfloeace.  The  first  definmon  of  the  world, 
Jtp*  K«9fio«,  (If  this  treatise  be  leslly  the 
le.)  agrees,  almost  verfoam  verbo,  with  that 
EpicQnu  to  Pirthocles ;  and  both  omit  the 
tjr.  In  his  Ethics,  too,  he  intimates  a  donbt 
s  feel  any  interest  in  the  concerns  of  man- 

hb  adds  imrep  Sont^  bat  even  this  is  very 

Mas  eonceptions  of  Aristotle,  we  trace  the 
aeial  aegiect  which  bis  philosophy  expcri- 
m  early  Christians.  Plato  is  seldom  roach 
tot  the  obscure  enthusiasm  of  his  style  al- 
accommodate  all  his  fancies  to  their  own 
llowlng  steel  was  easily  moulded,  and  Pla- 
i  sword  in  the  hands  of  the  fathers, 
se  of  the  Stoics,  so  vaunted  in  their  school, 
Dootemptibly  ineflicient  as  the  rosL  All  was 
lem  of  tlie  Portico.  The  chains  of  destiny 
er  Jnpller  himself,  and  their  deity  was  like 
f  Epigiammatlst,  "  et  Cesar  et  nihil."  Not 
age  of  Seneca  can  reconcile  this  degra- 
ity  **  Hie  ipse  omnium  conditor  ac  rector 
kta,  led  sequitur ;  semper  paret,  semel  jus- 
•vndtntid,  cap.  5. 

lo  the  iliflBveiwe  between  the  Stoles,  Perlpa- 
leflBidaas,  the  following  words  of  Cicero 
w  bat  little  to  distinguish  them  from  each 
letlooset  Academlcos,  nominibus  dlflerentes, 
a  qnlbos  Stqici  Ipsl  verbis  magis  qaam  sen- 
oat.**— ^ceifemie.  lib.  11.  5;  and  perhaps 
eonrked  upon  one  of  their  points  of  contro- 
ippiied  as  eflectually  to  the  reconcilement  of 
lie  dispute  between  the  Stoics  and  Perlpa- 
My  all  for  want  of  definition.  The  one  said 
oadar  the  control  of  reason,  the  other  tliat 
cndiotted.**— £««ay«,  vol.  ill.  In  short,  it 
•  dliBcalt  matter  to  establish  the  boundaries 
«a  any  two  of  the  Philosophical  sects,  than 
he  the  landmarks  of  those  estates  In  the 
cciolas  so  generously  allotted  to  his  brother 
ceordingly  we  observe  some  of  the  greatest 
y  passing  without  scruple  from  school  to 
I  to  the  fiincy  or  convenience  of  the  mo- 
be  Oither  of  Roman  philosophy.  Is  some- 
Bkiaa,  sometimes  a  Stoic ;  and,  more  than 
'ledges  a  conformity  with  Epicurus ;  **  non 
Cpiconia  ansns  est  dicere  semper  in  piuri- 
pieBtem,quia  semper  sit  In  voluptatibus." — 
e.  lib.  V.  Though  often  pure  in  his  theolo- 
ames  smiles  at  futurity  as  a  fiction ;  thus, 
r  Cloentias,  spealdng  of  pnnisliments  In  the 
laya,  **  Qub  si  (klsa  sunt.  Id  quod  omnes  In- 
taadem  alind  mors  eripult,  prcter  sensnm 
|h  bete  we  should,  perhaps,  do  him  but 
ag  with  his  eoomientator  Sylvius,  who  re- 
passage,  **  Hsee  autero  dixit,  ut  cause  sua 
M  poet  Horace  roves  like  a  butterfly  through 
I  BOW  wings  along  the  walls  of  the  Porch, 
Bg  the  (lowers  of  the  Garden ;  while  Virgil, 
iDind  strongly  philosophical,  has  yet  left  us 
ka  as  to  the  sect  which  he  espoused.  The 
km  declares  bim  to  have  been  an  Epicurean, 
li  aaibor  of  bis  life  asserts  that  be  was  an 


The  lone,*  eternal  One,  irbo  dweOa  above, 

And  of  the  aoul's  untraceable  descent 

From  that  high  fount  of  apirit,  throu|^  the  gradei 

Academician ;  and  we  trace  throagh  bis  poetry  the  tenete 
of  almost  all  the  leading  sects.  The  same  kind  of  eclectic 
indifibrence  is  ofaeervable  in  most  of  the  Soman  writers. 
Thus  Propertins,  in  the  fine  elegy  to  Cynthia,  on  his  depar- 
ture for  Athens, 

nile  vel  studiis  animnm  emendare  Platonis, 
Inclpiam,  aut  hortls,  docte  Epicure,  tuis. 

Lib.  ill.  Eleg.  SI. 

Though  Broeckhuslus  here  reads,  **  dux  Epicure,**  which 
seems  to  fix  the  poet  under  the  banners  of  Epicurus.  Even 
the  Stole  Seneca,  whose  doctrines  have  been  considered  so 
orthodox  that  St.  Jerome  has  ranked  him  among  the  eccle- 
siastical writers,  whl^  Boccaccio  doubts  (In  consideration 
of  his  supposed  correspondence  with  St.  Paul)  whether 
Dante  should  have  placed  him  in  limbo  with  the  rest  of  the 
Pagans— even  the  rigid  Seneca  has  bestowed  such  commen- 
dations on  Epicurus,  that  If  only  those  passages  of  his  works 
were  preserved  to  us,  we  could  not  hesitate.  I  think.  In  pro- 
nouncing him  a  confirmed  Epicurean.  With  smilar  incon- 
sistency, we  find  Porphyry,  in  his  work  upon  abstinence, 
referring  to  Epicurus  as  an  example  of  the  most  strict 
Pythagorean  temperance;  and  Lancelotti  (the  author  of 
**  Farialloni  degll  antici  Istorici")  has  been  seduced  by  this 
grave  reputation  of  Epicurus  Into  the  absurd  error  of  asso- 
ciathig  him  with  Chr)'slppus,  as  a  chief  of  the  Stole  school. 
There  Is  no  doubt,  indeed,  that  however  the  Epicurean  sect 
might  have  relaxed  from  its  original  purity,  the  morals  of 
its  founder  were  as  correct  as  those  of  any  among  the  an- 
cient philosophers ;  and  his  doctrines  upon  pleasure,  as  ex- 
plained in  the  letter  to  Menceceus,  are  rational,  amiable,  and 
consistent  with  our  nature.  A  late  writer,  De  Sablons.  in 
his  Grands  Hommes  vengAs,  expresses  strong  indignation 
against  the  Eocyclop^distes  for  their  just  and  animated  praises 
of  Epicurus,  and  discussing  the  question,  *'sl  ce  philosophe 
Atolt  vertueux,**  denies  it  upon  no  other  authority  than  the 
calumnies  collected  by  Plutarch,  who  himself  confesses 
that,  on  this  particular  sut^ect,  he  consulted  only  opinion 
and  report,  without  pausing  to  investigate  their  truth.— 
AXXa  rtiv  6o(av^  ov  mv  a\rfiuav  cKOvovfttv.  To  the  fiictions 
zeal  of  his  illiberal  rivals,  the  Stoics,  Epicurus  chiefly  owed 
these  gross  misrepresentations  of  the  life  and  o[rinlons  of 
himself  and  his  associates,  which,  notwithstanding  the 
learned  exertions  of  Gassendi,  have  still  left  an  odium  on 
the  name  of  his  philosophy;  and  we  ought  to  examine  the 
ancient  accounts  of  this  philosopher  with  about  the  same 
degree  of  cautious  belief  which.  In  reading  ecclesiastical 
history,  we  yield  to  the  Invectives  of  the  fathers  against  the 
heretics,— trusting  as  little  to  PiaUirch  upon  a  dogma  of 
Epicurus,  as  we  would  to  the  vehement  St  Cyril  upon  a 
tenet  of  Nestorlus.    (1801.) 

The  preceding  remarks,  I  wish  the  reader  to  observe, 
were  written  at  a  time  when  I  thought  the  stuifies  to  which 
they  refer  much  more  Important  as  well  as  moire  amusing 
than,  I  fireely  confess,  they  apiiear  to  me  at  present. 

1  Lactantius  asserts  that  all  the  truths  of  Christianity 
may  be  found  dispersed  through  the  ancient  philosrphical 
sects,  and  that  any  one  who  wouid  collect  these  scitttered 
flragmenu  of  orthodoxy  might  form  a  code  in  no  respect 
diflering  from  that  of  the  Christian.  "  Si  exiltisaet  Alqnls, 
qui  verltatem  sparsam  per  singulos  per  sectasqua  diflhoam 
colligeret  in  nnum,  ae  rodigeret  in  corpus,  la  prof^io  mm 
dlssentlret  a  nobis.**— /lut.  lib.  vi.  c.  7. 

*  Te  iMvor  koi  Lpn^v. 
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Of  intenectna]  being,  till  it  mix 

With  atoms  vagne,  coiniptible,  and  daik ; 

Nor  yet  even  then,  thou^  mink  in  earthly  dnwi, 

TO 

Comipted  all,  nor  its  ethereal  tonch 

.             LADY  UEATHCOn 

Quite  lost,  but  tasting  of  the  fountain  stilL 

OlIAll 

As  some  bright  river,  which  has  roli'd  along 

OLD  BIMO  rOVND  IT  TUNBRUM 

Through  meads  of  flowery  light  and  mines  of  gold, 

When  pour'd  at  length  mto  the  dusky  deep, 

"Tunnebrldge  est  AlamAme  distance  4 

Disdains  to  take  at  once  its  briny  taint, 

Fontalneblean  Test  de  Paris.  Ce  qa*U  y  a  i 

But  keeps  unchanged  awhile  the  lustrous  tinge, 

lant  dans  Tan  et  dans  rantre  saze  s*yia 
des  eanz.    La  compagnie/*  Ice  Ice 

Or  balmy  freshness,  of  the  scenes  it  left* 

T* 

Of  nymphs  and  genii  bore  him  from  our  eyes. 

The  fair  illusion  fled !  and,  as  I  waked. 

And  Tunbridge  saw,  upon  hoi 

'Twas  clear  that  my  rapt  soul  had  roam'd  the  while. 
To  that  bright  realm  of  dreami^that  spirit-worid, 

The  merriest  wight  of  all  the  kii 

That  ever  ruled  these  gay,  ^ 

Which  mortals  know  by  its  long  track  of  light 

0*er  midnight's  sky,  and  call  the  Galaxy.' 

Like  us,  by  day,  they  rode,  ih&f 

At  eve,  they  did  as  we  may  4 

And  Grammont  just  like  Spenot 

And  lovely  Stewart  smiled  tt 

The  only  different  traH  HI  tb». 

TO 

That  woman  then,  if  man  hti 

MRS.     

Was  rather  given  to  saying  •*  jm 

Because, — as  yet,  she  knew  ■ 

To  see  thee  erery  day  that  came. 

To  find  thee  still  each  day  the  same ; 

Each  night  they  held  a  coteiia^ 

In  ])lea8ure*8  smile,  or  sorrow's  tear 

Where,  every  fear  to  dimibar 

To  me  still  ever  kind  and  dear ; — 

Lovers  were  all  they  ongnt  to  In 

To  meet  thee  eariy,  leave  thee  late, 

And  husbands  not  the  least  d 

lias  been  so  long  my  bliss,  my  fate, 

That  life,  without  this  cheering  ray. 

Then  caU'd  they  up  th«r  sdiodk 

Which  came,  like  sunshine,  every  day, 

Nor  thought  it  much  their  mm 

And  all  my  pain,  my  sorrow  chased. 

To  play  at  riddles,  quips,  and  OB 

Is  now  a  lone  and  loveless  waste. 

And  lords  show'd  wit,  and  W) 

Where  are  the  chords  she  used  to  touch  T 

As— «  Why  are  husband  like  H 

The  aifB,  the  songs  she  loved  so  much  7 

Because,  forsooth,  a  hnsboadP^ 

Those  songs  are  hush'd,  those  chonis  are  still, 

Is  but  to  set  the  name  and  piW 
That  give  a  currency  to  bomA 

And  so,  perhaps,  will  every  thrill 

Of  feeling  soon  be  luU'd  to  rest. 

V 

Which  late  I  waked  in  Anna's  breast 

"WhyisaioeehinetUeahid   * 

Yet,  no— the  simple  notes  I  play'd 

**  like  a  young  widow,  froA  | 

From  memory's  tablet  soon  may  fade ; 

Because  'tis  sighing  to  bo  rid      , 

The  songs,  which  Anna  loved  to  hear, 

Of  weeds,  that  "  have  no  Ini^ 

May  vanish  from  her  heart  and  ear; 

•  ■" 

But  friendship's  voice  shall  ever  find 

And  thus  they  miss'd  and  thaB| 

An  echo  in  that  gentle  mind. 

And  now  they  struck  and  B[|| 

Nor  memory  lose  nor  time  impair 

And  some  lay  in  of  foil  gromt  ^ 

The  sympathies  that  tremble  thera. 

WhQe  others  of  a  pun  minniii 

>  l*hl*  bold  Platonle  Image  I  have  taken  fltm  a  paange  In 

1 
collected  tofBtber  in  the  ^'*— j     "-yiU 

HiiOayo^,  al  i^ai  &s  evntyta^oi  ffMVt 

In  Fieart*8  C«r6m.  Relif .  torn.  Iv. 

''P»rfkifr,d0Amir0ji/)fmplL                      41 

•  AceonHnff  ID  Pytbafforas,  the  psople  of  DiMSM  ara  soiiU 
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Tvw  one  of  fliow  IhoetioiM  oiglili 
TTmI  Qfammont  gwre  this  fcriJait  liag 

For  breakup  gntfo  commdmiii-ritoiy 
Or  poBiiing  ffl,  op--«ome  Rich  thing  ^- 


fVom  iHMnoe  it  can  be  faiily  tnoed» 
nnoagh  mtny  e  branch  and  many  a  bough, 

Fiem  twig  to  twig,  ontil  it  graced 
Tb0  woawj  hand  that  wean  it  now. 

An  thb  m  prove,  and  then,  to  yon. 
Oh  n\nilndge !  and  yoor  epzingi  tronicoZ, 

lewear  by  Heathcote'f  eye  of  bine 
To  dedicate  the  inqNntant  chnmide. 

Lof  may  your  ancient  inmatee  give 
Their  manflee  to  yoor  modem  lodgeie, 

And  OMofei^o  lo?ea  m  Heathcote  live. 
And  ChaiWf  baids  revive  in  Rogeia. 

Let  DO  pedaatie  Ibola  be  there ; 

Fonver  be  thoie  fiipa  abolkh'd. 
With  haadi  aa  wooden  aa  thy  ware, 

Andy  Heaven  knowa !  not  lialf  ao  poliahU 

But  atin  receive  the  yoong,  the  gay, 

The  le^  who  know  the  rare  delight 
Of  readinf  Qrammont  every  day. 


Qrammont  every  ni^t 


THE  PEVHi  AMONG  THE  SCHOLARS, 

A    fBAOMBIT. 

CniTtorr.  HwmU,  in  Epist,  ad  HArmot. 
•  •  • 

BiTT,  whither  have  theee  gentle  ones, 
Then  rosy  nympbe  and  Uack-eyed  nuns. 
With  an  of  Cnpid'f  wild  romancing, 


,  a  dognatle  phikMoptaer,  who  never  doubted 
ifent  wKf  Hbkug,  except  who  was  hli  iklher.— **  NallA  de  re 
tofBM  pnelefiqauB  de  patre  dnbitaTiL*'— /n  Vii,  He  was 
•vy  lesned-^  lA-dedass,  (that  is,  in  his  head  when  it  was 
ipMd.)  le  PaBlqna  beorte  le  Penan,  TH^brea  choqoe 
TAMMiiBe.  pour  ae  point  parler  de  la  manvaise  intelligence 
liUtta  avec  le  Grac,*'  «EC--8ee  VHiaioiv  de  Mvntmamr, 
lii.iLpL«l. 

'Biwfciifai  was  one  of  the  names  of  that  great  scholar 
M  iiiii  Panoelsiuw— **  Philippos  Bombostas  latet  sab 
[t^miuo  tegariae  AmeoU  Theophiastt  Paracelsi,**  says  Sta- 
■  ds  clreaaiftamae4  liteialwiun  Tanitate.— He  used  to 
I  lbs  4evll  every  night  with  a  broadsword,  to  the  no 
rof  Ilk  popU  Oporinns,  who  has  reeorded  the  dr- 
(VUs  Oporla.  VIL  apod  Christian.  Oryph.  Vlt 
I  budltlsBlnionim,  Itc)    Paracelsus  had 
.  pMV  opinion  of  Galea  :—^  My  Tery  beard  (says  he  in 
^■paaaM)  has  moie  leaminc  hi  It  tbaa  either  Galen 


f 


leaafBl*wboseolded  St. 
Ms  the  story  la  hto  ** 


fcr  lendng  Cleero,  as 


Led  my  tmant  hrauM  a  dancmgT 
Instead  of  studying  tomea  scholastic. 
Ecclesiastic,  or  monastic, 
Off  I  fly,  careering  far 
In  chaae  of  PoUya,  prettier  far 
Than  any  of  their  namesakes  are, — 
The  Polymaths  and  Pdyhiston, 
Polyglots  and  all  their  sisters. 
So  have  I  known  a  hopeful  youth 
Sit  down  in  quest  of  lore  and  truth. 
With  tomes  sufficient  to  confound  him, 
Like  Tohu  Bohu,  heap'd  around  him^— 
Mamurra*  stuck  to  Theophrastus, 
And  Galen  tumbling  o*er  Bombastus.* 
When  lo !  while  all  that's  Ifam'd  and  wise 
Absoifas  the  boy,  he  lifts  his  eyes, 
And  through  the  window  of  his  study 
Beholds  some  damsel  fair  and  ruddy, 
With  eyes,  aa  brightly  tum'd  upon  him  aa 
The  angelV  were  on  Hieronymus. 
Quick  fly  the  folios,  widely  scattered. 
Old  Homer's  laurell'd  brow  is  battered. 
And  Sappho,  headlong  sent,  flics  just  m 
The  reverend  eye  of  St  Augustin. 
Raptured  he  quits  each  dozing  sage. 
Oh  woman,  for  thy  lovelier  page : 
Sweet  book  I — ^unlike  the  books  of  art, — 
'VVhose  errors  are  thy  fairest  part ; 
In  whom  the  dear,  errata  column 
Is  the  best  page  in  all  the  volume  !* 

But  to  begin  my  subject  rhyme— 
Twas  just  about  this  devilish  time. 
When  scarce  there  happen'd  any  frolics 
That  were  not  done  by  Diabolics, 
A  cold  and  loveless  sou  of  Lucifer, 
Who  woman  scorned,  nor  saw  the  use  of  her, 
A  branch  of  Dagon*s  family, 
(Which  Dagon,  whether  He  or  She, 

Canonnm,**  and  says,  that  for  this  reason  bishops  were  not 
allowed  to  read  the  Classics :  "  Episcopus  Gcntilium  libros 
non  XeghC^—DiatineL  37.  Bat  Gratlan  is  notorious  for  lying 
— besides,  angels,  as  the  illastrioas  pupil  of  Pantcnas  assures 
us,  have  got  no  tongues.  Ovx*  bi(  ^/iiy  ra  ura,  ovrotg  ticci' 
¥ois  ii  y\<i)rra'  ovi*  aw  opyawa  ri^  6u)ti  f^utwrn  ayyiXoii. — 
Oem.  Alezand,  StrovuU. 

*  The  idea  of  the  Rabbins,  respecting  the  origin  of  woman, 
is  not  a  little  singular.  They  think  that  man  was  originally 
formed  with  a  tail,  lilie  a  monlcey,  but  that  the  Deity  cut  off 
this  appendage,  and  made  woman  of  it  Upon  this  extra- 
ordinary supposition  the  following  reflection  is  foimded : — 

If  such  is  the  tie  between  women  and  men, 

The  ninny  who  weds  is  a  pltiftil  elf. 
For  he  takes  to  his  tail  like  an  idiot  again. 

And  thus  makes  a  deplorable  ape  of  himself. 

Yet,  if  we  may  judge  as  the  fashions  prerall. 
Every  husband  remembers  th*  original  plan. 

And,  knowing  his  wife  is  no  more  than  his  tall, 
Why  h»— leaves  her  behind  him  as  much  as  ha  can. 
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Ib  a  dispute  that  vastly  bettor  m 

Referred  to  Scalig^er'  et  e<Bteri8t) 

Finding  that,  in  this  cage  of  fools, 

The  wisest  sots  adorn  the  schools, 

Took  it  at  once  his  head  Satanic  in, 

To  grow  a  great  scholastic  manikm, — 

A  doctor,  quite  as  leam*d  and  fine  as 

Scotus  John  or  Tom  Aquinas,* 

LuUy,  Hales  Irrefragabilis, 

Or  any  doctor  of  the  rabble  is. 

In  languages,*  the  Polyglots, 

Compared  to  him,  were  Babel  sots ; 

He  chattor'd  more  than  ever  Jew  did, 

Sanhedrim  and  Priest  included  ;^ 

Priest  and  holy  Sanhedrim 

Were  one-and-eeventy  fools  to  him 

But  chief  the  learned  demon  felt  a 

Zeal  so  strong  for  gamma,  delte. 

That,  all  for  Greek  and  learning's  glory,* 

He  nightly  tippled  "  Gneco  mor^,** 

And  never  paid  a  bill  or  balance 

Except  upon  the  Grecian  Kalends : — 

From  whence  your  scholars,  when  they  want 

tick, 
Say,  to  be  Atdc^B  to  be  on  tick. 
In  logics  he  was  quito  Ho  Panu  f 
Knew  as  much  as  ever  man  knew. 
He  fought  the  combat  syllogistic 
With  so  much  skill  and  art  eristie, 


1  Scaliger.  de  Emendat  Temper.— Dagon  was  thought  by 
others  to  be  a  certain  sea-monster,  who  came  every  day  oat 
of  the  Red  Sea  to  teach  the  Syrians  husbandry.— See  Jacques 
Gaflfarel,  (Cariosit^s  Inoales,  chap,  i.,)  who  says  he  thinks 
this  story  of  the  sea-monster  *'  carries  iitUe  show  of  proba- 
bility with  it.»' 

s  I  wish  it  were  known  with  any  degree  of  certainty 
whether  the  Commentary  on  Boethins  attributed  to  Thomas 
Aquinas  be  really  the  work  of  this  Angelic  Doctor.  There 
ve  some  bold  assertions  hazarded  in  it:  for  instance,  he 
Mys  that  Plato  kept  school  in  a  town  called  Academia,  and 
that  Alcihiades  was  a  very  lieaatlAil  woman  whom  some 
of  Aristotle's  pnpils  fell  in  love  with  :—f*  Alcibiades  mailer 
fhlt  plncherrima,  qnam  videntes  quidam  discipnli  Aristote- 
lis,*'  &c.— See  Preytag^  JfdparaL  Litterar.  art  86,  torn.  i. 

*  The  following  compliment  was  paid  to  Lanrentios  Valla, 
upon  his  accorate  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language  :— 
Nunc  postquam  manes  defVmctus  Valla  pelivlt, 
Non  audot  Pluto  verba  Latina  loqul. 
Since  Val  arrived  in  Plato's  shade, 

His  nouns  and  pronouns  all  so  pat  in, 
Pluto  himself  would  be  afraid 
To  say  his  soul's  his  own,  in  Latin ! 

See  for  these  lines  the  "  Auctorum  Censio*'of  Da  Verdler 
(page  39.) 

«  It  is  much  to  be  regretted  that  Martin  Luther,  with  all 
his  talents  for  reforming,  should  yet  be  vulgar  enough  to 
laugh  at  Camerarius  for  writing  to  him  in  Greek.  **  Master 
Joachim  (says  he)  has  sent  roe  some  dates  and  some  raisins, 
and  has  also  written  me  two  letters  in  Greek.  As  soon  as  I 
am  recovered,  I  shall  answer  them  in  Turkish,  that  he  too 
Bay  have  the  pleasure  of  reading  what  he  does  not  ander- 


That  though  you  were  the  lean^ 
At  once  upon  the  hip  he  had  yon 
In  music,  though  he  had  no  etam 
Except  for  that  among  the  sphen 
(Which  most  of  all,  as  he  aven'd 
He  deaziy  loved,  'cause  no  one  1m 
Yet  aptly  he,  at  sight,  could  reaA 
Each  tuneful  diagram  in  Bede, 
And  find,  by  Euclid's  ooronaiMt 
The  ratios  of  a  jig  or  aria. 
But,  as  for  all  your  waibling  Del 
Orpheuses  and  Saint  Cecilias, 
He  own*d  he  thought  them  muoli 
By  that  redoubted  Hyalodast* 
Who  still  conQived  by  dint  of  tfaii 
Where'er  he  went  to  crack  a  hti 

Iiik?wi!i*  to  idiow  his  migfat>  % 
On  thmgs  unknown  in  physiologj 
Wrote  many  a  chapter  to  diveit^ 
(like  that  great  little  man  Albsri 
Wherein  he  show'd  the  reason  «| 
When  children  first  are  heard  tti 
If  boy  the  baby  chance  to  be. 
He  cries  O  A!— if  giri,  O  E!— 
Which  are,  quoth  he,  exceedm|^| 
Respecting  their  first  sinful  pararil 
"  Oh  Eve  !"  exclaimeth  little  mi 
While  little  master  cries,  <*  Oh  Ai 


stand."  "  Gncca  sunt,  legl  non  possnat,*' 
speech  attributed  to  Accursius ;  but  very  ii 
from  asserting  that  Greek  could  not  be  rnal^ 
ris-consult  upon  the  Law  6.  D.  do  Bonor.  fM 
says,  **  Gnecic  litenc  posaunt  intelllgl  et  W| 
Libror.  Rarior.  Collection.  Fasclc.  IV.)--4M 
chns  seems  to  have  been  of  opinion  that  tf 
tion  out  of  the  pale  of  Greek  Literature :  *'f 
Graid  pandetur  ab  urbe  :**  and  the  zeal  of  I 
domannus  cannot  be  sufficiently  admired,  ^ 
his  conntr)*men,  **  per  gloriam  Christ!,  per 
per  reipublicK  decus  et  emolnmentum,**  to  i 
language.  Nor  must  we  forget  Phavodlan 
Bishop  of  Nocera,  who,  careless  of  all  the  M 
tions  of  a  Christian,  required  no  fbrther  « 
tomb  than  *'  Here  lieth  a  Greek  Lexicograpl 

•  'O  irayt).— The  introduction  of  this  laagfli 
poetry  has  a  good  effect,  and  ought  to  ba  i 
adopted.  A  word  or  two  of  Greek  in  a  staaai 
ballast  to  the  most  "  light  o'love**  verses,  i 
the  ancients,  may  serve  as  a  model  :— 

Ov  yap  ftoi  ^tmi  tvTiv  in  hac  rcgioaa 
A(ioy  ab  nostris  iittitwa  esse  jra^qni 

Ronsard,  the  French  poet,  has  enriched  hit  4 
with  many  an  excellent  morsel  IVom  tkl 
"ch^re  Entelechie,"  in  addressing  his  i 
equalled  by  Cowley's  **  Antlperistasls.** 

•  Or  Glass-Breaker— Morhofins  has  i 
this  extraordinary  man,  in  a  worii,  pakUd 
vitreo  scypho  firacto,"  tc. 

7  Translated  almost  literally  from  a  | 
Secretis,  Abc 
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Bat  "tWM  in  Optioe  and  Dioptiiei, 
Our  demon  play'd  his  fint  and  top  tncki. 
He  held  that  fmuhine  panes  quicker 
Throngfa  wine  than  any  other  liquor ; 
And  though  he  saw  no  great  objection 
To  iteady  light  and  dear  reflection, 
He  thov^t  the  aberratmg  rayi, 
Which  play  about  a  bomper'f  blaze, 
^^Were  by  the  docton  look'd,  in  common,  on, 
Aa  a  more  nre  and  rich  phenomenon. 
He  witwly  iaid  that  the  aensorium 
Is  for  the  eyes  a  great  emporium. 
To  whieh  theie  noted  picture-stealen 
Send  aH  they  can  and  meet  with  deauera 
In  many  an  optical  proceeding 
T1iebndn,hefaidariiow'd  great  good-breeding : 
For  ivtanee,  when  we  ogle  women 
(A  trick  which  Barbara  tutored  him  in,) 
Atthoogh  the  dean  are  apt  to  get  in  a 
Strange  poation  on  the  retina 
Tfli  imlantly  the  modest  bram 
Both  nt  than  on  their  lege  again !' 

Oar  doctor  thus,  with  "  stuflf  d  sufficiency" 
Of  aH  omnq^enoos  omnisciency. 


Id  thst  baUtmd  act  of  the  JudpMnt,  by  whiehf 
IIm  loTandoB  of  the  iniace  upon  the  retina, 
of  the  object  U  ccmTeyed  to  the  senso- 


•Ua 


irk 


n,  I  believe  "  the  Devil  among  the 
'SHyhsiadaded.  Tet  Leibnitz  foond  out  theroaes 
■aOitf,  when  he  was  appointed  aecietary  to 


ef  pkiloiophen  at  Naramberg,  chiefly  f(ur  hit  in- 
■  wiMof  a  caballstical  letter,  not  one  word  of 
hvdMf  or  hiaseircoBld  interpret    BoetheEloge 


Began  (as  who  would  not  begm 

That  had,  like  him,  so  much  within?) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts, 

Folios,  quartos,  largo  and  small  sorts ; 

Poems,  so  very  deep  and  sensible 

That  they  were  quite  incomprehensible  f 

Prose,  which  had  been  at  learning's  Fair, 

And  bought  up  all  the  trumpery  there. 

The  tatter'd  rags  of  every  vest, 

In  which  the  Greeks  and  Romans  dressM, 

And  o'er  her  figure  swoll'n  and  antic 

Scattered  them  all  with  airs  so  frantic. 

That  those,  who  saw  what  fits  she  had, 

Declared  unhappy  Prose  was  mad ! 

Epics  he  wrote  and  scores  of  rebuses, 

All  as  neat  as  old  Tumcbus's ; 

Eggs  and  altars,  cyclopeedias. 

Grammars,  prayer-books— oh !  'twere  tedious, 

Did  I  but  tell  the  half,  to  follow  .ne : 

Not  the  scribbling  bard  of  Ptolemy, 

No— nor  the  hoary  Trismegistus, 

(Whose  writings  all,  thank  heaven !  have  miss'd  us,) 

E'er  fill'd  with  lumber  such  a  wareroom 

As  this  great  "  porcus  literarum !" 

a        •        •        • 


Historlqne  deM.de  Leibnitz,  i'Enrope  Savante.— People 
in  all  ages  have  loved  to  be  puzzled.  VVe  find  Cicero  thank- 
ing Atticns  for  having  lent  him  a  worlc  of  Serapion  *ez 
qno  (says  he)  qnldem  ego  (qnod  inter  nos  llceat  dlcere) 
niillesiniaro  partem  vix  intelligo/*  Lib.  ii.  epist.  4.  And 
we  icnow  that  Avicenna,  the  learned  Arabian,  read  Aris- 
totle's Metaphysics  forty  times  over  for  the  mere  pleasure 
of  being  able  to  inform  the  world  that  he  conld  not  compre- 
hend one  syllable  throoghont  them.  (Nicolas  Massa  in 
Vit  Avicen/ 
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FRANCIS,  EARL  OF  MOIRA, 

osmkral  ih  bi»  1ujk8tt*s  foecss,  maltkm-oxhkral  of 
tbk  ordhaxck,  comstablk  of  thk  towkr,  kto. 

My  Lord, 

It  is  impossible  to  think  of  addressing  a 
Dedication  to  your  Lordship  without  callmg  to 
mind  the  well-known  reply  of  the  Spartan  to  a 
rhetorician,  who  proposed  to  pronounce  an  eu- 
loginm  on  Hercules.  *'0n  Hercules!*'  said  the 
honest  Spartan,  "who  ever  thought  of  blaming 
Hercules?"  In  a  similar  manner  the  concurrence 
of  public  opinion  has  left  to  the  panegyrist  of  your 
Lordship  a  very  superfluous  task.  I  shall,  there- 
fore, be  nlent  on  the  subject,  and  merely  entreat 
your  indulgence  to  the  very  Hiunble  tribute  of 
gratitude  which  I  have  here  the  honor  to  pre- 
sent 

I  am,  my  Lord, 

With  every  feeling  of  attachment 
and  reelect. 
Your  Lordship's  very  devoted  Servant, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

87  Bmy  Street,  St,  Jame»*e, 
J9pril  10, 1806. 


PREFACE.* 

Tiu  principal  poems  in  the  following  collection 
were  written  during  an  absence  of  fourteen  months 
from  Europe.  Though  curiosity  was  certainly  not 
the  motive  of  my  voyage  to  America,  yet  it  hap- 
pened that  the  gratification  of  curiosity  was  the  only 
advantage  v^hich  I  derived  from  it  Fmding  my- 
self in  the  country  of  a  new  people,  whose  infancy 
had  promised  so  much,  and  whose  progress  to 
maturity  has  been  an  object  of  such  interesting 
speculation,    I    determined    to    employ  the    short 

1  This  mflice,  as  well  as  the  Dedication  which  precedes 
It,  were  prefixed  originally  to  the  mlxcellaneons  volume  en- 


I 


period  of  time  which  my  plan  ci  nd 
aflbrded  me,  in  travelling  throagk 
Slates,  and  acquiring  some  knowid 
habitants. 

The  impression  which  my  minA 
the  character  and  manners  of  thti 
suggested  the  Epistles  which  arewi 
city  of  Washington  and  Lake  Ezkii 
was  right,  in  Uius  assummg  th»  til 
agamst  a  people  whom  I  viewed  In 
and  a  visiter,  is  a  doubt  which  i| 
not  allow  me  time  to  mvestigata.  . 
to  answer  for  is  the  fidelity  of  tte 
I  have  given ;  and  thougl)  prodeafl 
dictated  gentler  language,  troth,-! 
have  iustified  severer. 

1  went  to  America  with  prepiHi 
means  unfavorable,  and  indeed  jH 
in  many  of  those  illusive  ideas,  wiHi 
purity  of  the  government  and  the  f 
ness  of  the  people^  which  I  had  aa 
my  native  country,  where,  uifoitq 
tent  at  home  enhances  every 
and  the  western  world  has  long  1 
retreat  from  real  or  imaginary  opp 
short,  the  elysian  Atlantis,  where  pifl 
ots  might  find  their  visions  realizedy  •■ 
by  kinored  spirits  to  liberty  and  I 
theso  fluttering  expectations  I  immi 
pletely  disappointed,  and  felt  incfli 
America,  as  Horace  says  to  hk  ; 
tentata  uitea"  Brissot,  in  the  prelaev 
observes,  that  "  freedom  m  that  cm 
to  so  high  a  degree  as  to  border  ^ 
nature;"  and  there  certainly  is  ft 
imation  to  savage  life,  not  only  | 
which  they  enjoy,  but  in  the  violi 
spirit  and  of  private  animosity  wliid 
it  This  illiberal  zeal  imbitten  aH 
course;  and,  though  I  scarcely  ooi 
selecting  the  party  whose  views  C( 
the  more  pure  and  rational,  yet  I  • 

titled  "Odes  and  EpUUes,'*  of  which,  hUh 
relating  to  my  American  toor  have  fnimsil 
>  Epistles  VI.,  VIL,  and  Vni. 
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That  not  Verona's  cluld  of  long, 

•    That,  far  beyond  the  western  m 

When  flying  from  the  Phrygian  shore, 

With  lighter  heart  could  bound  along, 

Or  pant  to  be  a  wand'rer  more  I* 

Even  now  delnsre  hope  will  steal 

Amid  the  dark  regrets  I  feel, 

Soothing,  as  yonder  placid  beam 

Pursues  the  murmurers  of  the  deep, 

STANZAa 

And  lights  them  with  consolmg  gleam. 
And  smiles  them  into  tranquil  sleep. 

Oh !  such  a  blessed  night  as  this, 
I  often  think,  if  friends  were  near. 

JEsoa 

How  we  should  feel,  and  gaze  with  bliss 

Upon  the  moon-bright  scenery  here ! 

A  BEAM  of  tranquillity  smiled  a  the  1 

The  sea  is  like  a  silvery  lake. 

The  storms  of  the  morning  poznM 

And  o*er  its  calm  the  vessel  glides 

And  the  wave,  while  it  welcomed  tte 

Gently,  as  if  it  fear'd  to  wake 

The  slumber  of  the  sUent  tides. 

The  only  envious  cloud  that  lowers 

Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hne  of  A 

Hath  hung  its  shade  on  Pico's  height,* 

Its  passions  were  sleeping,  were  n 

Where  dimly,  mid  the  dusk,  ho  towers. 

And  the  spirit  becahn'd  but  rememht 

And  scowling  at  this  heai^n  of  light, 

As  the  biUow  the  force  of  the  gali 

Exults  to  see  the  infant  storm 

Clmg  daikly  round  his  giant  form ! 

I  thought  of  those  days,  when  to  pl« 

My  heart  ever  granted  a  wish  or  • 

Now,  could  I  range  those  verdant  isles, 

When  the  saddest  emotion  my  boaoa 

Invisible  at  this  soft  hour. 

Was  pity  for  those  who  were  wJM 

And  see  the  looks,  the  beaming  smiles. 

That  brighten  many  an  orange  bower ; 

I  reflected,  how  soon  in  the  cup  of  11 

And  could  I  lift  each  pious  veil. 

The  pearl  of  the  soul  may  be  md^ 

And  see  the  blushing  cheek  it  idiades,— 

How  quickly,  alas,  the  pure  sparkle -4 

Oh  I  I  should  have  frill  many  a  tale. 

We  inherit  from  heav'n,  may  be  i 

To  tell  of  young  Azorian  maids.* 

clay ; 

Yes,  Strangford,  at  this  hour,  perhaps, 

Some  lover  (not  too  idly  blest. 

And  I  pray'd  of  that  Spirit  who  li^ 

like  those,  who  in  their  ladies'  laps 

That  Pleasure  no  more  might  its  f 

May  cradle  every  wish  to  rest) 

So  that,  sullied  but  little,  or  brightly  1 

Waibles,  to  touch  his  dear  one's  soul. 

I  might  give  back  the  boon  I  hel 

Those  madngals,  of  breath  divine. 

him. 

Which  Camoens'  harp  from  Rapture  stole 

And  gave,  all  glowing  warm,  to  thine.* 

How  blest  was  the  thought !  it  vppvm 

Oh !  could  the  lover  learn  from  thee. 

Had  already  an  opening  to  Pared|p 

And  breathe  them  with  thy  graceful  tone, 

As  if,  passion  all  chasten'd  and  emt 

Such  sweet,  beguiling  minstrelsy 

My  heart  then  began  to  be  parel||f; 

Would  make  the  coldest  nymph  his  own. 

I  look'd  to  the  west,  and  the  beaiitia| 

But,  hark  I — the  boatswain's  pipings  tell 

Which  mommg  had  douded,  m 

Tis  time  to  bid  my  dream  farewell : 

more:                                   ' 

Eight  bells  :-the  middle  watch  is  tet ; 

<<  Oh !  thus,"  I  exdaim'd,  "  mey  e  |j 

Good  night,  my  Strangford ! — ne'er  forget 

"  Shed  light  on  the  soul  that  wm  j 

the  island  derives  Its  name.   Itlssaidhfe 

CataUni:— 

as  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe. 

Jam  latt  studio  pedss  vlgeMnnt! 

*  i  believe  It  Is  Gathrie  who  saya,  that  1 

the  Axores  are  much  addicted  to  tills ■!» 
•ortion  la  which  even  Gnthito  saay  be  ajj 

«  A  veryblfh  moantalB  on  one  of  the  Ames,  flrom  which 

«  These  islands  beloBf  to  the  FVatiVMiil 
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A  mother  saw  our  eyelids  dose, 

And  Ueas'd  them  into  pure  repose ; 

THE  FLYING  FISH.* 

Then,  haply  if  a  week,  a  day, 

Whbn  I  have  seen  thy  snow-white  wing 

I  linger'd  from  that  home  away. 

F^om  the  Une  wave  at  evening  spring, 

How  long  the  little  absence  seem'd ! 

And  diow  those  scales  of  silvery  white. 

How  bright  the  look  of  welcome  beam'd. 

So  gayly  to  the  eye  of  light, 

As  if  thy  (hone  were  fonn*d  to  rise, . 

My  tales  of  alf  that  pass'd  the  whUe ! 

And  live  amid  the  gkmoas  dues; 

Oh !  H  has  made  me  proudly  feel. 

Yet  now,  my  Kate,  a  gloomy  sea 

How  like  thy  wing's  hnpatient  zeal 

Rolls  wide  between  that  home  and  me ; 

Is  the  pore  sool,  that  rests  not,  pent 

The  moon  may  thrice  be  bom  and  die. 

Within  this  worid's  groai  element. 

Ere  ev'n  that  seal  can  reach  mine  eye. 

Bat  takes  the  wing  that  God  has  given. 

Which  used  so  oft,  so  quick  to  come. 

And  rises  into  light  and  heaven ! 

Still  breathing  all  the  breath  of  home,— 

As  if,  still  freeh,  the  coidial  air 

But,  when  I  see  that  wing,  so  bright. 

From  lips  beloved  were  lingering  there. 

Gfow  hngmd  with  a  moment's  flight. 

But  now,  alas,— far  different  fate ! 

Attempt  the  paths  of  air  m  vain. 

It  comes  o'er  ocean,  slow  and  late. 

And  sink  mto  the  waves  again ; 

When  the  dear  hand  that  fill'd  its  fold 

Alas!  the  flattering  pride  is  o'er; 

With  words  of  sweetness  may  lie  cold. 

like  thee,  awhile,  the  soul  may  soar. 

But  eiring  man  must  Mush  to  thmk. 

But  hence  that  gloomy  thought !  at  last, 

like  thee,  again  the  soul  may  sink. 

Beloved  Kate,  the  waves  are  past: 

I  tread  on  earth  securely  now. 

Oh  Vhtoe !  when  thy  clime  I  seek. 

And  the  .green  cedar's  living  bough 

Let  not  my  ^lirifs  flight  be  weak: 

Breathes  more  refreshment  to  my  eyes 

Than  could  a  Claude's  diviuest  dyes. 

With  brine  still  dropping  from  its  wmg. 

At  length  I  touch  the  happy  sphere 

Joil  sparkle  m  the  solar  glow 

To  liberty  and  virtue  dear. 

And  plnnge  again  to  depths  below; 

Where  man  looks  up,  and,  proud  to  claim 

But,  when  I  leave  the  grosMr  throng 

His  rank  within  the  social  frame. 

With  whom  my  soul  hath  dwelt  so  long. 

Sees  a  grand  system  round  him  roll. 

Let  me,  m  that  aspiring  day, 

Himself  its  centre,  sun,  and  soul ! 

Far  from  the  shocks  of  Europe— far 

And,  pantmg  for  thy  purer  air, 

From  every  wild,  elliptic  star 

Fly  up  at  once  and  fix  me  there. 

That,  shooting  with  a  devious  fire, 

Kindled  by  heaven's  avenging  ire. 
So  oft  hath  into  chaos  hurlM 

TO 

The  systems  of  the  ancient  worid. 

HISS  MOORE. 

The  warrior  here,  in  arms  no  more. 

fwom  HoaroLx,  ni  vnana^,  kovkxbkr,  1801 

Thinks  of  the  toil,  the  conflict  o*er, 

Iff  days,  my  Kate,  when  life  was  new. 

And  glorying  in  the  freedom  won 

When,  lulTd  with  innocence  and  you. 

For  hearth  and  shrine,  for  sire  and  son. 

I  heard,  in  home's  beloved  shade, 

Smiles  on  the  dusky  webs  that  hide 

The  din  the  worid  at  distance  made ; 

His  sleeping  sword's  remember'd  pride. 

While  Peace,  with  sunny  cheeks  of  toil. 

i      Sank  on  its  own  unthomed  bed, 

Walks  o'er  the  free,  unlorded  soil, 

1     And,  mild  as  evening's  matron  hour. 

Effacing  with  her  splendid  share 

1     Looks  on  the  faintly  shutting  flower. 

The  drops  that  war  had  sprinkled  there. 

'  '*"  h  flieopiBk»  of  St.  Aostiii  upon  Geaefli,  and  1  beUeve 

vtroftevoii  npoi  ra  vriKra.    With  this  thonght  in  our  minds, 

sir  an  the  Fktlwn,  that  blrdsjikeflfh.  were  originally 

when  we  first  see  the  Flying-Fish,  wo  could  almost  fancy 

■il  fhNBthe  waters;  In  deftnea  of  wbleh  Idea  they 

that  we  are  present  at  the  moment  of  creation  and  witneu 

wlnled  every  AacUU  eimuMlaaea  which  can  tend 

the  birth  of  the  flntblrd  IhMn  the  waves. 

r 
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Thrice  happy  land !  where  he  who  flies 
From  the  dark  ills  of  other  skies, 
From  scorn,  or  want's  unnerving  woes, 
May  shelter  him  in  prond  repose : 
Hope  sings  along  the  yellow  sand 
His  welcome  to  a  patriot  land; 
The  mighty  wood,  with  pomp,  receives 
The  stranger  in  its  worid  of  leaves, 
Which  soon  their  barren  glory  yield 
To  the  warm  shed  and  cultured  field ; 
And  he,  who  came,  of  all  bereft. 
To  whom  malignant  fate  had  left 
Nor  home  nor  friends  nor  country  dear. 
Finds  home  and  friends  and  country  here. 

Such  is  the  picture,  warmly  such. 
That  Fancy  long,  with  florid  touch, 
Had  painted  to  my  sanguine  eye 
Of  man*s  new  world  of  liberty. 
Oh !  ask  me  not,  if  Truth  have  yet 
Her  seal  on  Fancy's  promise  set ; 
If  ev'n  a  glimpse  my  eyes  behold 
Of  that  ima|pned  age  of  gold ; — 
Alas,  not  yet  one  gleammg  trace !' 
Never  did  youth,  who  loved  a  face 
As  sketch'd  by  some  fond  pencil's  skill, 
And  made  by  fancy  lovelier  still. 
Shrink  back  with  more  of  sad  suiprise, 
When  the  live  model  met  his  eyes. 
Than  I  have  felt,  in  sorrow  felt. 
To  find  a  dream  on  which  I've  dwelt 
From  boyhood's  hour,  thus  fade  and  flee 
At  touch  of  stem  reality  I 

But,  courage,  yet,  my  wavering  heart ! 
Blame  not  the  temple's  meanest  part,* 
Till  thou  hast  traced  the  fabric  o'er: — 
As  yet,  we  have  beheld  no  more 
Than  just  the  porch  to  Freedom's  fane ; 
And,  though  a  sable  spot  may  stain 
The  vestibule,  'tis  wrong,  'tis  sin 
To  doubt  the  godhead  reigns  within ! 
So  here  I  pause — and  now,  my  Kate, 
To  you,  and  those  dear  friends,  whose  fate 
Touches  more  near  this  home-sick  soul 
Than  all  the  Powers  from  pole  to  pole. 
One  word  at  parting — in  the  tone 
Most  sweet  to  you,  and  most  my  own. 

1  Such  romantic  works  as  "  The  American  Fanner's  Let- 
ters,** and  the  account  of  Kentucky  by  Imlay,  would  seduce 
us  into  a  bellefi  that  innocence,  peace,  and  fteedom  had  de- 
serted the  lest  of  the  world  (br  Martha's  Vineyard  and  the 
banks  of  the  Ohio.  The  French  travellers,  too,  almost  all 
fhnn  revolutionary  motives,  have  contributed  their  share  to 
the  difihslon  of  this  flattering  misconcepticm.  A  visit  to  the 
country  is,  however*  quite  sufficient  to  correct  even  the  most 
enthusiastic  pre] 


The  simple  strain  I  send  yon  hei 
Wild  though  it  be,  would  charm 
Did  you  but  know  the  trance  of  1 
In  which  my  mind  its  numben  c 
*TwBa  one  of  those  half-waking  i 
That  haunt  me  oft,  when  mono 
To  bear  my  soul  in  sound  along^ 
And  turn  its  feelings  all  to  song. 
I  thotight  of  home,  the  according 
Came  full  of  dreams  of  other  daj 
Freshly  m  each  succeeding  nottt 
I  found  some  young  remembrane 
Till  followmg,  as  a  clew,  that  iti 
I  wander'd  back  to  home  again. 

Oh !  love  the  song,  ipd  let  it  < 
Live  on  yoiur  lip,  in  accents  wafL 
Say  that  it  tells  you,  simply  w«H 
All  I  have  bid  its  wild  notes  teQ^ 
Of  Memory's  dream,  of  thouglili 
Glow  with  the  light  of  joy  that's 
And  all  the  fond  heart  keeps  in  i 
Of  friends  and  scenes  beheld  no  i 
And  now,  adieu ! — this  artless  al 
With  a  few  rhymes,  m  transcri|ri 
Are  all  the  gifts  I  yet  can  bout 
To  send  you  finom  Columbia's  oo 
But  when  the  sun,  with  wanoMff 
Shall  light  me  to  my  destin'd  kk 
You  shall  have  many  a  cowd^ 
Where  Ariel  slept,  and  many  ft  4 
In  which  that  gentle  spirit  dreiir 
From  honey  flowers  the  momiii|| 


'   A  BALLAD. 
THE  LAKE  OF  THE  DISMAI*  | 

WRITTKll  AT  MORPOLK,  IX  Vnfl 

**They  tell  of  a  young  man,  who  lost  M 
death  of  a  girl  he  loved,  and  who,  suddenlj  i 
his  friends,  was  never  afterwards  beard  oC 
quently  said,  in  his  ravings,  that  the  gtit « 
gone  to  the  Dismal  Swamp,  it  is  supposed  I 
Into  that  dreary  wilderness,  and  had  dled^l 
lost  in  some  of  Its  dreadful  morasses.*'— >Jb 

**  La  Po^sle  a  ses  monstres  comme  la  mi 

BKRT. 

"  TiiET  made  her  a  grave,  too  oqU 
"  For  a  soul  so  warm  and  trae  { 

*  Norfolk,  It  must  be  owned,  presents  ani 
men  of  America.  The  characteristics  of 'VI 
are  not  such  as  can  delight  either  the  pettl^ 
allst,  and  at  Norfolk  they  are  exhibited  is  I 
tlve  form.  At  the  time  when  we  aniv«^| 
had  not  yet  disappeared,  and  evnry  odor  j| 
the  streets  very  strongly  accounted  fivlH  J 

*  A  trifling  attempt  at  mnaical  1  Hmjwi^ 
this  Epistle.  'M 
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'■  good  to  the  Lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp,' 
aD  night  kmg,  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 
addles  her  white  canoe 

fire-fly  lamp  I  soon  shall  see, 
ler  paddle  I  soon  shall  hear ; 
d  loving  oar  life  shall  be, 
hide  the  maid  in  a  cypress  tree, 
,  the  footstep  of  death  is  near." 


he  Dismal  Swamp  he  i 
li  was  ragged  and  sore, 
tangled  juniper,  beds  of  reeds, 
nany  a  fen,  where  the  Bexx>ent  feeds, 
m  never  trod  before. 

a  on  earth  he  sank  to  sleep, 
xr  his  eyelidi  knew, 
here  the  deadly  vine  doth  weep 
oos  tear  and  nightly  steep 
di  with  blistering  dew ! 

him  the  she-wolf  stirr'd  the  brake, 
)  cc^iper-snake  breathed  in  his  ear, 
irtxng  cried,  £rom  his  dream  awake, 
len  shall  I  see  the  dusky  Lake, 
he  white  canoe  of  my  dear?" 

le  Lake,  and  a  meteor  bright 
nrer  its  sarfaee  play'd — 
B,"  he  said,  **  my  dear  one*s  light!" 
lim  riiore  echoed,  for  many  a  night,  . 
me  of  the  death-cold  maid. 

llow*d  a  boat  of  the  birchen  bark, 
carried  him  off  from  shore  ; 
B  foUowM  the  meteor  spark, 
was  high  and  the  clouds  were  dark, 
)  boat  retum'd  no  more. 

om  the  Indian  hunter's  camp 
'er  and  maid  so  true 
It  the  hoar  of  midnight  damp 
he  Lake  by  a  fire-fly  lamp, 
idle  their  white  canoe  I 


ml  Dlcmal  Swamp  ii  ten  or  twelve  milef  dlitaal 
Ik,  aad  the  Lake  in  the  middle  of  it  (about  leven 
to  called  Dnunmood**  Pond. 
OMC^  I  had  reaaon  to  snppose,  was  at  this  time 
ineriaod,  wbere  the  well-known  powen  of  her 
It  have  been  fteqaeatty  awakened, 
mvel  of  WUUam  TeU  oa  the  Lake  of  Loeene. 


TOTBB 

MARCfflONESS  DOWAGER  OF  DONEGALL. 

raOM  BSaMUDA,  JAJfUAST,  1804. 

Ladt  !  where'er  you  roam,  whatever  land 
Wooe  the  bright  touches  of  that  artist  hand ; 
Whether  you  sketch  the  valley's  golden  meads. 
Where  mazy  Linth  his  lingering  current  leads  f 
Enamor'd  catch  the  mellow  hues  that  sleep. 
At  eve,  on  Meillerie's  immortal  steep ; 
Or  musmg  o*er  the  Lake,  at  day's  decline, 
Mark  the  last  shadow  on  that  holy  shrine,* 
Wbere,  many  a  night,  the  shade  of  Tell  complains 
Of  Gallia's  triumph  and  Helvetia's  chams ; 
Oh  !  lay  the  pencil  for  a  momci^t  by, 
Turn  from  the  canvass  that  creati\  e  eye. 
And  let  its  splendor,  like  the  morning  ray 
Upon  a  8hepherd*s  harp,  illume  my  lay. 

Yet,  Lady,  no — for  song  so  rude  as  mine. 
Chase  not  the  wonders  of  your  art  divine ; 
Still,  radiant  eye,  upon  the  canvass  dwell ; 
Still,  magic  finger,  weave  your  potent  spell ; 
And,  while  I  sing  the  animated  smiles 
Of  fairy  nature  in  these  sun-bom  udes. 
Oh,  might  the  song  awake  some  bright  design, 
Inspire  a  touch,  or  prompt  one  happy  line, 
Proud  were  my  soul,  to  see  its  humble  thought 
On  painting*s  mirror  so  divinely  caught ; 
While  wondering  Genius,  as  he  lean'd  to  trace 
The  faint  conception  kindlmg  into  grace, 
Might  love  my  numbers  for  the  spark  they  threw. 
And  bless  the  lay  that  lent  a  charm  to  you. 

Say,  have  you  ne'er,  in  nightly  vision,  stray'd 
To  those  pure  isles  of  ever-blooming  shade, 
Which  bards  of  old,  with  kindly  fancy,  placed 
For  happy  spirits  in  th'  Atlantic  waste  ?* 
There  listening,  while,  from  earth,  each  breeze  that 

came 
Brought  echoes  of  their  own  undying  fame. 
In  eloquence  of  eye,  and  dreams  of  song. 
They  charm'd  their  lapse  of  nightless  houre  along  >— 
Nor  yet  in  song,  that  mortal  ear  might  suit. 
For  every  spirit  was  itself-  a  lute. 
Where  Virtue  waken'd,  with  elysian  breeze. 
Pure  tones  of  thought  and  mental  harmonies. 


«  M.  Gebellnsays,  in  his  Mnd§  Prmitif,  <*  Lonqne  8ti»> 
bon  eriit  que  lea  anelens  theologiens  et  poStet  plafoient  les 
ehampe  Alyi^es  dans  les  toles  de  i*Ocean  Atlantlqne,  II  n*eii- 
tendit  rlen  A  lenr  doctrine.**  M.  Gebelin*s  supposition,  I  havs 
no  doubt,  is  the  more  correct ;  but  that  of  Strabo  is,  in  tks 
piesent  instance,  most  to  my  porpose. 
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BeGeve  me,  Lady,  when  the  zephyra  bland 
Floated  our  bark  to  this  enchanted  land, — 
Theoe  leafy  ides  upon  the  ocean  thrown. 
Like  Btudfl  of  emerald  o*er  a  silyer  zone, — 
Not  all  the  charm,  that  ethnic  fancy  gave 
To  blessed  arbom  o'er  the  western  wave. 
Could  wake  a  dream,  biore  soothing  or  sublime, 
Of  bowen  ethereal,  and  the  Spirit's  clime. 

Bright  rase  the  morning,  every  wave  was  still, 
When  the  first  perfume  of  a  cedar  hill 
Sweetly  awaked  us,  and,  with  smiling  charms, 
The  fauy  harbor  woo'd  us  to  its  arms.' 
Gently  we  stole,  before  the  whisp'ring  wmd, 
Through  plantain  shades,  that  round,  like  awnings, 

twined 
And  kiss'd  on  either  side  the  wanton  sails. 
Breathing  our  welcome  to  these  vernal  vales ; 
While,  far  reflected  o'er  the  wave  serene. 
Each  wooded  island  shed  so  soft  a  green 
That  the  enamor'd  keel,  with  whisp'ring  play. 
Through  liquid  herbage  seem'd  to  steal  its  way. 

Never  did  weary  bark  more  gladly  glide. 
Or  rest  its  anchor  in  a  lovelier  tide ! 
Along  the  margin,  many  a  shining  dome, 
White  as  the  palace  of  a  Lapland  gnome, 
Brighten'd  the  wave  j — in  every  myrtle  grove 
Secluded  bashful,  like  a  shrine  of  love. 
Some  elfin  mansion  sparkled  through  the  shade ; 
And,  while  the  foliage  interposing  i^ay'd. 
Lending  the  scene  an  ever-changing  grace, 
Fancy  would  love,  in  glimpses  vague,  to  trace 
The  flowery  capital,  the  shaft,  the  poroh,* 
And  droam  of  temples,  till  her  kindling  torch 
Lighted  me  back  to  all  the  glorious  days 
Of  Attic  genius ;  and  I  seem'd  to  gaze 
On  marble,  from  the  rich  Fentelic  mount. 
Gracing  the  umbrage  of  some  Naiad's  fount 

Then  thought  I,  too,  of  thee,  most  sweet  of  all 
The  qiirit  race  that  come  at  poet's  call, 

>  Nothing  can  be  mora  romantic  than  the  little  harbor  of 
BL  GeoiffB*t.  The  number  of  beautifohlalets,  the  singular 
cleameu  of  the  water,  and  the  animated  play  of  the  gracefbl 
little  boats,  gliding  forever  between  the  islands,  and  seeming 
to  sail  (torn  one  cedar-grove  into  another,  formed  altogether 
as  lovely  a  minlatine  of  nature**  beauties  as  can  well  be 
imagined. 

*  This  is  an  allusion  which,  to  the  few  who  are  fanclAtl 
enough  to  indulge  in  it,  renders  the  scenery  of  Bermuda  par- 
ticularly interesting.  In  the  short  but  beantlAil  twilight  of 
their  siiriag  evenings,  the  white  cottages,  scattered  over  the 
islands,  and  but  partially  seen  through  the  trees  that  sur- 
round them,  assume  often  the  appearance  of  Utile  Grecian 
temples;  and  a  vivid  fancy  may  embellish  the  poor  flsher- 
BBan*8  hut  with  columns  such  as  the  pencil  of  a  Claude  might 
imitate.  I  had  one  fkvorite  ol^t  of  this  kind  in  my  walks, 
which  the  hospitality  of  ts  owner  robbed  me  of,  by  asking 
■M  Id  visit  him.   He  was  a  plahi  good  man,  and  received  me 


]>elicate  Ariel !  who,  m  brighter  b 
Lived  on  the  perftime  of  these  how 
In  velvet  buds,  at  evening,  k>ved  li 
And  win  with  music  every  rose's  s^ 
Though  weak  the  magic  of  my  ba 
To  charm  your  spirit  from  its  orb  • 
Yet,  oh,  for  her,  beneath  whose  sn 
For  her  (whose  pencil,  if  your  raiid 
Were  dunm'd  or  ruffled  by  a  winli 
Could  smooth  its  feather  and  relm 
Descend  a  moment  from  your  staa 
And,  if  the  lime-tree  grove  that  on 
The  simny  wave,  the  bower,  the  h 
The  sparkluig  grotto  can  delight  ji 
Oh  cull  their  choicest  tints,  their  m 
Weave  all  these  spells  into  one  drei 
And,  while  the  lovely  artist  slumbB 
Shed  the  warm  picture  o'er  her  mi 
Take  for  the  task  her  own  creathrt 
And  brightly  show  what  song  bat  i 


GEORGE    MORGAN, 

OF  MORFOLi:,  vimouaiJi 

FROM  BERMUDA,  JANVkSYp  I! 

Ktipti  i*  iiPtfLOtaoa  km  arpowof,  otmZ 
Atdvifit  Kai  fiaXXov  triipofutt  itnp  h 
nopTto  aftcnipiKTat, 

Caluxacb.  H^ 

Oh,  what  a  sea  of  storm  we've  pm 
High  mountam  waves  and  foanq 

And  battling  winds  whose  savage  1 
But  ill  agrees  with  one  whose  In 
Have  pass'd  in  old  Anacreon's  ^ 

Yet  thmk  not  poesy's  bright  chana 

Forsook  me  in  this  rude  alarm  £^— 

well  and  warmly,  but  I  could  never  tiin%  j 
Grecian  temple  again. 

*  This  gentleman  is  attached  to  the  Bill 
Norfolk.  His  talents  are  worthy  of  a  mmik 
but  the  excellent  dispositions  of  the  (knd^| 
resides,  and  the  cordial  repose  he  enjoys  aaa 
kindest  hearts  in  the  world,  should  be  alnoil 
to  him  for  the  worst  caprices  of  fortune.  ^ 
self,  Colonel  Hamilton,  is  one  among  tlisvd 
of  a  man,  ardently  loyal  to  his  king,  and  fH 
Americans.  His  house  is  the  very  templs^l 
I  sincerely  pity  the  heart  of  that  stimnfHril 
the  welcome  of  such  a  board,  could  sit  dowal 
his  host,  in  the  true  spirit  of  a  modem  phOn 
Travels  of  the  Duke  de  la  Ronchefimeavltl 

*  We  were  seven  days  on  our  f— ^fr  | 
Bermuda,  during  three  of  which  we  were  ft 
a  gale  of  wind.    The  Driver  sloop  of  wn^fe 


POEMS  RELATING  TO  AMERICA. 


167 


When  clflM  tbey  neTd  the  timidMl, 

When,  every  plank  comphuning  loud. 
We  labored  in  the  midnigiit  gale, 

And  eT*n  our  hangfaty,  mainnuMt  how'df 
Even  thflo*  in  that  unlovely  hour, 
The  Mnee  still  hrongbt  her  soothing  power. 
And,  mkfat  the  war  of  waves  and  wind. 
In  soog^i  Elyaiam  li^p*d  my  mind. 
Nay,  wlm  no  nnmben  of  my  own 
BeipflBded  to  her  wakenmg  tone. 
She  opesi'd,  with  her  golden  key, 

Tlw  casket  where  my  memory  lays, 
Thoae  gems  of  elaano  poesy. 

Which  tioM  has  saved  fhun  ancient  day& 

Take  ooe  of  these,  to  Lais  song, — 
I  wrote  it  while  my  hammock  swung, 
Ai  one  might  wiite  a  dissertation 
Upon  **  Soipended  Animation !" 

Sweet'  is  yoor  kiss,  my  Lus  dear, 
Bat,  with  that  kiss  I  feel  a  tear 
Gosh  firom  your  eyelids,  such  as  start 
When  those  who've  dearly  loved  must  part 
Sadly  yon  lean  your  head  to  mine, 
And  mute  those  arms  around  me  twine, 
Yoor  hair  adown  my  bosom  spread, 
AH  glittering  with  the  tears  you  shed. 
In  vain  Fve  kiai'd  those  lids  of  snow. 
For  stiD,  fike  ceaselesB  founts  they  flow, 
Bafhing  oar  cheeks,  whene'er  they  meet 
Why  is  U  thosT  do  tell  me,  sweet ! 
Ah,  Laia !  are  my  bodings  right  T 
Am  I  to  kise  you?  is  to-night 

Oar  last go,  fiUse  to  heaven  and  me ! 

Yoor  very  tears  are  treachery. 


Such,  while  in  air  I  floating  hung, 
Soch  was  the  strain,  Morgantemio! 

«M  boilt  at  Benniute  of  cedax,  and  U  accounted  an  excellent 
Mt-koaL  She  was  then  commanded  by  my  Tery  moch  re- 
pcosd  fttead  Oaptain  Comptoo,  who  in  July  last  was  killed 
iloMd  the  Lilly  in  aa  actioo  with  a  French  privateer.  Poor 
floa!  be  fell  a  vietim  to  the  strange  impolicy  of  allowing 
laarisenble  thing  as  the  Lilly  to  remain  In  the serrlee; 
II  aMll,  crank,  and  anmanafeaUe,  that  a  wellHBanned 
srtiisfMin  was  at  any  time  a  match  fbr  her. 
*  IMi  eplpui  Is  by  Paul  the  BUeatiary,  and  may  be  foand 
kftsAaateetaof  BrancktVoL  ilL  p.72.  As  the  reading 
i  Is  soawwbat  dillbieat  from  what  I  bare  followed  bi 
tfjatUm,  I  shall  give  it  as  I  had  It  in  my  memory  at 
ftiiB%  aad  at  it  is  fai  Hebuias,  who,  I  beliere,  firrt  pn>- 
m  BS  spi^aai.  Bee  bis  roeii>ata. 
'Uh/itwtmr.  ^wfM  re  Aati^r  h^  it  mntw 

Mm  nXv  mxXiC**^  «o/?Cfc  ttfi^^Tp/wxfnfutyXw't 


r 


The  muse  and  I  together  sung. 

With  Boreas  to  make  out  the  trio 
But,  bless  the  little  fairy  isle ! 

How  sweetly  after  all  our  iDs, 
We  saw  the  sunny  morning  smile 
Serenely  o'er  its  fragrant  hiDs ; 
And  felt  the  pure,  delicious  flow 
Of  airp,  that  round  this  Eden  blow 
Fireshly  as  ev'n  the  gales  that  come 
O'er  our  own  healthy  hills  at  home. 

Could  you  but  view  the  scenery  fair. 

That  now  beneath  my  window  lies. 
You'd  thmk,  that  nature  lavish'd  there 

Her  purest  wave,  her  softest  skies. 
To  make  a  heaven  for  love  to  sigh  in, 
Fo^  bards  to  live  and  saints  to  die  in. 
Close  to  my  wooded  bank  below. 

In  glassy  calm  the  waters  sleep. 
And  to  the  sunbeam  proudly  show 

The  coral  rocks  they  love  to  steep. 
The  fainting  breeze  of  morning  fails ; 

The  drowsy  boat  moves  slowly  past. 
And  I  can  almost  touch  its  sails 

As  loose  they  flap  around  the  mast 
The  noontide  sun  a  i^endor  pours 
That  lights  up  all  these  leafy  shores ; 
While  his  own  heav'n,  its  clouds  and  beams. 

So  pictured  in  the  waters  lie, 
That  each  small  bark,  in  passing,  seems 

To  float  akmg  a  burning  sky. 

Oh  for  the  pinnace  lent  to  thee,* 

Blest  dreamer,  who,  m  vision  bright. 
Didst  sail  o'er  heaven's  solar  sea 

And  touch  at  all  its  isles  of  light 

Sweet  Venus,  what  a  clime  be  found 

Within  thy  orb's  ambrosial  round  !* — 

There  spring  the  breezes,  rich  and  warm, 

That  sigh  around  thy  vesper  car; 

Em  S*  avctponevto,  rtpoi  ovwtga  6<upwi  kciffcif ; 
^t6ta  nn  fLt  \iTfif  tert  yap  hprararat, 

s  The  water  Is  so  clear  around  the  island,  that  the  rocks 
are  seen  beneath  to  a  very  great  depth ;  and,  as  we  entered 
the  harbor,  they  appeared  to  ns  so  near  the  snrtkce  that  It 
seemed  impossible  we  should  not  strike  on  them.  There  Is 
no  necessity,  of  course,  for  heaving  the  lead ;  and  the  negro 
pilot,  looking  down  at  the  rocks  from  the  bow  of  the  ship, 
takes  her  through  this  difficult  navigation  with  a  skill  and 
confidence  which  seem  to  astoolsb  some  of  the  oldest  sailors. 

*  In  Kireher's  **  Ecstatic  Journey  to  Heaven,**  Cosmlel,  the 
genius  of  the  world,  gives  Theodidactns  a  boat  of  asbestos, 
with  which  he  embarks  into  the  regions  of  tlie  sun.  **  Vliles 
(says  Cosmiel)  banc  asbestinam  naviealam  commoditatl  toe 
prapaxatam.**— /ttiurar.  L  Dial.  L  cap.  5.  This  work  of 
Kifcher  abounds  with  strange  fiunctes. 

«  When  the  Genius  of  the  world  and  bis  fellow-tfaveUer 
anlve  at  toe  planet  Venus,  tbey  find  aa  Island  of  loveliness, 
fall  of  odors  and  bitelllgenees,  where  angels  preside,  who 
shed  the  to&nttic  iafinence  of  this  plaaet  over  the  earth ; 
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And  angels  dwell,  so  pore  of  frnrn 

Tis  true,  it  talks  of  danger  nigh. 

That  each  appears  a  living  gtar.* 

Of  slumbering  with  the  dead  to-monow 

These  are  the  sprites,  celestial  qaeen ! 

In  the  cold  deep. 

Thou  sendest  nightly  to  the  bed 

Where  pleasure's  throb  or  team  of  sonow 

Of  her  I  love,  with  touch  unseen                             • 

No  more  idiall  wake  the  heart  or  eye, 

Thy  planet's  bright'ning  tints  to  shed ; 

But  all  must  sleq> 

To  lend  that  eye  a  light  still  clearer, 

• 

To  give  that  cheek  one  rose-blush  more, 

And  bid  that  blushing  lip  be  dearer, 

To  whom  thy  sleep  would  be  a  treafoes 

Which  had  been  aU  too  dear  before. 

Oh !  most  to  him, 

Whose  lip  hath  drain'd  life's  cup  <tf  pIoMi 

But,  whither  means  the  muse  to  roam  ? 

Nor  left  one  honey  drop  to  shed 

•Tis  time  to  call  the  wanderer  home. 

Round  soROw's  brim. 

Who  could  have  thought  the  nymph  would  perch  her 

Up  in  the  clouds  with  Father  Kircher? 

So,  health  and  love  to  all  your  mansion ! 

Kmd  heaven,  do  thou  but  chase  the  WM| 

Long  may  the  bowl  that  pleasures  bloom  in, 

Of  friends  who  love  him ; 

The  flow  of  heart,  the  soul's  expansion, 

TeU  them  that  he  Ues  cahnly  sleeping 

Mirth  and  song,  your  board  illumine. 

Where  SOROW'S  sting  or  envy's  Iteaih 

'  At  all  your  feasts,  remember  too, 

No  more  shall  move  him. 

When  cups  are  ^arkling  to  the  brim, 

That  here  is  one  who  drinks  to  you, 

And,  oh !  as  warmly  drink  to  him. 

ODES   TO    NEA; 

WaiTTKM  AT  BKaMVSA. 

LINES, 

That  sky  of  clouds  is  not  the  sky 

NEA  rvpawci.— Etramo.  Jlfedas,  v.  967. 

To  light  a  lover  to  the  pillow 

Nat,  tempt  me  not  to  love  again, 

Of  her  he  loves — 

There  was  a  time  when  love  was  sim 

The  swell  of  yonder  foammg  billot 

Dear  Nea !  had  I  known  thee  then, 

Resembles  not  the  happy  sigh 

Our  souls  had  not  been  slow  to  meet 

That  rapture  moves 

But,  oh,  this  weary  heart  hath  run. 

So  many  a  time,  the  rounds  of  pam. 

Yet  do  I  feel  more  tranquil  far 

Not  ev'n  for  thee,  thou  lovely  one, 

Amid  the  gloomy  wilds  of  ocean. 

Would  I  endure  such  pangs  again. 

In  this  dark  hour. 

Than  when,  ui  passion's  young  emoUon, 

If  there  be  climes,  where  never  yet 

The  print  of  beauty's  foot  was  set. 

To  Julia's  bower. 

Where  man  may  pass  his  lovdess  ni^^il^ 

Unfever'd  by  her  false  delights. 

Oh !  there's  a  holy  calm  profound 

Thither  my  wounded  soul  would  fly. 

In  awe  like  this,  that  ne'er  was  given 

Where  rosy  cheek  or  radiant  eye 

To  pleasure's  thriU; 

Should  bring  no  more  then-  bliss,  or  paii^ 

Tis  as  a  solenm  voice  fiom  heaven, 

Nor  fetter  me  to  earth  again. 

And  the  soul,  listening  to  the  sound. 

Dear  absent  giri !  whose  eyes  of  light. 

Lies  mute  and  stilL 

Though  little  prized  when  all  my  awtk 

Venus.    When  tbey  are  In  thi*  part  of  the  beaveni,  a  casnis^ 

the  Genias  answers,  **  €}ertainly.** 

tical  qnettton  oeenn  to  Tbeodldaetns,  and  he  asks,  *«  Whether 

1  This  idea  to  Father  Kireher*s.    «*Tbt  aaisflala 

baptism  maybe  psiftnnsd with  the  waters  of  Veavi r— 

dixiises.**— Jle«Mr«r.  I.  Dial.  L  cap.  5. 
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Now  float  beforo  me,  loft  and  bright 

As  when  they  fint  enamoring  afaone^— 
What  homa  and  days  have  I  seen  glide, 
While  fiz'd,  enchanted,  by  thy  ode, 
Unmmdfid  of  the  fleetmg  day, 
Tyo  let  fife's  dream  dinolve  away. 
O  bloom  of  youth  profusely  shed ! 
O  mofDents !  amply,  yainly  sped, 
TeC  sweetly  too— for  Love  perfumed 
The  flame  which  thus  my  life  consumed ; 
And  brilliant  was  the  chain  of  flowen, 
In  which  he  led  my  victim-honrB. 

Say,  Nea,  aay,  -couldst  thou,  like  her, 
When  warm  to  fed  and  quick  to  etr. 
Of  loving  tod,  of  roving  fonder, 
Tbii  thooghtlesB  eoul  might  wish  to  wander^- 
Cooldst  tboa,  like  her,  the  wish  reclaun. 

Endearing  still,  reproachmg  never, 
TiD  ev^  this  heart  should  hum  with  shame. 

And  be  thy  own  more  fix*d  than  ever  7 
No,  no— on  earth  there's  only  one 

Cookl  bind  snch  faithless  folly  fast ; 
And  sore  on  earth  but  one  alone 

Could  make  snch  virtue  false  at  last ! 

Nea,  the  heart  which  die  forsook. 

For  thee  were  but  a  worthless  shrine- 
Go,  lovely  girl,  that  angel  kwk 

Most  thriD  a  soul  more  pure  than  mme. 
Oh !  thon  dialt  be  all  else  to  me. 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 
FD  praise,  admire,  and  worriiip  thee. 

Bat  mnst  not,  dare  not,  love  again. 


-Tale  iter  c 


nne  cave. 

PftOPXRT.  lib.  iv.elsg.  8L 


I  pftAV  yon,  let  ns  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore. 

Where  late  we  thoughtless  stray'd ; 
Twas  not  for  us,  whom  heaven  intends 
To  be  no  more  than  simple  friends, 

Soeh  lonely  walks  were  made. 

Tliat  little  Bay,  where  taming  m 
From  ocean's  rode  and  angry  Sn, 

As  loven  steal  to  bliss. 
The  biDows  kiss  the  shore,  and  then 
Flow  bock  into  the  deep  agam. 
As  though  they  dad  not  kiss. 


Remember,  o'er  its  cireling  flood 

In  what  a  dangerous  dream  we  stood— 

The  silent  sea  before  us. 
Around  us,  all  the  gloom  of  grove. 
That  ever  lent  its  shade  to  love. 

No  eye  but  heaven's  o'er  us ! 

I  saw  you  blush,  you  felt  me  tremble. 
In  vain  would  formal  art  dissemble 

All  we  then  look'd  and  thought ; 
*Twaa  ^ore  than  tongue  could  dare  reveal, 
'Twas  ev'ry  thing  that  young  hearts  feel. 

By  Love  and  Nature  taught 

I  stoop'd  to  cull,  with  faltering  hand, 
A  shell  that,  on  the  golden  sand 

Before  us  faintly  gleam'd ; 
I  trembling  raised  it,  and  when  y:jk* 
Had  ktss'd  the  shell,  I  kias'd  it  too— 

How  sweet,  how  wrong  it  seem'd  1 

Oh,  trust  me,  'twas  a  place,  an  hour. 
The  worst  that  e'er  the  tempter's  power 

Could  tangle  me  or  you  in  ; 
Sweet  Nea,  let  us  roam  no  more 
Along  that  wild  and  lonely  shore, 

Such  walks  may  be  our  ruin. 


You  read  it  in  these  spell-bound  eyes. 
And  there  alone  should  love  be  read ; 

You  hear  me  say  it  all  m  sighs. 
And  thus  alone  should  love  be  said. 

Then  dread  no  more  ;  I  will  not  speak  ; 

Although  my  heart  to  anguish  thrill, 
I'll  spare  the  burning  of  your  cheek. 

And  look  it  all  in  silence  still. 

Heard  you  the  wish  I  dared  to  name. 
To  murmur  on  that  luckless  night. 

When  passion  broke  the  bonds  of  shames 
And  love  grew  madness  in  your  sight  t 

Divinely  through  tlie  graceful  dance. 
You  seem'd  to  float  in  silent  song. 

Bending  to  earth  that  sunny  glance. 
As  if  to  light  your  steps  along. 

Oh !  how  could  others  dare  to  touch 
That  hallow'd  form  with  hand  so  free. 

When  but  to  kmk  was  bliss  too  much. 
Too  rare  for  all  but  Love  and  me ! 
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With  smflii^r  eyoB,  that  little  thought 
How  fatal  were  the  beams  they  threw, 

My  tzembling  hands  you  lightly  canght, 
And  round  me,  like  a  spirit,  flew. 

Heedless  of  all,  but  you  alone^— 

And  yoUf  at  least,  should  not  condemn, . 

If,  when  such  eyes  before  me  shone, 
My  soul  forgot  all  eyes  but  them« — 

I  dared  to  whisper  passion's  yow« — 
For  love  had  ev'n  of  thought  bereft  me, — 

Nay,  half-way  bent  to  kiss  that  brow, 
But,  with  a  bound,  you  blushing  left  me. 

Forget,  forget  that  night's  offence, 

Forgive  it,  if,  alas !  yoq  can ; 
Twas  love,  'twas  passion— 40ul  and  sense 

Twas  all  that's  best  and  worst  in  man. 

That  moment,  did  th'  assembled  eyes 
Of  heaven  and  earth  my  madness  view, 

I  should  have  seen,  through  earth  and  skies. 
But  you  alone — ^but  only  you. 

Did  not  a  frown  from  you  reprove. 
Myriads  of  eyes  to  me  were  none ; 

Enough  for  me  to  win  your  love. 
And  die  upon  the  spot  when  won. 


A  DREAM  OF  ANTIQUITY. 

I  jnrr  had  tum'd  the  classic  page. 
And  traced  that  happy  period  over, 

When  blest  alike  were  youth  and  age. 

And  love  inspired  the  wisest  sage, 
And  wisdom  graced  the  tenderest  lover. 

Before  I  laid  me  down  to  sl?ep. 
Awhile  I  from  the  lattice  gvLied 

Upon  that  still  and  moonlight  deep, 
With  isles  like  floating  gardens  raised 

For  Ariel  there  his  sports  to  keep ; 

While,  glidulg  'twizt  their  leafy  shores, 

The  lone  night-fisher  plied  his  oars. 

1  Gasaendl  thinks  that  the  gardens,  which  Pansanlas  men- 
tions In  his  flnt  book,  were  those  of  Epicnms;  and  Staart 
■ays,  In  hh  Antiquities  of  Athens,  *'  Near  this  convent  (the 
convent  of  Haftos  Asoniatos)  is  the  place  called  at  present 
Kepol,  or  the  Gardens ;  and  Ampelos  Kepoa,  or  the  Vine- 
yard  Garden :  these  were  probably  the  gardens  which  Pao- 
sairias  visited.**    VoLl.chap.9: 


I  felt, — 80  strongly  fancy's  power 
Came  o'er  me  m  that  Witching  hour, — 
As  if  the  whole  bright  scenery  there 

Were  lighted  by  a  Grecian  sky. 
And  I  then  breathed  the  blissful  air 

That  late  had  thrill'd  to  Sail's  sigh. 

Thus,  waking,  dream'd  I, — and  when  1^ 

Came  o'er  my  sense,  the  dream  went  oi 
Nor,  through  her  curtain  dim  and  deep. 

Hath  ever  lovelier  vison  shone. 
I  thought  that,  all  enrapt,  I  etray'd 
Through  that  serene,  luxurious  shade,' 
Where  Epicurus  taught  the  Loves 

To  polish  virtue's  native  brightnessr^ 
As  pearls,  we're  told,  that  fondling  doves 

Have  play'd  with,  wear  a  smoother  iM 
'Twas  one  of  those  delicious  nights 

So  common  in  the  dimes  of  Greece, 
When  day  withdraws  buv  half  its  lightHp 

And  all  is  moonshine,  balm,  and  ie«oew 
And  thou  wert  there,  my  own  beloved. 
And  by  thy  side  I  fondly  roved 
Through  many  a  temple's  reverend  gloari% 
And  many  a  bowei^s  seductive  bloom. 
Where  Beauty  leam'd  what  Wisdom  tai^ 
And  sages  sigh'd  and  lovers  thought ; 
Where  schoolmen  conn'd  no  maxims  steal 

But  all  was  form'd  to  sooth  or  mofe* 
To  make  the  dullest  love  to  learn. 

To  make  the. coldest  learn  to  love. 

And  now  the  fairy  pathway  seeni'd 

To  lead  us  through  enchanted  groundt 
Where  all  that  bard  has  ever  dream'd 

Of  love  or  luxury  bloom'd  around. 
Oh !  'twas  a  bright,  bewild'ring  scene — 
Along  the  alley's  deep'ning  green 
Soft  Lamps,  that  hung  like  burning  flow«H| 
And  scented  and  illumed  the  bowers, 
Seem'd,  as  to  him,  who  darkling  roves 
Amid  the  lone  Hercynian  groves. 
Appear  those  countless  birds  of  light. 
That  sparkle  in  the  leaves  at  night. 
And  from  their  wings  diffuse  a  ray 
Along  the.  traveller's  weary  way.* 
'Twas  light  of  that  mysterious  kind. 

Through  which  the  soul  perchance  miy 
When  it  has  left  this  vrorid  behind, 

And  gone  to  seek  its  heavenly  home.     - 


*  This  method  of  polishing  pearls,  by  leaving  I 
to  be  played  with  by  doves,  is  mentio^  by  the  Otad 
danns,  de  Rerum  Varletat  lib.  vii.  cap.  31. 

*  In  Hercynio  GemianlSB  saltu  innsitata  geoeraill 
ceplmns,  quanun  ploma,  Igniam  modo^  eoUneeaati 
— Plin,  lib.  X.  cap.  47. 
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Aad,  NflSt  Hum  weit  by  my  ade* 
Througlk  an  tfaii  hear^ward  path  my  guide. 

But,  \o,  aa  wand'riiig  thua  we  ranged 
Thai  npwaid  path,  the  Tkkm  changed ; 
And  nowt  methooght,  we  stole  along 

TluDagfa  haHa  of  more  TolaptuoiiB  glory 
Ttian  errer  Ured  in  Teian  aong, 

Or  waalon'd  in  MUeaian  atory.^ 
And  nympfaa  were  there,  whose  very  eyea 
Seem'd  aoAen'd  o'er  with  breath  of  ngha ; 
Whoae  ef'ry  ringlet,  aa  it  wreath'd, 
A  mate  appeal  to  pawon  breathed. 
Some  flew,  with  amber  cupe,  around, 

Fbaring  the  flewery  winea  of  Crete  f 
And,  aa  they  paae^d  with  youthful  bound, 

Tlie  onyx  dione  beneath  their  feet* 
While  othen,  wavfaig  aima  of  snow 

Entwined  by  snakea  of  bumiah'd  gold,* 
And  blowing  channs,  as  loath  to  show, 

Through  many  a  thin  Tarentian  fold,* 
Glided  among  the  festal  throng 
Bearing  ridi  urns  of  flowers  along. 
Wbere  roaea  lay,  in  languor  breathing, 
And  the  yomig  bee-grape,*  round  them  wreathing, 
Hong  on  their  bluahes  warm  and  meek, 
like  eniia  upon  a  rosy  cheek. 

Oh,  Nea !  why  did  monung  break 
The  wptXi  that  thus  divinely  bound  me? 

Why  did-I  wake?  how  catdd  I  wake 
With  thee  my  own  and  heaven  around  me ! 


Wkli/— peace  to  thy  heart,  though  another's  it  be, 
And  health  to  that  cheek,  though  it  bloom  not  for 


1  The  MUadacs,  or  MUesiaii  (ables,  had  their  origin  in  Mi- 
letat.  a  lazarioos  town  of  Ionia.  Aristldes  was  the  most 
eeMntad  anthor  of  theie  Ueentioai  Action*.  See  Plutarch, 
On  Cnama^  who  calls  them  wnXatrra  0t0Xta. 

*  **  8oae  of  the  CSrartaa  wines,  which  Athencns  calls  eiyo; 
«v^e-^««f,  fiwB  their  fta(rancy  resembling  that  of  the 
laeet  flowen.**— Berry  •»  ffint»,  chap.  vil. 

t  It  appears  that  In  very  splendid  mansions,  the  floor  or 
pavowat  was  fieqoently  of  onyx.  Thos  Martial :  "Calca- 
iBiqae  tao  sab  pede  Incet  onyx.**   ^rfg.  50,  lil>.  xil. 

«  Bmcriets  of  this  shape  were  a  (kvorlte  ornament  among 
the  w«MBea  of  aadqalty.  Oi  cncopriec  •fci;  km  at  x/>«aa< 
■1^  BmUfM  Aftertiypms  km  Aatiof  4apinua.—Pkao9- 
trmL  EpiA  xt  Laden,  too,  tells  as  of  the  fipaxtoivi  ipa- 
orrcf.  Bee  hto  Amoies,  where  he  describes  the  dressing- 
VBoas  of  a  Gredaa  lady,  and  we  find  the  **  silver  ntse,*'  the 
m^a.  the  tooth-powder,  and  all  the  **mystlc  order^  of  a 


{ 


Te^avruri^sr,  ite^CKf  ntvum,  tivoftav/icvw  ere  rt/S 
TsfamvMV  XfSKtuf  m(  rprnffK^—PMrnx. 

'  by  Pliny,  lih  xiv.,  and  **  DOW  called 


To-morrow  I  sail  for  those  cmnamon  groves,* 
Where  nightly  the  ghost  of  the  Cairibee  roves. 
And,  far  from  the  light  of  those  eyes,  I  may  yet 
Their  allurements  forgive  and  their  splendor  forgot 

Farewell  to  Bermuda,*  and  long  may  the  bloom 
Of  the  lemon  and  myrtle  ita  valleys  perfume ; 
May  spring  to  eternity  hallow  the  shade. 
Where  Ariel  has  wari)led  and  Waller*  has  stra/d. 
And  thou — when,  at  dawn,  thou  shalt  happen  to 

roam 
Through  the  lime-cover'd  alley  that  leads  to  thy 

home, 
Where  oft,  when  the  dance  and  the  revel  were  done. 
And  the  stars  were  beginning  to  fade  in  the  sun, 
I  have  led  thee  along,  and  have  told  by  the  way 
What  my  heart  all  tlj^e  night  had  been  burning  to 

say— 
Oh !  think  of  the  past — give  a  righ  to  those  times, 
And  a  blessing  for  me  to  that  alley  of  limes. 


If  I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear. 
And  thou  the  isle  it  clasps  around, 

I  would  not  let  a  foot  come  near 
My  land  of  bliss,  my  fairy  ground. 

If  I  were  yonder  conch  of  gold, 
And  thou  the  peari  within  it  placed, 

I  would  not  let  an  eye  behold 
The  sacred  gems  my  arms  embraced. 

If  t  were  yonder  orange-tree. 
And  thou  the  blossom  blooming  there, 

I  would  not  yield  a  breath  of  thee 
To  scent  the  most  imploring  air. 

the  Moscatel,  (a  mnscarum  tells,**)  says  Panclrollns,  book  I., 
sect  1,  chap.  17. 

T I  had,  at  this  time,  some  idea  of  paying  a  visit  to  the 
West  Indies. 

•  The  inhabitants  pronounce  the  name  as  if  it  were  writ- 
ten Bermoodo.  See  the  commentators  on  the  words  **  still* 
vex*d  Bermoothes,**  in  the  Tempest — I  wonder  it  did  not 
occnr  to  some  or  those  all-reading  gentlemen  that,  possibly, 
the  discoverer  of  this  *'  island  of  hogs  and  de  vib**  might  have 
been  no  less  a  personage  than  the  great  John  Bemmdex, 
who,  about  the  same  period  (the  l)eginQing  of  the  sixteenth 
century)  was  sent  Patriarch  of  the  Latin  church  to  Ethiopia, 
and  has  left  us  most  wonderfhi  stories  of  the  Amaxons  and 
the  Griflins  which  he  encountered.— 7Vare{«  tftke  Je««il«, 
jcH.  I.  I  am  afraid,  however,  it  would  take  the  Patrinrch 
rather  too  much  out  of  his  way. 

•  Johnson  does  not  think  that  Waller  was  ever  at  Bq^,^^  ; 
hot  the  *'  Account  of  the  European  OettleroenU  in  Ativ     .  ea"   ^ 
affirms  it  confidently,  (vol.  11.)  I  mention  this  work,  hev^  Let 
less  for  Its  authority  than  for  the  pleasure  I  feel  It^   ^•^^ 
aa  nnacknowledged  production  of  the  groat  Edrni^^  A^c^^** 
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Oh !  bend  not  o'er  the  water's  brink, 

How  sweet  to  behold  him,  when  borne  on  Hu 

GiTO  not  the  wave  that  odorou  aigfa, 

And  brightening  the  bosom  of  mom. 

Nor  let  its  bnmingf  minor  drink 

He  flings,  like  the  priest  of  Diana,  a  veil 

ThQ  soft  reflection  of  thine  eye. 

O'er  the  brow  of  each  virginal  thorn. 

Yet  think  not  the  vett  he  so  chillingly  caste 

That  gloflsy  hair,  that  glowing  cheek. 

Is  the  veil  of  a  vestal  severe ; 

So  pictured  in  the  wateri  aeem, 

No,  no,  thou  wUt  see,  what  a  moment  it  laiti 

That  I  could  gladly  plunge  to  teek 

Should  the  Snow  Spirit  ever  oome  hare 

Thy  unage  in  the  glaaey  stream. 

But  fly  to  his  region— lay  open  thy  zone. 

Blest  fate !  at  once  my  chilly  grave 

And  he'll  weep  all  his  brilliancy  dim. 

And  nuptial  bed  that  stream  might  be ; 

To  think  that  a  bosom,  as  white  as  his  own. 

1*11  wed  thee  in  its  mimic  wave. 

Should  not  melt  m  the  daybeam  like  hinou 

And  die  upon  the  shade  of  thee. 

Oh !  lovely  the  print  of  those  delksate  feet 

O'er  his  luminous  path  will  appear — 

Behold  the  leafy  mangrove,  bendmg 

Fly,  fly,  my  beloved !  this  island  is  sweet. 

Cer  the  waters  blue  and  bright, 

But  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  come  here. 

Like  Nea*s  silky  lashes,  lending 

Shadow  to  her  eyes  of  light 
Oh,  my  beloved !  where'er  I  turn. 

Some  trace  of  thee  enchants  mme  eyes ; 
In  every  star  thy  glances  bum ; 

E^ravBa  it  KaBupittvrat  hfttp.  xat  h,  rt  fttv  nto/M  ff 

TRAT.  lecn.  17,  lib.  ii. 

Thy  blush  on  every  flow'ret  lies. 

I  STOLE  along  the  flowery  bank. 

Nor  find  I  in  creation  aught 

While  many  a  bending  seagrape'  diaak 

Of  bright,  or  beautiful,  or  rare. 

The  sprinkle  of  the  feathery  oar 

Sweet  to  the  sense,  or  pure  to  thought, 

But  thou  art  found  reflected  there. 

'Twas  noon ;  and  every  orange  bod 

Faint  as  the  lids  of  maiden's  eyes 

When  love-thoughts  in  her  bosom  rise^ 

THK 

Oh,  for  a  naiad's  sparry  bower. 

SNOW  SPIRIT. 

To  shade  me  m  that  glowing  hour! 

No,  ne'er  did  the  wave  in  its  element  steep 

A  little  dove,  of  milky  hue. 

An  island  of  lovelier  charms  * 

Before  me  from  a  plantain  flew. 

It  blooms  in  the  giant  embrace  of  the  deep. 

And,  light  along  the  water's  brim. 

like  Hebe  in  Hercules'  arms. 

I  steer'd  my  gentle  bark  by  him ; 

The  blush  of  your  bowers  is  light  to  the  eye, 

For  fancy  told  me,  Love  had  sent 

And  their  melody  balm  to  the  ear ; 

This  gentle  bird  with  kind  intent 

But  the  fiery  planet  of  day  is  too  nigh. 

To  lead  my  steps,  where  I  should  mee^ 

And  the  Snow  Spirit  never  comes  here. 

I  knew  not  what,  but  something  sweeL 

The  down  from  his  wing  is  as  white  as  the  peari 

And-bless  the  UtUe  pQot  dove ! 

That  shines  through  thy  lips  when  they  part. 

He  had  mdeed  been  sent  by  Love, 

And  it  falls  on  the  green  earth  as  melting,  my  girl. 

To  guide  me  to  a  scene  so  dear 

As  a  murmur  of  thme  on  the  heart. 

As  fate  allows  but  seldom  here ; 

Oh !  fly  to  the  clime,  where  he  pillows  the  death, 

One  of  those  rare  and  brilliant  boon. 

As  he  cradles  the  birth  of  the  year ; 

That,  like  the  aloe's*  lingering  fiowe^^ 

Bright  are  your  bowers  and  balmy  their  breath, 

May  blossom  to  the  eye  of  man 

But  the  Snow  Spirit  cannot  coma  here. 

But  once  in  all  his  weary  epan. 

xbat  U  U  quite  trae  enongh  for  poetry    Plato,  I  dili^ 

ladles. 

a  poet  to  be  "  three  removes  from  troth  ;**  rmmrH. 

sXqtfccaf. 
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Jo*  wbm  the  tiMi«fai'f  op^kiii^r  ibi^ 

Nor  thought  that  time's  sucoeedmg  lapse 

A  Tkla  fivm  flw  wvten  made. 

My  Ind  raposod  his  Bher  plume 

Upon  A  lidi  nmmiili  Dhioin. 

The  more  we  gaze,  it  charms  the  more ; 

What  qwD,  what  magie  n&nd  her  then? 

Come— closer  bring  that  cheek  to  mine. 

'Twaa  Vtm !  rinmh'riiig  cahn  and  mOd, 

And  trace  with  me  its  beauties  o'er. 

And  Uoomy  at  the  dimpled  child. 

Whoae  iphit  m  elymm  keeps 

Thou  seest,  it  is  a  shnple  youth 

Its  piayftd  sabbath,  white  he  deeps. 

By  some  enamor'd  nymph  embraced — 

Look,  as  she  leans,  and  say  in  sooth. 

Thb  bnad  banana's  green  embrace 

Is  not  that  hand  most  fondly  placed? 

One  little  beam  alone  could  win 

Upon  his  curled  head  behind 

The  fefms  to  let  it  wander  hi, 

,    It  seems  m  careless  play  to  lie,^ 

And,  stoaBng  orer  all  her  charms, 

Yet  presses  gently,  half  inclined 

Fram  Up  to  cfaedE,  from  neck  to  arms. 

To  bring  the  truant's  lip  more  nigh 

New  faistra  to  each  beauty  lentr- 

IlMlf  an  trenAfing  as  it  went ! 

Oh  happy  maid !  too  happy  boy ! 

The  one  so  fond  and  lltUe  loath, 

Dade  laj  her  eydid*8  jetty  fringe 

The  other  yielding  sk>w  to  joy— 

UpiB  Hwft  ebeek  whose  roseate  tinge 

Oh  rare,  indeed,  but  bUnfol  both. 

IGi^d  wiOi  its  Aade,  like  eyenmg's  light 

Jost  toodiing  on  the  Terge  of  night 

Imagine,  love,  that  I  am  he* 

Her  0pm,  thoi^  thus  m  slmnber  hid. 

And  jost  as  warm  as  he  is  chilling ; 

SeemTd  f^owhig  throogh  the  ivory  lid. 

Imagine,  too,  that  thou  art  she, 

.  And,  m  I  tiMmght,  a  lustre  threw 

But  quite  as  coy  as  she  is  willing : 

UpsB  her  fip^s  reflectmg  dew^— 

Soeh  as  m  night-lamp,  left  to  shine 

So  may  we  try  the  gracefril  way 

Alone  on  some  sednded  dirine. 

In  which  their  gentle  arms  are  twined. 

Hay  aiied  i^on  iSbe  Totive  wreath. 

And  thus,  like  her,  my  hand  I  lay 

Whidi  piooshsEndi  have  hung  beneath. 

Upon  thy  wreathed  locks  behind : 

Was  erer  Tision  half  so  sweet ! 

And  thus  I  feel  thee  breathing  sweet, 

Thmk,  thmk  how  quick  my  heart-pulse  beat, 

As  slow  to  mine  thy  head  I  move ; 

As  o'er  the  rustling  bank  I  stole  ;— 

And  thus  our  lips  together  meet, 

Oh!  ye,  that  know  the  lover's  soul, 

.ind  thus, — and  thus, — I  kiss  thee,  love. 

It  is  fiir  yon  akme  to  guesB, 

That  moment's  trembling  happineii 

h0awora  UKonv,  hrt  awoXXvittvov  sv^patptt. 

AaiiTOT.  Rhetor.  Ub.  Ul.  cap.  4. 
Therb's  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine, 

My  soul  hath  e  er  forgot ; 

A  STUDY  FROM  THE  ANTIQUE. 

Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine, 

Nor  given  thy  locks  one  graceful  twme 

Which  I  remember  not 

Within  this  simple  ring  of  gold ; 

"Tie  haUow'd  by  the  touch  of  them 

There  never  yet  a  murmur  fell 

Who  fired  m  clasnc  houn  of  old 

From  that  beguiling  tongue, 

Which  did  not,  with  a  ling'rmg  spell, 

Some  fiur  Athenian  girl,  perhaps. 

Upon  my  channed  senses  dwell, 

Upon  her  hand  this  gem  displa/d, 

like  songs  from  Eden  sung. 

iHwi  Thai Pte  the  tymptogma of  Cnpid  and  Piyche  at 

fInaiD,  torn.  U.  tab.  43, 44.    There  are  few  raliijecu  on  which 

^flwnea^  la  wkkh  the  pofition  of  Pf7che*«  hand  U  finely  and 

poetry  coald  be  more  interestingly  employed  than  !n  iUos- 

iJteairty  ipimAr^  of  aflbctton.    See  the  Mnieiim  Floren- 

tiatinf  WHIM  of  theie  ancient  ttataea  and  fisu. 
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Ah !  that  I  could,  at  once,  forget 

All,  all  that  haunts  me  so— 
And  yet,  thou  witching  girl, — and  yet* 
To  die  were  sweeter  than  to  let 
The  loved  remembrance  go. 

No ;  if  this  slighted  heart  must  see 

Its  faithful  pulse  decay. 
Oh  let  it  die,  rememb'ring  thee, 
And,  like  the  burnt  aroma,  be 

Consumed  in  sweets  away. 


TO 

JOSEPH  ATKINSON,  ESQ. 

**  The  daylight  is  gone — but,  before  we  depart, 
*<  One  cup  shall  go  round  to  the  friend  of  my  heart, 
"  The  kmdest,  the  dearest — oh !  judge  by  the  tear 
« I  now  shed  while  I  name  him,  how  kind  and  how 
dear." 

HTwas  thus  in  the  shade  of  the  Calabash-Tree, 
With  a  few,  who  could  feel  and  remember  like  me. 
The  charm  that,  to  sweeten  my  goblet,  I  threw 
Was  a  sigh  to  the  paa^  and  a  blessmg  on  you. 

1  Pinkerton  hu  said  that "  a  good  history  and  description 
of  the  Bermudas  might  afford  a  pleasing  addition  to  the  geo- 
graphical library  ;**  bnt  there  certainly  are  not  materials  for 
such  a  work.  The  island,  since  the  time  of  its  discovery, 
has  experienced  so  very  few  viclssltndes,  the  people  have 
been  so  indolent,  and  their  trade  so  limited,  that  there  is  bat 
little  which  the  historian  could  aroplifV  Into  Importance ;  and, 
with  respect  to  the  natural  productions  of  the  country,  the 
few  which  the  *ohabItants  can  be  Induced  to  cultivate  are  so 
common  in  the  West  Indies,  that  they  have  been  describeif 
by  every  naturalist  who  has  written  any  account  of  those 
Islands. 

It  is  often  asserted  by  ihe  trans- Atlantic  politicians  that  this 
little  colony  deserves  more  attention  from  the  mother-country 
than  it  receives,  and  it  certainly  possesses  advantages  of  sit- 
uation, to  which  we  should  not  be  long  Insensible  if  it  were 
once  in  the  hands  of  an  enemy.  I  was  told  by  a  celebrated 
friend  of  Washington,  at  New  York,  that  they  had  formed  a 
plan  for  its  capture  towards  the  conclusion  of  the  American 
War;  "  with  the  intention  (as  he  expressed  himselQ  of  ma- 
king it  a  nest  of  hornets  for  the  annoyance  of  British  trade  in 
that  part  of  the  world.'*  And  there  is  no  doubt  it  lies  so  con- 
veniently in  the  track  to  the  West  Indies,  that  an  enemy  might 
with  ease  convert  it  Into  a  very  harassing  impediment. 
The  plan  t>f  Bishop  Berkeley  Gxt  a  college  at  Bermuda,  where 
American  savages  might  be  converted  and  educated,  though 
eoncnrred  In  by  the  government  of  the  day,  was  a  wild  and 
useless  speculatloa.  Mr.  Hamilton,  who  was  governor  of  the 
Island  aoBM  yean  slBea,ptopaied,ifI  mistake  not,  the  estab- 


Oh !  say,  is  it  thus,  in  the  miith-biinguig  1 
When  friends  are  assembled,  when  wit» 

flower. 
Shoots  forth  from  the  lip,  imder  Bacchns's  di 
In  blossoms  of  thought  ever  qmnging  and  nff 
Do  you  scmietimes  remember,  and  hallow  tht 
Of  your  cup  with  a  sigh,  as  you  crown  it  to  I 
Who  is  lonely  and  sad  in  these  valleys  so  £ui 
And  would  pine  in  elysium,  if  friends  m 
there! 

Last  night,  when  we  came  from  the  Ctl 
Tree, 
When  my  limbs  were  at  rest  and  myraniitwi 
The  glow  of  the  grape  and  the  dreams  vf  tli» 
Set  the  magical  springs  of  my  fancy  in  playy 
And  oh, — such  a  vision  has  haunted  me  thei 
I  would  slumber  for  ages  to  witness  agam. 
The  many  I  like  and  the  few  I  adore, 
The  friends  who  were  dear  and  beloved  beta 
But  never  till  now  so  beloved  and  dear, 
At  the  call  of  my  fancy,  surroimded  me  hem: 
And  soon, — oh,  at  once,  did  the  light  of  tbeiV: 
To  a  paradise  brighten  this  region  of  ides ; 
More  lucid  the  wave,  as  they  look*d  on  it,  fli 
And  brighter  the  roee,  as  they  gathered  it,  gjh 
Not  the  valleys  Henean,  (though  water'd  hf 
Of  the  pearliest  flow,  from  those  pastoral  hiU^ 
Where  the  Song  of  the  Shepherd,  primeval  ai 
Was  taught  to  the  nymphs  by  their  mystical  < 
Could  boast  such  a  lustre  o'er  land  and  o*er  % 
As  the  magic  of  love  to  this  paradise  gave. 

lishment  of  a  marine  academy  for  the  Instmctkm  i 
children  of  West  Indians,  who  might  be  intendsA 
nautical  employment  This  was  a  more  rational  y 
for  something  of  this  nature  the  island  Is  admliabljri 
ted.  But  the  plan  should  be  much  more  exteaslvibl 
brace  a  general  system  of  education ;  which  wovll 
the  colonists  fVom  the  alternative  to  which  they  an ; 
at  present,  of  either  sending  their  ions  to  Eaglaai 
struction,  or  intrusting  them  to  colleges  in  the  • 
America,  where  ideas,  by  no  means  fkvorable  to  Qm 
aln,  are  very  sedulously  inculcated. 

The  women  of  Bermuda,  though  not  generally  Imu 
have  an  affectionate  languor  In  their  look  and  maaiMf 
is  always  interesting.  What  the  French  Imply  bydi 
thet  aimante  seems  very  much  the  character  of  lfe| 
Bermudian  girls — that  predisposition  to  loving,  whM 
out  being  awakened  by  any  particular  obj^t,  diillw 
through  the  general  manner  in  a  tone  of  tendenM 
never  fkils  to  fascinate.  The  men  of  the  Island,  1 1 
are  not  very  civilized :  and  the  old  philosopher,  «| 
gined  that,  after  this  life,  men  would  be  changed  lals 
and  women  Into  turtle-doves,  would  find  the  metasMl 
in  some  degree  anticipated  at  Bermuda. 

*  Mountains  of  Sicily,  upon  which  Daphals,  ths  J 
ventor  of  bncolic  poetry,  was  nursed  by  the  nympluk. 
lively  description  of  these  mountains  in  Dlodonis  jl 
lib.  iv.  'Ilpaia  yap  optj  Kara  mv  ZiccXiar  tori*,  f  ^ 
Xci,  K.  r.  X. 
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igic  of  lore !  imembelliBh'd  by  you, 

>  gaiden  a  blcuh  or  the  iandscape  e  hue  7 

I  there  a  Yista  in  nature  or  art, 

t  which  Lore  opes  thro'  the  eye  to  the  heart  7 

hat  m  vinon  so  happy  should  fade ! 
ten  morning  aioui^d  me  in  brilliancy  play'd, 
and  the  stream  I  had  thought  of  at  night 
in  be  before  me,  unfadingly  bright ; 
B  friends,  who  had  seem'd  to  hang  over  the 
ream, 
Bther  the  roses,  had  fled  with  my  dream. 

ik,  where,  all  ready,  in  sailing  array, 
that's  to  carry  these  pages  away,' 
tly  flhtten  her  wmg  to  the  wind, 

I  leave  these  islets  of  Ariel  behind. 

»  what  gales  is  she  fated  to  prove, 
ie^  in  the  lee  of  the  land  that  I  love ! 
ant  the  swell  of  the  billows  would  be, 
roar  of  those  gales  would  be  music  to  me. 
Fsnqnillest  air  that  the  winds  ever  blew, 
unnjest  tears  of  the  summer-eve  dew, 
rweet  as  the  storm,  or  as  bright  as  the  foam 
ige,  that  would  hurry  your  wanderer  home. 


THK 

STEERSMAN'S  SONG, 

t  ABOAKD  TBI  BOITON  FRIOATB  S8tH  ATJLlh.* 

Of  freshly  blows  the  northern  gale, 
ad  under  courses  snug  we  fly ; 
rhen  light  breezes  swell  the  sail, 
nd  royab  roudly  sweep  the  sky ; 
gside  the  wneel,  unwearied  still 
itand,  and,  as  my  watchful  eye 
I  mark  the  needle's  faithful  thrill, 
think  of  her  I  love,  and  cry. 

Port,  my  boy !  port 

n  calms  delay,  or  breezes  blow 
gfat  from  the  point  we  wish  to  steer ; 
n  by  the  wmd  close-hauPd  we  go, 
id  strive  in  vam  the  port  to  near ; 
ak  'tis  thus  the  fates  defer 
y  blisB  with  one  that's  far  away, 

ready  to  nil  tor  England, 
armada  la  the  Boston  about  the  middle  of  April, 
r  with  the  Oajniniaa  and  Leander,  abtiard  the  lat- 
ich  was  the  Adoitial,  81r  Andrew  Mitchell,  who 
I  year  between  HalUkz  and  Bennnda,  and  Is  the 
ofiodetyaadKood-ftltowshlptoboth.  We  sepa- 
few  days,  and  the  Boston,  after  a  short  eralse, 
AtoNewTofk. 


And  while  remembrance  springs  to  her, 
I  watch  the  sails  and  sighing  say. 

Thus,  my  boy !  thus. 

But  see,  the  wind  draws  kindly  aft, 

All  hands  are  up  the  yards  to  square, 
And  now  the  floating  stu'n-saib  waft 

Our  stately  ship  through  waves  and  air. 
Oh !  then  I  think  that  yet  far  me 

Some  breeze  of  fortune  thus  may  spring, 
Some  breeze  to  waft  me,  k)ve,  to  thee — 

And  in  that  hope  I  smiling  sing. 

Steady,  boy !  so 


ro 
THE  FIRE-FLY.' 

At  morning,  when  the  earth  and  sky 
Are  glowing  with  the  light  of  spring. 

We  see  thee  not,  thou  humble  fly  ! 
Nor  think  upon  thy  gleaming  wing. 

But  when  the  skies  have  lost  their  hue^ 
And  sunny  lights  no  longer  play. 

Oh  then  we  see  and  bless  thee  too 
For  sparkling  o'er  the  dreary  way. 

Thus  let  me  hope,  when  lost  to  me 
The  lights  that  now  my  life  illume. 

Some  milder  joys  may  come,  like  thee. 
To  cheer,  if  not  to  warm,  the  gloom ! 


THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  FORBEa 

raOM  TUB  CITT  OP  WASniNOTON. 

If  former  times  had  never  left  a  trace 
Of  human  frailty  in  their  onward  race, 
Nor  o'er  their  pathway  written,  as  they  ran, 
One  dark  memorial  of  the  crimes  of  man ; 
If  every  age,  in  new  unconscious  prime, 
Rose  like  a  phenix,  from  the  fires  of  time, 

s  The  lively  and  varying  Ulamlnatlon,  with  which  these 
flre-flles  light  up  the  woods  at  night,  gives  quite  an  Idea  of 
enchantment  **Pais  ees  moaches  se  d6veloppant  de  Tob- 
scarii6  de  ces  arbres  et  s'approchant  de  nons,  noos  les  voy- 
ions  snr  les  Grangers  voislnii,  qaMIs  mettolent  tout  en  feu, 
nous  rendant  la  vue  de  lenrs  tieanx  ftuits  dor6s  que  la  nult 
avolt  ravie,**  Aec.  Ifcc-flee  UHi»Uir9  dt§  jSnUlUt,  art.  % 
ebap.4,Uv.i. 
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To  wing  its  way  unguided  and  alone, 
The  future  smiling  and  the  past  unknown ; 
Then  ardent  man  would  to  himself  be  new, 
Earth  at  his  foot  and  heaven  within  his  view : 
Well  might  the  novice  hope,  the  sangume  scheme 
Of  full  perfection  prompt  his  daring  dream, 
Ere  cold  experience,  with  her  veteran  lore. 
Could  tell  him,  fools  had  dreamt  as  much  before. 
But,  tracmg  as  we  do,  through  age  and  clime, 
The  plans  of  virtue  midst  the  deeds  of  crime, 
The  thinking  follies  and  the  reasoning  rage 
Of  man,  at  once  the  idiot  and  the  sage ; 
When  still  we  see,  through  every  varying  frame 
Of  arts  and  polity,  his  course  the  same. 
And  know  that  ancient  fools  but  died,  to  make 
A  space  on  earth  for  modem  fools  to  take  ; 
*Tia  strange,  how  quickly  wo  the  past  forget ; 
That  Wisdom's  self  should  not  be  tutor*d  yet. 
Nor  tire  of  watching  for  the  monstrous  birth 
Of  pure  perfection  midst  the  sons  of  earth ! 

Oh !  nothing  but  that  soul  which  God  has  given. 
Could  lead  us  thus  to  look  on  earth  for  heaven ; 
0*er  dross  without  to  shed  the  light  within. 
And  dream  of  virtue  while  we  see  but  sin. 

Even  here,  beside  the  proud  Potowmac's  stream. 
Might  sages  still  pursue  the  flatt'ring  theme 
Of  days  to  come,  when  man  shall  conquer  fate, 
Rise  o*er  the  level  of  his  mortal  state. 
Belie  the  monuments  of  frailty  past, 
And  plant  perfection  in  this  world  at  last ! 
"Here,"  might  they  say,  "shall  power's  divided 

reign 
"  Evince  that  patriots  have  not  bled  in  vain. 
*<  Here  godlike  liberty's  herculean  youth, 
"  Cradled  in  peace,  and  nurtured  up  by  truth 
"  To  full  maturity  of  nerve  and  mind, 
«  Shall  crush  the  giants  that  bestride  mankind.^ 
«  Here  shall  religion's  pure  and  balmy  draught 
**  In  form  no  more  from  cups  of  state  be  quaflfd, 
"  But  flow  for  all,  through  nation,  rank,  and  sect 
*<  Free  as  that  heaven  its  tranquil  waves  reflect 
"  Around  the  columns  of  the  public  shrine 
**  Shall  growing  arts  their  gradual  wreath  intwine, 
"  Nor  breathe  corruption  from  the  flow'ring  braid, 
**  Nor  mine  that  fabric  which  they  bloom  to  shade. 

>  Thai  Hone.  "  Here  the  sciences  and  the  arts  of  etvil* 
ized  life  are  to  receive  their  highest  imivovements :  here 
elvU  a^  reUgioas  liberty  are  to  flonrisb,  unchecked  by  the 
emel  hand  of  civil  or  ecclesiastical  tyranny:  here  genius, 
aided  by  all  the  Improvemenu  of  fornier  ages,  is  to  be  exert- 
ed ia  humanising  mankind,  in  expanding  and  enriching  their 
minds  with  religious  and  philosophical  knowledge,"  ^.  kc 
—P.  569. 

*  '*  What  wUl  be  the  old  age  of  thU  goverament,  if  itU 
thus  early  decrepit!**    Bach  was  the  remark  of  FaodMl,  the 


"  No  longer  here  shall  justice  bound  her  i 

"Or  wrong  the  many,  while  she  rights  the  few  ; 

"  But  take  her  range  through  all  the  social  frame, 

"  Pure  and  pervading  as  that  vital  flame 

"  Which  warms  at  once  our  best  and  meanest  partf 

"  And  thrills  a  hair  while  it  expands  a  heart !" 

Oh  golden  dream !  what  soul  that  loves  to  scaii 
The  bright  disk  rather  than  the  dark  of  man. 
That  owns  the  good,  while  smarting  with  the  ill, 
And  loves  the  world  with  all  its  frailty  stillg — 
What  ardent  bosom  does  not  spring  to  meet 
The  generous  hope,  with  all  that  heavenly  heat. 
Which  makes  the  soul  unwilling  to  resign 
The  thoughts  of  growing,  even  on  earth,  divine  I 
Yes,  dearest  friend,  I  see  thee  glow  to  think 
The  chain  of  ages  yet  may  boast  a  link 
Of  purer  texture  than  the  worid  has  known, 
And  fit  to  bind  us  to  a  Godhead's  throne. 

But,  is  it  thus  ?  doth  even  the  glorious  dream 
Borrow  from  truth  that  dim,  uncertain  gleam, 
Which  tempts  us  still  to  give  such  fancies  scope, 
As  shock  not  reason,  while  they  nourish  hoipe  t 
No,  no,  believe  me,  'tis  not  so — ev'n  now. 
While  yet  upon  Columbia's  rising  brow 
The  showy  smile  of  young  presimiption  plays. 
Her  bloom  is  poison'd  and  her  heart  decays. 
Even  now,  in  dawn  of  life,  her  sickly  breath 
Bums  with  the  taint  of  empures  near  their  death ; 
And,  like  the  nymphs  of  her  own  with'ring  dime, 
She's  old  in  youth,  she's  blasted  in  her  prime.* 

Abeady  has  the  child  of  Gallia's  school. 
The  foul  Philosophy  that  sins  by  rule, 
With  all  her  train  of  reasoning,  damning  arts. 
Begot  by  brilliant  heads  on  wqrthless  hearts, 
Like  things  that  quicken  after  Nilus*  flood, 
The  venom'd  birth  of  sunshine  and  of  mud/— 
Already  has  she  pour'd  her  poison  here 
O'er  every  charm  that  makes  existence  dear ; 
Already  bligl^,  with  her  black'mng  trace. 
The  op'nmg  bloom  of  every  social  grace, ' 
And  all  those  courtesies,  that  love  to  shoot 
Round  virtue's  stem,  the  flow'rets  of  her  fruit 

% 
And  were  these  errors  but  the  wanton  tide 
Of  young  luxuriance  or  unchasten'd  pride  ; 


French  minister  at  Philadelphia,  ia  that  f 

his  government,  which  was  intercepted  by  one  of  owcrth 

ers  in  the  year  1704.    This  carioos  memorial  maybe  flna 

in  Porcnplne*s  Works,  vol.  i.  p.  S79.    It  i 

monument  of  repablicaa  Intrigue  on  one  side,  and  i 

profligacy  oa  the  other ;  and  I  would  reoommead 

of  it  to  every  honest  politician,  who  may  labor  nmdtr  a  tm 

meat*s  delusion  with  respect  lo  the  putty  eC  AvmM 

patriotism. 
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•11168  and  the  faults  of  gucb 
feel,  became  they  feel  too  much ; 
experience  make  the  fever  leas, 
▼irtue  on  each  wann  excesB. 
beartleai,  speculative  ill, 
ransgiession  with  all  age's  chill ; 
9f  wrong,  the  bosom's  ice, 
xAd  stagnation  into  vice. 

lie  knre  of  gold,  that  meanest  rage, 
Uy  of  man's  sinking  age, 
f  venturing  in  the  van  of  life, 
passions  wage  their  heated  strife, 
ing  last,  with  selfishness  and  fear, 
lecting  lumber  in  the  rear, — 
lalaed  every  grasping  hand 
jpirit  through  this  bartering  land ; 
>  traffic,  set  the  demon  gold 
ad  that  virtue's  self  is  sold, 
ice,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 
an,  like  other  wares  of  trade.' 

this  free,  this  virtuous  state, 
chmen  tell  us,  was  ordain'd  by  fate 
worid,  what  high  perfection  springs 
senators,  and  merchant  kings, — 
ready  patriots  learn  to  steal 

perquisites  from  public  weal, 
ns  of  the  country's  sacred  fire, 
meats,  let  out  the  flame  for  hire. 
id  demagogues,  who  nobly  rose 
id's  debtors  to  be  England's  foes,' 
leir  monarch  in  their  purse  forget, 
legiance,  but  to  cancel  debt,* 
I,   at  length,  the    mineral's  tempting 

I  a  patriot,  can  unmake  him  too.* 
a,  Freedom,  how  I  hate  thy  cant ! 
bombast,  not  the  savage  rant 
admen,  were  they  number'd  all 
I  Nero  down  to  Russian  Paul, 


ons  que,  dans  les  pays  ou  Ton  n*est  aflect^ 
Je  commerce,  on  tmfiqne  de  toates  les  actions 
)  urates  les  vertiu  monies."— Montesquieut 
Lois,  \iv.  XX.  chap.  8. 

Jl  not  be  suspected  of  a  wish  to  Jostify  ttiose 
>f  the  English  govenunent  which  the  colonies 
rssary  to  resist ;  my  only  object  here  is  to  ex- 
h  motive  of  some  of  the  leading  American 

penevering  enemy  to  the  Interests  of  this 
;al  the  politicians  of  the  western  world,  has 
la  merchant,  who,  finding  it  easier  to  settle 
than  hto  debts,  was  one  of  the  first  to  raise  the 
St  Great  Britain,  and  has  ever  since  endeav- 
|e  npoB  the  whole  country  the  obligatloas 
under  to  a  few  of  Its  merchants. 
tpUM*s  aeeoant  of  the  Pfeonsylvaaia  Insanec- 


Could  grate  upon  my  ear  so  mean,  so  base, 
As  the  rank  jargon  of  that  factious  race, 
Who,  poor  of  heart  and  |Ax>digal  of  words, 
Form'd  to  be  slaves,  yet  struggling  to  be  lozds, 
StQit  forth,  as  patriots,  from  their  negro-marts, 
And  shout  for  rights,  with  rapine  m  their  heartsi 

Who  can,  with  patience,  for  a  moment  see 
The  medley  mass  of  pride  and  misery. 
Of  whips  and  charters,  manacles  and  rights, 
Of  slaving  blacks  and  democratic  whites,* 
And  all  the  piebald  polity  that  reigns 
In  free  confusion  o'er  Columlna's  plains? 
To  thmk  that  man,  thou  just  and  gentle  God ! 
Should  stand  beforo  thee  with  a  tyrant's  rod 
O'er  creatures  like  himself,  with  souls  frt>m  thee, 
Yet  daro  to  boast  of  perfect  liberty ; 
Away,  away — I'd  rather  hold  my  neck 
By  doubtful  tenure  from  a  sultan's  beck. 
In  climes  where  liberty  has  scarce  been  named, 
Nor  any  right,  but  that  of  ruling,  claim'd. 
Than  thus  to  live,  where  bastard  Freedom  waves 
Her  fustian  flag  in  mockery  over  slaves ; 
Where — ^motley  laws  admitting  no  degree 
fietwixt  the  vilely  slaved  and  madly  free- 
Alike  the  bondage  and  the  license  suit. 
The  brute  made  ruler  and  the  man  made  brute. 

But,  while  I  thus,  my  friend,  m  floweriess  song, 
So  feebly  pamt,  what  yet  I  feel  so  strong. 
The  ills,  the  vices  of  the  land,  where  first 
Those  rebel  fiends,  that  rack  the  world,  were  nursed. 
Where  treason's  arm  by  royalty  was*  nerved. 
And  Frenchmen  leam'd  to  crush  the  throne  they 


Thou,  calmly  lull'd  in  dreams  of  classic  thought, 
By  bards  illimiined  and  by  sages  taught, 
Pant'st  to  be  all,  upon  this  mortal  scene. 
That  bard  hath  fancied  or  that  sage  hath  been. 
Why  should  I  wake  thee  ?  why  severely  chase 
The  lovely  forms  of  virtue  and  of  grace, 


tion  In  1794.  In  short,  see  Porcnpine*s  works  throoghoat, 
for  ample  corroboration  of  every  sentiment  which  I  haw 
ventured  to  express.  In  saying  this,  1  refer  less  to  the  com- 
ments of  that  writer  than  to  the  occurrences  which  he  has 
related  and  the  documents  which  he  has  preserved.  Opinioa 
may  be  suspected  of  bias,  but  facts  speak  for  themselves. 

•  In  Virginia  the  effects  of  this  system  begin  to  be  felt 
rather  seriously.  While  the  master  raves  of  liberty,  the 
slave  cannot  but  catch  the  contagion,  and  accordingly  there 
seldom  elapses  a  month  without  some  alarm  of  insurrection 
amongst  the  negroes.  The  accession  of  Louisiana,  it  Is 
feared,  will  increase  this  embarrassment ;  as  the  numeroos 
emigratlcms,  which  are  expected  to  take  place,  from  the 
southern  states  to  this  newly-acqnlred  territory,  will  consid- 
erably diminish  the  white  population,  and  thus  Ktren^^ii^^ 
the  proportion  of  negroes,  to  a  di^;ree  which  most  tUUinAteVf 
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That  dwell  before  thee,  like  the  pictures  spreBd 
By  Spartan  matrons  round  the  genial  bed. 
Moulding  thy  fancy,  and  with  gradual  an 
Bright'ning  the  young  conceptions  of  thy  heart 

Forgive  me,  Forbes— and  should  the  song  destroy 
One  generous  hope,  one  throb  of  social  joy, 
One  high  pulsation  of  the  zeal  for  man, 
Which  few  can  feel,  and  bless  that  few  who  can, — 
Oh !  turn  to  him,  beneath  whose  kindred  eyes 
Thy  talents  open  and  thy  virtues  rise, 
Forget  where  nature  has  been  dark  or  dim, 
And  proudly  study  all  her  lights  in  him. 
Yes,  yes,  in  him  the  erring  world  forget. 
And  feel  that  man  may  reach  perfection  yet 


TO 

THOMAS  HUME,  ESQ.,  M.  D. 

niOM  TBI  CITT  OP  WASBIROTON. 

AtriyiiiOfiat  itriyt}ftara  tcuif  awtcra,  KOtytavo  uip  vtroiSa 
ovK  cx^v.  Xkkopbort.  Epbki.  EpKuiejt.  lib.  v. 

Tis  evening  now ;  beneath  the  western  star 
Soft  sighs  the  lover  through  his  sweet  cigar, 
And  fills  the  ears  of  some  consenting  she 
With  puffi  and  vows,  with  smoke  and  constancy. 
The  patriot,  fresh  from  IVeedom*B  councils  come, 
Now  pleased  retires  to  lash  his  slaves  at  home ; 
Or  woo,  perhaps,  some  black  Aspasia's  charms. 
And  dream  of  fre^om  in  his  bondsmaid's  arms.' 

I  The  "  black  Aspiuria"  of  the  present  ♦♦♦♦♦♦•••  of 
the  United  State«,inter  A  vemales  hand  Ignotlsslma  nymphas^ 
has  given  rise  to  much  pleasantry  among  the  anti-democrat 
wits  in  America. 

s  "  On  the  original  location  of  the  gronnd  now  allotted  for 
the  seat  of  the  Federal  City,  (says  Mr.  Weld,)  the  identical 
spot  on  which  the  capitol  now  stands  was  called  Rome. 
This  anecdote  is  related  by  many  as  a  certain  prognostic  of 
the  future  magnificence  of  this  city,  which  is  to  be,  as  it 
were,  a  second  Rome."—  Wdd^»  Travda,  letter  iv. 

s  A  little  stream  runs  through  the  city,  which,  with  in 
tolerable  affectation,  they  have  styled  the  Tiber.  It  was 
originally  called  Goose-Creek. 

«  *'  To  be  under  the  necessity  of  going  through  a  deep  wood 
for  one  or  two  miles,  perhaps,  in  order  to  see  a  next-door 
neighbor,  and  in  the  same  city,  is  a  curious  and,  I  believe,  a 
novel  cirenmstance.*'—  Wdd^  letter  iv. 

The  Federal  City  (if  it  must  be  called  a  city)  has  not  been 
much  increased  since  Mr.  Weld  visited  it.  Most  of  the  pub- 
lic buildings,  which  were  then  in  some  degree  of  forward- 
ness, have  been  since  utterly  suspended.  The  hotel  is  al- 
ready a  min ;  a  great  part  of  Its  roof  has  fallen  in,  and  the 
rooms  are  left  to  be  occupied  gratuitously  by  the  miserable 
Scotch  and  Irish  emigrants.  Tlie  Presidents  house,  a  very 
Bolde  ttmctare,  is  by  no  meant  suited  to  the  philosophical 


In  fancy  now,  beneath  the  twHigfat  glooi 
Come,  let  me  lead  thee  o'er  this  <*  second  B 
Where  tribunes  rule,  where  dusky  Da\'i  bv 
And  what  was  Goose-Creek  once  is  Tiber 
This  embryo  capital,  where  Fancy  sees 
Squares  in  morasses,  obelisks  in  trees ; 
Which  second-sighted  seen,  ev'n  now,  adoi 
With  shrines  unbuilt  and  heroes  yet  unbon 

Though  naught  but  woods*  and  J n 

Where  streets  should  nui  and  sages  €ugkt  t 

.And  look,  how  cabnly  in  yon  radiant  wi 
T.«e  dying  sun  prepares  his  golden  grave. 
Oh  ntighty  river!  oh  ye  banks  of  shade ! 
Ye  matchless  scenes,  in  nature's  morning  i 
While  Btill,  in  all  th'  exuberance  of  prime» 
She  pour'd  her  wonders,  lavishly  sublime. 
Nor  yet  had  leam'd  to  stoop,  witli  hmnblec 
From  grand  to  soft,  from  wonderful  to  fair 
Say,  were  your  towering  hills,  your  boundl 
Your  rich  savannas  and  majestic  woods. 
Where  bards  should  meditate  and  heroes  n 
And  woman  charm,  and  man  deserve  her  1 
Oh  say,  was  worid  so  bright,  but  bom  to  f 
Its  own  half-organized,  half-minded  raceP 
Of  weak  barbarians,  swarming  o'er  its  htm 
Like  vermin  gender'd  on  the  lion's  crest  t 
Were  none  but  brutes  to  call  that  soil  their 
Where  none  but. demigods  should  dare  to  « 
Or  worse,  thou  wondrous  worid !  oh  \  doiA 
Did  heaven  design  thy  lordly  land  to  num 
The  motley  dregs  of  every  distant  clime, 
Each  blast  of  anarchy  and  taint  of  crime 
Which  Europe  shakes  from  her  perturbed  i 
In  full  malignity  to  rankle  here  7 


humility  of  its  present  possessor,  who  inhabits  M 
of  the  mansion  himself,  and  abandons  the  rest  H 
uncleanly  desolation,  which  those  who  are  not  fl 
cannot  look  at  without  regret.  This  grand  edUk 
cled  by  a  very  mdo  paling,  through  which  a  coy 
stile  introduces  the  visiters  of  the  firstman  in  AasJ 
respect  to  all  that  is  within  the  house,  I  shall  lomi 
dent  forbearance  of  Herodotus,  and  say,  radttmt 

The  private  buildings  exhibit  the  same  charael 
play  of  arrogant  speculation  and  premature  nril 
few  ranges  of  houses  which  were  begun  some  yell 
remained  so  long  waste  and  tmfinished,  that  tli 
for  the  most  part  dilapidated. 

•  The  picture  which  BufTon  and  De  Panw  bavi 
the  American  Indian,  though  very  humiliating;  li 
can  judge,  much  more  correct  than  the  flatterlnfl 
tions  which  Mr.  Jeflenon  has  given  us.  See  IM 
Virginia,  where  this  gentleman  endeavors  todtsfli 
eral  the  opinion  maintained  so  strongly  by  somofH 
that  nature  (as  Mr.  Jefl'erson  expresses  it)  he-Htti 
ductions  in  the  western  worid.  M.  de  Pauw  sM 
imperfection  of  animal  life  in  America  to  the  !■ 
very  recent  deluge,  firom  whose  efibcts  upon  Its  I 
mosphere  it  has  not  yet  sufficiently  recovoridj-^ 
mr  U9  JtwtMeains,  part  I.  torn.  i.  p.  KB. 
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And  they  told  him,  with  flattery  welcome  and  dear, 
That  they  fomid  in  hie  heart  something  better 
than  fame. 

Nor  did  woman— oh  woman  !    whose  form  and 
whose  soul 
Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we  por- 
soe; 
Whether  sunn'd  in  the  tropics  or  ch01*d  at  the 
pole, 
If  woman  be  there,  there  is  hi^ypmess  too : — 

Nor  did  she  her  enamoring  magic  deny, — 
That  magic  his  heart  had  rellnquish*d  so  long, — 

like  eyes  he  had  loved  was  her  eloquent  eye, 
Like  them  did  it  soften  and  weep  at  his  song. 

Oh,  blesi'd  be  the  tear,  and  in  memory  oil 

May  its  sparkle  be  shed  o*er  the  wanderer's  dream ; 

Thrice  blessM  be  that  eye,  and  may  passion  as  soft. 
As  free  from  a  pang,  ever  mellow  its  beam ! 

The  stranger  is  gone— bnt  he  will  not  forget. 

When  at  home  he  shall  talk  of  the  toils  he  has 
known. 

To  tell,  with  a  sigh,  what  endearments  he  met. 
As  he  stra/d  by  the  wave  of  the  Schuylkill  akme. 


LINES 

warrTKN  at 

THE  COHOS,  OR  FALLS  OP  THE  MOHAWK  RIVER.! 

G\h.  ere  In  loco  ove  •*  ndia  1  rimboinbo 


Deir  acqaa- 


Daxti. 


From  rise  of  mom  till  set  of  sun 
Tve  seen  the  mighty  Mohawk  run ; 
And  as  I  mark*d  the  woods  of  pine 
Along  his  mirror  darkly  shine, 
Like  tall  and  gloomy  forms  that  pass 
Before  the  wizard's  midnight  glass ; 
And  as  I  view'd  the  hurrying  pace 
With  which  he  ran  his  turbid  race. 


1  There  U  a  dreary  and  savage  character  in  the  country 
munediately  abont  these  Falls,  which  is  much  more  in  har- 
mony with  the  wildness  orsach  a  scene  than  the  cultivated 
lands  in  the  neighborhood  of  Niagara.  See  the  drawing  of 
them  in  Mr.  Weld's  book.  According  to  him,  the  perpen- 
dicalar  height  of  the  Cohos  Fail  is  flAy  feet;  bat  the  Mai^ 
qnis  de  Chastelluz  makes  it  seventy-six. 

The  fine  rainbow,  which  is  continually  forming  and  dls- 


Rushing,  alike  nntired  and  wQd, 
Through  shades  that  fivwn'd  and  Bam 

smiled, 
Flying  by  every  green  recess 
That  woo'd  him  to  its  calm  caress, 
Yet,  sometimes  turning  with  the  wind 
As  if  to  leave  one  look  behind, — 
Oft  have  I  thought,  and  thinking  sigh'i 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide, 
May  be  the  lot,  the  life  of  him 
Who  roams  along  thy  water's  brim ; 
Through  what  alternate  wastes  of  wo 
And  flowers  of  ^  my  path  may  go ; 
How  many  a  shelterM,  calm  retreat 
May  woo  the  while  my  w^ary  feet. 
While  still  pursuing,  still  unUess'd, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  .c  rest ; 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destined  falls, 
I  feel  the  world's  bewild'ring  force 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done. 
And  the  spent  current  cease  to  run 

One  only  prayer  I  dare  to  make. 
As  onward  thus  my  cwtuse  I  tak^  ;-> 
Oh,  be  my  falls  as  bright  as  thine ! 
May  heaven's  relentmg  rainbow 
Upon  the  mist  that  circles  me. 
As  soil  as  now  it  hangs  o'er  thee ! 


SONG 


THE  EVIL  SPIRIT  OP  THE  WOODa 

Qua  via  difllcilis,  qnaqne  fst  via  nulla. 
Ovid.  Metam.  lib.  IB 

Now  the  vapor,  hot  and  damp, 
Shed  by  day's  expiring  lamp, 
Through  the  misty  ether  spreads 
Every  ill  the  white  man  dreads ; 
Fiery  fever's  thirsty  thrill. 
Fitful  ague's  shivering  chill  I 

solving,  as  the  spray  rises  into  the  light  of  the  ■ 
haps  the  most  interesting  beanty  which  these  ' 
cataracts  exhibit 

*  The  idea  of  this  poem  occurred  to  me  in  panls 
the  very  dreary  wilderness  between  Batavla,  a  tt 
ment  in  the  midst  of  the  woods,  and  the  little  villafi 
upon  Lake  Erie.  This  is  the  most  fhUgninf  p 
route,  in  travelling  through  the  Genesee  country  ll 
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HariL !  I  hear  the  travellei'fl  song, 
As  he  wmdi  the  woods  along ; — 
Chiiatian,  'tb  the  song  of  fear ; 
Wolves  are  round  thee,  night  is  near, 
And  the  wild  thou  dar'st  to  roam — 
Think,  'twas  once  the  Indian's  home !' 

Ifithor,  i^iites,  who  love  to  harm, 
Wheresoe'er  yon  work  your  chaim, 
By  the  creeks,  or  hy  the  brakes. 
Where  the  pale  witch  feeds  her  snakes, 
And  the  cayman'  loves  to  creep, 
Tcnpid*  to  his  wintry  sleep: 
Where  the  bird  of  carrion  flits. 
And  the  shodd'ring  murderer  sits,* 
Lone  beneath  a  roof  of  blood ; 
While  upon  his  poisonM  food. 
From  the  corpse  of  him  he  slew 
Drops  the  chill  and  gory  dew. 

Hither  bend  ye,  turn  ye  hither, 
Eyes  that  blast  and  wings  that  wither ! 
Cross  the  wandering  Christian's  way. 
Lead  him,  ere  the  glimpse  of  day. 
Many  m  mile  of  madd'ning  error, 
Through  the  maze  of  night  and  terror, 
Till  the  mom  behold  him  lying 
On  the  damp  earth,  pale  and  dying. 
Mock  him,  when  his  eager  sight 
Seeks  the  cordial  cottage-light ; 
Gleam  then,  like  the  lightning-bug. 
Tempt  him  to  the  den  that's  dog 
For  the  foul  and  famish'd  brood 
Of  the  she-wolf,  gaunt  for  blood ; 
Or,  unto  the  dangerous  pass 
0*er  the  deep  and  dark  morass, 
Where  the  trembling  Indian  brings 
Belts  of  porcelain,  pipes,  and  rings. 
Tributes,  to  be  hung  in  air, 
To  the  Fiend  preading  there  .** 

Then,  when  night's  long  labor  past, 
WOder^d,  faint,  he  falls  at  last, 


>  **  The  Flv«  Confederated  Nations  (of  Indians)  were  set 
ed  ak»f  ibe  banks  of  the  Sasqnehannah  and  the  adjacent 
matrfy  until  the  year  1779,  when  General  SolUvan,  with  an 
rmy  of  4000  men,  drove  them  from  their  country  to  Niagara, 
'here,  being  obliged  to  live  on  salted  provisions,  to  which 
wef  were  luaeeastomed,  great  nnmbers  of  them  died.  Two 
sadnd  of  them,  it  b  said,  were  buried  In  one  grave,  where 
Mf  kSfi  encamped.**— JU»rse*«  Jlnurican  Oeography, 
•The  alligator,  who  is  snpposed  to  lie  in  a  ^rpid  state  all 
hi  frtBter,  in  the  bank  of  some  creek  or  pond,  having  pre- 
iHBly  swallowed  a  large  nnmtier  of  pine-knots,  which  are 
ISSBly  ansteaaaee  during  the  time. 
sms  was  the  mode  of  ponlshment  fix  murder  (as  Charle- 
( the  Borons.    **  They  laid  the  dead  body 


Sinking  where  the  causeway's  edge 
Moulders  in  the  slimy  sedge. 
There  let  every  noxicus  thing 
Trail  its  filth  and  fix  its  sting ; 
Let  the  bull-toad  taint  him  over. 
Round  him  let  moschetoes  hover. 
In  his  ears  and  eyeballs  tingling. 
With  his  blood  their  poison  mmgling. 
Till,  beneath  the  solar  fires. 
Rankling  all,  the  wretch  expires ! 


TO 

THE  HONOllABLE  W.  R.  SPENCER 

FROM  BUFFALO,  UPON  LAVS  ERIE. 

Nee  venit  ad  doros  mosa  vocata  Getas. 

Ovid,  ex  Ponto^  lib.  1.  ep.  5 

Thou  oft  hast  told  nte  of  the  happy  hours 

Enjoy'd  by  thee  in  fair  Italia's  bowers. 

Where,  lingering  yet,  the  ghost  of  ancient  wit 

Midst  modem  monks  profanely  dares  to  flit, 

And  pagan  spirits,  by  the  pope  unlaid. 

Haunt  every  stream  and  sing  through  every  shade. 

There  still  the  bard  who  (if  his  numbers  be 

His  tongue's  light  echo)  must  have  talk'd  like  thee, — 

The  courtly  bard,  from  whom  thy  mind  has  caught 

Those  playful,  sunshine  holidays  of  thought. 

In  which  the  spirit  baskingly  reclines. 

Bright  without  efibrt,  resting  while  it  shines, — 

Tliere  still  he  roves,  and  laughing  loves  to  see 

How  modem  priests  with  ancient  rakes  agree  ; 

How,  'ueath  the  cowl,  the  festal  garland  shines. 

And  Love  still  finds  a  niche  in  Christian  shrines 

There  still,  too,  roam  those  other  souls  of  song. 
With  whom  thy  spirit  hath  communed  so  long. 
That,  quick  as  light,  their  rarest  gems  of  thought. 
By  Memory's  magpie  to  thy  lip  are  brought 


npon  poles  at  the  top  of  a  cabin,  and  the  murderer  was  obliged 
to  remain  several  days  together,  and  to  receive  all  that  drop- 
ped fVom  the  carcass,  not  only  on  himself  bnt  on  his  food.** 

*  **  We  find  also  collars  of  porcelain,  tobacco,  ears  of  maize, 
skins,  &c.,  by  the  side  of  difficult  and  dangerous  ways,  on 
rocks,  or  by  the  side  of  the  fails ;  and  these  are  so  many  of- 
ferings made  to  the  spirits  which  preside  in  these  places.*'— 
See  Charlevoix'a  Letter  on  the  TYaditioiu  and  the  RdigUn  of 
the  Savages  of  Canada, 

Father  Hennepin  too  mentions  this  ceremony ;  he  also 
says,  *'  We  took  notice  of  one  barbarian,  who  made  a  kind 
of  sacrifice  upon  an  oak  at  the  Cascade  of  St.  Antony  of  Pa- 
doa,  upon  the  river  MississippL  *— See  Hennepin'a  Vogag§ 
into  AVrtA  America. 
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But  here,  alas !  by  Erie's  stormy  lake, 
As,  far  from  such  bright  haunts  my  conne  I  take, 
No  proud  remembrance  o*er  the  fancy  plays, 
No  classic  dream,  no  star  of  other  days 
Ilath  left  that  visionary  light  behind, 
That  lingering  radiance  of  unmortal  mind, 
Which  gilds  and  hallows  even  the  rudest  scene, 
The  humblest  shed,  where  genius  once  has  been  I 

All  that  creation's  yarying  mass  assumes 
Of  grand  or  lovely,  here  aspires  and  blooms ; 
Bold  rise  the  mountains,  rich  the  gardens  glow. 
Bright  lakes  expand,  and  conquering'  rivers  flow  ; 
But  mind,  immortal  mind,  without  whose  ray. 
This  world's  a  wilderness  and  man  but  clay, 
Mind,  mind  alone,  in  barren,  still  repose. 
Nor  blooms,  nor  rises,  nor  expands,  nor  flows. 
Take  Christians,  Mohawks,  democrats,  and  all 
From  the  rude  wigwam  to  the  congress-hall. 
From  man  the  savage,  whether  slaved  or  free, 
To  man  the  civilized,  less  tame  than  he, — 
'Tis  one  dull  chaos,  one  unfertile  strife 
Betwixt  half-poUsh'd  and  half-barbarous  life ; 
Where  every  ill  the  ancient  world  could  brew 
Is  mix'd  with  every  grossness  of  the  new ; 
Where  all  corrupts,  though  little  can  entice, 
And  naught  is  known  of  luxury,  but  its  vice! 

Is  this  the  region  then,  is  this  the  clime 
For  soaring  fancies  7  for  those  dreams  sublime, 
Which  all  their  miracles  of  light  reveal 
To  heads  that  meditate  and  hearts  that  feel? 
Alas !  not  so— the  Muse  of  Nature  lights 
Her  glories  round ;  she  scales  the  mount€un  heights, 
And  roams  the  forests ;  every  wondrous  spot 
Bums  with  her  step,  yet  man  regards  it  not 
8he  whispers  round,  her  words  are  in  the  air. 
But  lost,  unheard,  they  Imger  freezing  there,' 
Without  one  breath  of  soul,  divmely  strong, 
One  ray  of  mind  to  thaw  them  into  song. 

Yet,  yet  forgive  me,  oh  ye  sacred  few. 
Whom  late  by  Delaware's  green  banks  I  knew  ; 
Whom,  known  and  loved  through  many  a  social  eve, 
»Twas  bliss  to  live  with,  and  'twas  pam  to  leave.* 

1  This  epithet  was  suggested  by  Charlevoix's  ttrtldng  de- 
.icription  of  the  confluence  of  the  Missouri  with  the  Missls- 
rippl.  "I  lielleve  this  is  the  finest  confluence  in  the  worid. 
Tiae  two  riven  are  much  of  the  same  t>readth,  each  about 
half  a  league ;  but  the  Missouri  is  by  far  the  nuMt  rapid,  and 
ieemi  to  enter  the  Mississippi  lUte  a  conqueror,  through 
which  It  earries  iti  white  waves  to  the  opposite  shore,  with- 
oat  mlxiag  them :  aAerwards  it  gives  its  color  to  the  Missis- 
sippi, which  It  never  loses  again,  but  carries  quite  down  to 
die  sea.**— Letter  zxvU. 

•  Allading  to  the  fknciftU  notion  of  '*  words  congealed  in 
Mrthem  air.** 

s  la  the  society  of  Mr.  Dennis  and  his  fllends,  at  PhUar 


Not  with  more  joy  the  lonely  exile  seann'd 
The  writing  traced  upon  the  desert's  sand. 
Where  his  lone  heart  but  little  hoped  to  find 
One  trace  of  life,  one  stamp  of  human  kind. 
Than  did  I  hail  the  pure,  th'  enlighten'd  zeal. 
The  strength  to  reason  and  the  warmth  to  fetl, 
The  manly  polish  and  the  illumined  taste. 
Which, — 'mid  the  melancholy,  heartless  waste 
My  foot  has  traversed, — oh  you  sacred  few ! 
I  found  by  Delaware's  green  banks  with  yon. 

Long  may  you  loathe  the  Gallic  dross  that  mm 
Through  your  fair  country  and  corrupts  its  sons ; 
Long  love  the  arts,  the  glories  which  adorn 
Those  fields  of  freedom,  where  your  sires  were  bom 
Oh  I  if  America  can  yet  be  great. 
If  neither  chain'd  by  choice,  nor  doom'd  by  fate 
To  the  mob-mania  which  imbrutes  her  now. 
She  yet  can  raise  the  crown'd,  yet  civic  brow 
Of  single  majesty, — can  add  the  grace 
Of  Rank's  rich  capital  to  Freedom's  base. 
Nor  fear  the  mighty  shaft  will  feebler  prove 
For  the  fair  ornament  tliat  flowers  above  ; — 
If  yet  released  from  all  that  pedant  throng, 
So  vain  of  error  and  so  pledged  to  wrong. 
Who  hourly  teach  her,  like  themselves,  to  hide 
Weakness  in  vaunt,  and  barrenness  in  pride, 
She  yet  can  rise,  can  wreath  the  Attic  charms 
Of  soft  refinement  round  the  pomp  of  arms, 
And  see  her  poets  flash  the  fires  of  song. 
To  light  her  warriors'  thunderbolts  along ; — 
It  is  to  you,  to  souls  tliat  favoring  heaven 
Has  made  like  yours,  the  glorious  task  is  given  >~ 
Oh !  but  for  such,  Columbia's  days  were  done ; 
Rank  without  ripeness,  quicken'd  without  sim, 
Ccude  at  the  surface,  rotten  at  the  core. 
Her  fruits  would  fall,  before  her  spring  were  o'er. 

Believe  me,  Spencer,  whQe  I  wmg'd  the  hooa 
Where  Schuylkill  winds  his  way  through  bonki  i 

flowers, 
Though  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenmgs  few, 
So  warm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  fleWy 
That  my  charm'd  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam. 
And  rested  there,  as  in  a  dream  of  home. 

delphia,  I  passed  the  few  agreeable  momenta wlidcliaBy Iff 
through  the  States  aflbrded  me.  Mr.  Dennie  has  socoesii 
in  difibsing  through  this  cultivated  little  circle  that  love  I 
good  literature  and  sound  politics,  which  he  feels  so  Ml 
ously  himself,  and  which  is  so  very  rarely  the  ebanctciU 
of  his  countr>'men.  They  will  not,  I  trust,  aecuse  na  sfl 
liberality  for  the  picture  which  I  have  given  of  the  igaooa 
and  corruption  that  surround  them.  If  I  did  not  hata^'ai 
ought,  the  rabble  to  which  they  are  opposed,  I  coald  s 
value,  as  I  do,  the  spirit  with  which  thry  d^  it;  and 
learning  fh>m  them  what  Americans  ea»  As,  I  bat  iss  irf 
the  moce  indignation  what  Americans  «r». 
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Saint  of  this  green  ide !  hear  oar  prayezB, 
Oh,  grant  us  cool  heavens  and  favoring  aire. 
Blow,  breezes,  blow,  the  stream  nins  fast, 
rhe  Rapids  are  near  and  the  daylight's  pait 


TO  THE 

LADY  CHARLOTTE   RAWDON. 

FROM  TBI  lAXU  OF  TBI  ST.  LAWaSRCB. 

Not  many  months  have  now  been  dream*d  away 
Since  yonder  sun,  beneath  whose  evening  ray 
Our  boat  glides  swiftly  past  these  wooded  shores, 
Saw  me  where  Trent  his  mazy  current  pours, 
And  Domngton*s  old  oaks,  to  every  breeze. 
Whisper  the  tale  of  bygone  centuries ; — 
Those  oaks,  to  me  as  sacred  as  the  groves. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  pious  Persian  roves, 
And  hears  the  spirit-voice  of  sire,  or  chief, 
Or  loved  mistress,  sigh  in  every  leaf.' 
There,  oft,  dear  Lady,  while  thy  lip  hath  sung 
My  own  unpolish'd  lays,  how  proud  Fve  hung 
On  every  tuneful  accent !  proud  to  feel 
That  notes  like  mine  should  have  the  fate  to  steal 
As  o'er  thy  hallowing  lip  they  sigh'd  along, 
Such  breath  of  passion  and  such  soul  of  song. 
Yes, — I  have  wonder'd,  like  some  peasant  boy 
Who  sings,  on  Sabbath-eve,  his  strains  of  joy, 
And  when  he  hears  the  wild,  untutor'd  note 
Back  to  his  ear  on  softening  echoes  float, 
Believes  it  still  some  answering  spirit's  tone, 
And  thinks  it  aII  too  sweet  to  be  his  own ! 

I  di«amt  not  then  that,  ere  the  rollmg  year 
Had  fill'd  its  circle,  I  should  wander  here 
In  musing  awe ;  should  tread  this  wondrous  worid, 
See  all  its  store  of  mland  waters  hurl'd 
In  one  vast  volume  down  Niagara's  steep. 
Or  cahn  behold  them,  in  transparent  sleep, 

>  **  Avendo  etsi  per  costaine  di  avere  in  venerarione  gll 
albert  grandl  et  antichl,  qoaal  cbe  ■iano  spesso  rlcettaccoli 
dl  anlme  beate.**— PteCr*  dtUa  Waiitt  part  second.,  lettera 
16  da  I  giaidini  di  Sciraz. 

*  Anbnrey,  in  his  Travels,  has  noticed  this  shooting  illa- 
■itnatloa  which  porpoises  difiVise  at  night  throogh  the  rtver 
St.  Lawrence.— Vol.  1.  p.  89. 

*  The  glass-snake  is  brittle  and  transparent 

« **  The  deported  spirit  goes  into  the  Country  of  Sools, 
where,  according  to  some,  it  is  transformed  into  a  dove.**— 
CkarU99i*t  «pem  HU  TVadition*  and  the  Rdigion  of  tk*  Sav- 
gm  •/  Canadm.  See  the  cnrions  fkble  of  the  Amerienn  Or- 
pboM-ln  Lafltan,  torn.  1.  p.  403. 

*  •'The  BMMUtains  appeared  to  be  sprinkled  with  white 


Where  the  blue  hills  of  old  Toronto  died 
Their  evening  shadows  o'er  Ontario's  bed ; 
Should  trace  the  grand  Cadaraqui,  and  glide 
Down  the  white  rapids  of  his  lordly  tide 
Through  massy  woods,  mid  islets  flowerinjr  fair 
And  blooming  glades,  where  the  fint  sinful  pair 
For  consolation  might  have  weeping  trod. 
When  banish'd  from  the  garden  of  their  God. 
Oh,  Lady !  these  are  miracles,  which  man, 
Caged  m  the  bounds  of  Europe's  pigmy  qian. 
Can  scarcely  dream  of, — which  his  eye  must  see 
To  know  how  wonderful  this  worid  can  be ! 

But  lo,— «.ie  last  tints  of  the  west  decline, 
And  night  falls  dewy  o'er  these  banks  of  iiine. 
Among  the  reeds,  in  which  our  idle  boat 
Is  rock'd  to  rest,  the  wind's  complaming  note 
Dies  like  a  half-breathed  whispering  of  flutes ; 
Along  the  wave  the  gleammg  porpoise  shoots, 
And  I  can  trace  him,  like  a  watery  star,* 
Down  the  steep  current,  till  he  fades  afar 
Amid  the  foaming  breakers'  silvery  light, 
Where  yon  rough  rapids  sparide  through  the  nigl 
Here,  as  along  this  ^adowy  bank  I  stray, 
And  the  smooth  glass-snake,*  glidmg  o'er  my  me 
Shows  the  dim  moonlight  through  his  scaly  fina^ 
Fancy,  with  all  the  scene's  enchantment  warm^ 
Hears  in  the  murmur  of  the  nightly  breeze 
Some  Indian  Spirit  warble  words  IUlo  these  >^ 

From  the  land  beyond  the  sea. 
Whither  happy  spirits  flee ; 
Where,  transform'd  to  sacred  doves,* 
Many  a  blessed  Indian  roves 
Through  the  air  on  wing,  as  white 
As  those  wondrous  stones  of  light,* 
Which  the  eye  of  morning  coimts 
On  the  Apallachian  mounts, — 
Hither  oft  my  flight  I  take 
Over  Huron's  lucid  lake. 
Where  the  wave,  as  clear  as  deWf 
Sleeps  beneath  the  light  canoe, 
Which,  reflected,  floating  then. 
Looks  as  if  it  hung  in  air.* 

stones,  which  glistened  in  the  sun,  and  wero  ealM  If 
Indians  manetoe  aseni&h,  or  spirit-stones.**— JIAmAm 
Journal. 

*  These  lines  were  suggested  by  Carver's  descrtpHoaef 
of  the  American  lakes.  "  When  it  was  calm,**  he  aayi^  * 
the  san  shone  bright,  I  coald  sit  in  my  canoe,  where  the  A 
was  upwards  of  six  (kiboms,and  plainly  see  hoge  piletoDl 
at  the  bottom,  of  diflerent  shapes,  some  of  which  ippnin 
if  they  had  been  hewn ;  the  water  was  at  this  time  as  pmt 
transparent  as  air,  and  my  canoe  seemed  as  If  it  hnagsaip 
ed  in  that  element  It  was  impossible  to  look  atlMil 
throngh  this  Umpid  medium,  at  the  rocks  below,  witboell 
ing,  before  many  minates  were  elapsed,  your  heatf  If 
and  your  eyes  no  longer  able  to  behold  the  ^p»M»f  SM 
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Tlieii,  when  I  hare  stny'd  awhile 
Through  the  Manataulin  ide,' 
Breathing  all  iti  holy  bloom, 
Swift  I  mount  me  on  the  plume 
Of  my  Wakon-Biid,'  and  fly 
Where,  beneath  a  boming  fdcy, 
0*er  th^  bed  of  Erie's  lake 
Sloniben  many  a  water-enake, 
Wnpt  within  tfie  web  of  leaves, 
Whidi  the  water-lily  weayes.* 
Next  I  cfaaae  the  flow'ret-king 
Through  his  rosy  reahn  of  spring ; 
See  him  now,  while  diamond  hues 
Soft  his  neck  and  wings  sofilise, 
In  the  leafy  chalice  sink, 
Tlmsting  for  his  balmy  drink ; 
Now  behold  him  all  on  fire, 
Lovely  in  his  looks  of  ire, 
Braaldng  every  infant  stem, 
Scatf  ring  every  velvet  gem, 
Where  his  little  tyrant  lip  ^ 

Had  not  found  enough  to  sip. 

Then  my  playful  hand  I  steep 
Where  the  gold-thread*  loves  to  creep, 
Ciill  from  thence  a  tangled  wreath, 
Woids  of  magic  round  it  breathe, 
And  the  sunny  chaplet  spread 
iyeT  the  sleeping  fly-bird*s  head,' 
TiD,  with  dreams  of  honey  blest, 
Haonted,  m  his  downy  nest. 
By  the  garden's  fairest  spells. 
Dewy  buds  and  fragrant  bells. 
Fancy  all  his  soul  embowers 
In  the  fly-bird's  heaven  of  flowers. 

Oft,  when  hoar  and  silvery  flakes 
Melt  along  the  raffled  lakes, 
When  the  gray  moose  sheds  his  horns, 
When  the  track,  at  evening,  warns 

Ipvis  avoir  traverse  plaslenrs  isles  pea  considerables, 
t  ea  troavijnes  le  qaatriiroe  Jour  nne  famense  nominee 
i  de  Manittraalln. — Fo/ages  du  Baron  de  /.tcAonton,  torn. 
.  IS.  ManataoUn  cignlfies  a  Place  uf  Spiriu,  and  this 
id  In  Lake  Huron  is  held  sacred  by  the  Indians. 
*The  Wakoo-Blrd,  which  probably  is  of  the  same  spe- 
wtdi  fbe  Bfanl  of  Paradise,  receives  its  name  from  the 
s  tbs  ladiana  have  of  its  sapcrior  excellence ;  the  Wa- 
-BM  briaf.  In  their  language,  the  Bird  of  the  Great 

Tkc  fslMda  of  Lake  Erie  are  surrounded  to  a  considera- 
dtatuee  by  the  large  pond-lily,  whose  leaves  spread 
Uy  ofcr  the  rar&ce  of  the  lake,  and  form  a  kind  of  bed 
te  wafler-cnakes  in  summer. 

■The  v^d  thread  is  of  the  vine  kind,  and  grows  In 
a^w.  -  The  roots  spread  themselves  Just  under  the  sur- 
l«f  fhs  ■Mvaases,  and  are  easily  drawn  out  by  handfuls. 
If  aeeemUe  a  large  entangled  skein  of  silk,  and  am  of  a 


Weary  hunters  of  the  way 
To  the  wigwam's  cheering  ray. 
Then,  aloft  through  freezing  air. 
With  the  snow-bird*  soft  and  fair 
As  the  fleece  that  heaven  flings 
0*er  his  little  peariy  wings, 
light  above  the  rocks  I  play. 
Where  Niagara's  starry  spray, 
Froien  on  the  clifi^,  appears 
Like  a  giant's  starting  tears. 
There,  amid  the  island-sedge. 
Just  upon  the  ca^ract's  edge, 
iVhcre  the  foot  of  living  man 
Never  trod  since  time  began. 
Lone  I  sit,  at  cloee  of  day. 
While,  beneath  the  golden  ray, 
Icy  columns  gleam  below, 
Feather'd  round  with  falling  snow, 
And  an  arch  of  glory  springs. 
Sparkling  as  the  chain  of  rings 
Round  the  neck  of  virgins  hung, — 
Virgins,^  who  have  wander'd  young 
O'er  the  waters  of  the  west 
To  the  land  where  spirits  rest ! 

Thus  have  I  charm'd,  with  visionary  lay. 
The  lonely  moments  of  the  night  away ; 
And  now,  fresh  daylight  o'er  the  water  beams  ! 
Once  more  embark'd  upon  the  glitt'ring  streams. 
Our  boat  flies  light  along  the  leafy  shore, 
Shoothig  the  falls,  without  a  dip  of  oar 
Or  breath  of  zephyr,  like  the  mystic  bark 
The  poet  saw,  in  dreams  divinely  dark, 
Borne,  without  sails,  along  the  dusky  flood,' 
While  on  its  deck  a  pilot  angel  stood, 
And,  with  his  wings  of  living  light  unfurl'd. 
Coasted  the  dim  shores  of  another  world  I 

Yet,  oh !  believe  me,  mid  this  mingled  maze 
Of  nature's  beauties,  where  the  fancy  strays 

A  "L'oiscan  moucbe,  gros  conime  un  hanneton.  est  de 
toutcs  coulcurs,  vivea  et  changeantes :  il  lire  sa  subsiRtence 
des  fleurs  comuie  les  abcilles :  son  nld  est  fait  d'un  cotton 
trds-fin  suspendu  k  une  branche  d'arbre  " — Voyagea  auz 
JtuUs  Occidentales,  par  M.  Bossu,  scconde  part,  lelt.  xx. 

•  Enibcriza  hycmails.— See  Imlay's  Kem  ucky,  p.  280. 

T  LafiUiu  supposes  that  there  was  an  order  of  vestals  es- 
tablished among  the  Iroquois  Indians. — Maurs  des  Sauvages 
J3miricaina,  4c.,  torn.  i.  p.  173. 

/edi  che  sdcgna  gll  argomenti  umanl ; 
Si  che  remo  non  vuol,  no  altro  velo, 
Che  r  ale  sue  tra  liti  si  lontani. 

Vedi  come  1*  ha  dritte  verso  M  ciolo 
Trattando  1*  aere  con  I*  eteme  penne ; 
Che  non  si  mutan,  come  mortal  pelo. 

Daktk,  PurgaUr.,  cant  U. 
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From  chann  to  chann,  where  every  flow'ret*!  hue 
Hath  something  strange,  and  every  leaf  is  new, — 
I  never  feel  a  joy  so  pure  and  still. 
So  inly  felt,  as  when  some  brook  or  hill, 
Or  veteran  oak,  like  those  remembered  well, 
Some  mountam  echo,  or  some  wild-flower's  smell, 
(For,  who  can  say  by  what  small  fauy  ties. 
The  memory  clings  to  pleasure  as  it  flies?) 
Reminds  my  heart  of  many  a  silvan  dream 
I  once  indulged  by  Trent's  inq>iriug  stream ; 
Of  all  my  sunny  moms  and  moonlight  nights 
On  Donnington's  green  lawns  and  breezy  heights. 

Whether  I  trace  the  tranquil  moments  o'er 
When  I  have  seen  thee  cull  the  fruits  of  lore. 
With  him,  the  polish'd  warrior,  by  thy  side, 
A  sister^s  idol  and  a  nation's  pride  ! 
When  thou  hast  read  of  heroes,  trophied  high 
In  ancient  fame,  and  I  have  seen  thine  eye 
Turn  to  the  living  hero,  while  it  read, 
For  pure  and  bright'ning  comments  on  the  dead ; — 
Or  whether  memory  to  my  mind  recalls 
The  t'estal  grandeur  of  those  lordly  halls. 
When  guests  have  met  around  the  sparkUng  board. 
And  welcome  warm'd  the  cup  that  luxury  pourM  ; 
When  the  bright  futuro  star  of  England's  throne. 
With  magic  smile,  hath  o*er  the  banquet  shone. 
Winning  respect,  nor  claimmg  what  he  won. 
But  tempering  greatness,  like  an  evening  sun 
Whose  light  the  eye  can  tranquilly  admire, 
Radiaut,  but  mild,  all  softness,  yet  all  fire ; — 
Whatever  hue  my  recollections  take. 
Even  the  regret,  the  very  pain  they  wake 
Is  mix'd  with  happiness ;— but,  ah !  no  more — 
Lady !  adieu — ^my  heart  has  lingered  o'er 
Those  vanish'd  times,  tiU  all  that  round  me  lies. 
Streams,  banks,  and  bowers  have  faded  on  my  eyes ! 


IMPROMPTU, 

AVTER  A  VISrr  TO  MRS  ,  OF  MONTREAL. 

TwAB  but  for  a  moment — and  yet  in  that  time 
She  crowded  th'  impressions  of  many  an  hour: 

Her  eye  had  a  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  clime. 
Which  waked  every  feeling  at  once  into  flower. 


1  This  is  one  of  the  Magdalen  Islands,  and,  singularly 
enough,  is  the  property  of  Sir  Isaac  Coffln.  The  above  lines 
were  suggested  by  a  superstition  very  common  among  sailors, 
who  csdl  this  ghost-ship,  I  think,  "  the  flying  Dutchman.** 

We  were  thirteen  days  on  our  passage  (torn  Quebec  to 
Hallfiuc,  and  I  had  been  so  spoiled  by  the  truly  splendid  hoe- 


Oh  !  could  we  have  borrow'd  from  Time  ba 
To  renew  such  impresuons  again  and  agi 

The  thmgB  we  should  look  and  imagine  and 
Would  be  worth  all  the  life  we  had  wi 
then. 

What  we  had  not  the  leisure  or  language  to 

We  should  find  some  more  spiritual  mod 

vealing. 

And,  between  js.  should  feel  just  as  nm 

week 

As  others  would  take  a  millennium  in  fee 


warrmr 
ON  PASSING  DEADMAN'S  ISLA] 

Xir  TBI 

GULP  OF  ST.  LAWRENCE, 

LATE  IN  THE  EVENINO,  iEFTEMBSE,  18| 

See  you,  beneath  yon  cloud  so  dark, 
Fast  gliding  along  a  gloomy  bark?  ^ 

Her  sails  are  full, — though  the  wind  is  id 
And  there  blows  not  a  In^ath  her  sails  to^  j 

Say  what  doth  that  vessel  of  darkness  bil 
The  silent  calm  of  the  grave  is  there. 
Save  now  and  again  a  death-knell  run|^. 
And  the  flap  of  the  sails  with  night-fog  kl 

There  lieth  a  wreck  on  the  dismal  shorn  . 
Of  cold  and  pitiless  Labrador ; 
Where,  under  the  moon,  upon  moimta  o(j 
Full  many  a  mariner's  bones  are  toss'd*  , 

Yon  shadowy  bark  hath  been  to  that  wif 
And  (he  dim  blue  fire,  that  lights  her  deij| 
Doth  play  on  as  pale  and  livid  a  crew    . 
As  ever  yet  drank  the  churchyard  dew. 

To  Deadman's  Isle,  in  the  eye  of  the  bbi 
To  Deadman*s  Isle,  she  speeds  her  fast  (  , 
By  skeleton  shapes  her  sails  are  forl'd. 
And  the  hand  that  steers  is  not  of  this  iMJ 


pltality  of  my  friends  of  the  Phaeton  and  BostoB«| 
but  ill  prepared  for  the  miseries  of  a  Caoadlaa  ««| 
weather,  however,  was  pleasant,  aad  the  soenerf.j 
river  delightAil.  Our  passage  throogh  the  G«t  i 
with  a  bright  sky  and  a  fair  wind,  was  partSc«l8ll| 
and  romantie. 
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CORRUPTION,  AND  INTOLERANCE: 


TWO   POEMS: 


ADDKEHBD  TO  AN  ENOUBHMAN  BY  All  IHWHMAW. 


PREFACE. 

The  nractice  which  has  been  lately  introduced 
into  literature,  of  writing  very  long  notes  upon  very 
indifferent  verses,  appears  to  me  rather  a  happy  in- 
vention ;  as  it  supplies  us  with  a  mode  of  turning 
dull  poetry  to  account ;  and  a6  horses  too  heavy  for 
the  saddle  may  yet  serve  well  enough  to  draw  lum- 
ber, so  Poems  of  this  kind  make  excellent  beasts  of 
burden,  and  will  bear  notes,  though  they  may  not 
bear  reading.  Besides,  the  comments  in  such  cases 
are  so  little  under  the  necessity  of  paying  any  servile 
deference  to  the  text,  that  they  may  even  adopt 
that  Socratic  dogma,  "  Quod  supra  nos  nihil  ad 
nos. 

In  the  first  of  the  two  following  Poems,  I  have 
ventured  to  speak  of  the  Revolution  of  1688  in  lan- 
guage which  has  sometimes  been  employed  by  Tory 
writers,  and  which  is  therefore  neither  very  new  nor 
popular.  But  however  an  Englishman  might  be  re- 
proacI)ed  with  ingratitude,  for  depreciating  the  merits 
and  results  of  a  measure  which  he  is  taught  to  re- 
gard as  the  source  of  his  liberties — however  ungrate- 
ful it  might  appear  in  Alderman  B — rch  to  question 
for  a  moment  the  purity  of  that  glorious  era  to 
which  he  is  indebted  for  the  seasoning  of  so  many 
orations — yet  an  Irishman,  who  has  none  of  these 
obligations  ta  acknowledge ;  to  whose  country  the 
Revolution  brought  nothing  but  injury  and  insult, 
and  who  recollects  that  the  book  of  Molyneux  was 
burned,  by  order  of  William's  Whig  Parliament,  for 
daring  to  extend  to  unfortunate  Ireland  those  princi- 
ples on  which  the  Revolution  was  professedly  founded 
— an  Irishman  may  be  allowed  to  criticise  freely  the 
measures  of  that  period,  without  exposing  himself 
either  to  the  imputation  of  ingratitude,  or  to  the  sus- 
picion of  being  influenced  by  any  Popish  remains  of 
Jaoobitism.  No  nation,  it  is  true,  was  ever  blessed 
with  a  more  golden  opportunity  of  establishmg  and 


securing  its  liberties  forever  than  the  oonjoBfll 
Eighty-eight  presented  to  the  people  of 
Britam.  But  the  disgraceful  reigns  of  Chaili 
James  had  weakened  and  degraded  the  m 
character.  The  bold  notions  of  pd)>ular  rigfat* 
had  arisen  out  of  the  struggles  between  Chiri 
First  and  his  Parliament,  were  gradual^ 
planted  by  those  slavish  doctrines  for  which 
H — kesb — ^ry  eulogizes  the  churchmen  of  that  | 
and  as  the  Reformation  had  happened  too  soon 
purity  of  religion,  so  the  Revolution  cam«  U 
for  tiie  spirit  of  liberty.  Its  advantages,  acomi 
were  for  the  most  part  specious  and  tnmsiioiy 
the  evils  which  it  entailed  are  still  felt  and  I 
creasing.  By  rendering  unnecessary  the  Ai 
exercise  of  Prerogative, — that  unwieldy 
which  cannot  move  a  step  without  alann^ 
minishcd  the  only  interference  of  the  CrowB, 
is  singly  and  independently  exposed  before  th 
pie,  and  whose  abuses  therefore  are  obvious  li 
senses  and  capacities.  Like  the  myrtle  orm  t 
brated  statue  in  Minerva's  temple  at  Atheii%  1 
fully  veiled  from  the  public  eye  the  only  «b 
feature  of  royahy.  At  the  same  time,  huweM 
the  Revolution  abridged  this  unpopular  atlil 
amply  compensated  by  the  substitution  of  i 
power,  as  much  more  potent  in  its  eSect  as  it  I 
secret  in  its  operations.  In  the  diqxieal  of  t 
mense  revenue  and  the  extensive  patronage « 
to  it,  the  first  foundations  of  this  power  of  tbtt  < 
were  laid ;  the  innovation  of  a  standing  «( 
once  mcreasod  and  strengthened  it,  and  the  M 
barriers  which  the  Act  of  Settlement  opponi 
progress  have  all  been  gradually  renaoved  dnd 
whiggish  reigns  that  succeeded ;  till  at  !«i^j| 
spirit  of  influence  has  become  the  vital 
the  state, — an  agency,  subtle  and 
pervades  every  part  of  the  Constitution,  IuiIbi 
all  its  forms  and  regulates  all  its  movemeofe 
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Turn,  while  I  tell  how  EngiantTfl  freedom  found, 
Where    most    she    looked    for    life,   her   deadliest 

wound ; 
How  brave  she  struggled,  while  her  foe  was  seen, 
How  faiiit  since  Influence  lent  that  foo  a  screen  ; 
How  stroug  o'er  James  and  Popery  she  prevailed. 

How  weakly  fell,  when  Whigs  and  gold  assailU' 

• 

While  kings  were  poor,  and  all  those  schemes 

unknown 
Which  drain  the  people,  to  enrich  the  throne  ; 
Ere  yet  a  yielding  Commons  had  supplied 
Those   chains  of  gold   by  which   themselves   are 

tied; 
Then  proud  Prerogative,  untaught  to  creep 
With  bribery's  silent  foot  on  Freedom's  sleep, 
Frankly  avow'd  his  bold  enslaving  plan. 
And  claimM  a  right  from  God  to  trample  man  * 
But  Luther's  schism  had  too  much  roused  mankind 
For  Hampden's  truths  to  linger  long  beliind  ; 
Nor  then,  when  king-like  popes  bad  fallen  so  low, 
Could  pope-Iiko  kings'  escape  the  levelling  blow. 
That  ponderous  sceptre,  (in  whose  place  we  bow 
To  the  light  talisman  of  influence  now,) 
Too  gross,  too  visible  to  work  the  spell 
Which  modem  power  performs,  m  fragments  fell : 

think  of  thnt  marquis  whom  Montesqnica  mentions,*  who 
set  abont  loolcing  for  mines  In  the  Pyrenees,  on  the  strength 
of  authorities  which  he  had  read  in  some  ancient  authors. 
The  poor  marqnls  toiled  and  searched  in  vain.  He  quoted 
his  nuthoritics  to  the  last,  but  found  no  mines  after  ail. 

>  The  chief,  perhaps  the  only  advantage  which  has  result- 
ed fVoni  the  system  of  influence,  is  that  tranquil  course  of  un- 
intrrr^e<i  action  which  it  has  given  to  the  administration 
of  povomment.  If  liings  mutt  be  pamniount  in  the  state, 
(and  their  ministers  for  the  time  being  always  think  so,)  the 
countl^  is  indebted  to  the  Revolution  for  enabling  them  to 
Vcomo  so  quietly,  and  for  removing  skilfully  the  danger  of 
tiiose  shocks  and  collisions  which  the  alarming  efforts  of 
prcro<rntlvc  never  failed  to  produce. 

Instead  of  vain  and  disturbing  efforts  to  establish  that  spec- 
ulHtU'o  balance  of  tiie  constitution,  which,  perhaps,  has 
never  existed  but  in  the  pages  of  Montesquieu  and  Dc  Lolme, 
a  prcpondeninco  is  now  silently  yielded  to  one  of  the  three 
estates,  which  carries  the  other  two  almost  Insensibly,  but 
still  eflectnally,  along  with  it;  and  even  though  the  path 
may  lead  eventually  to  destruction,  yet  its  specious  and 
gilded  nmoothnoss  almost  atones  for  the  danger;  and,  like 
MiIton*s  bridge  over  Chaos,  it  may  be  said  to  lead, 

"  Smooth,  easy,  inoffensive,  down  to .** 

•  The  drivelling  correspondence  between  James  I.  and  his 
"dogStecnic,**  (the  Duke  of  Buckingham,)  which  we  And 
among  the  Ilardwickft  Papers,  sufficiently  shows,  if  we 
wanted  any  such  illustration,  into  what  doting,  idiotic  brains 
the  plan  of  arMtrnry  power  may  enter. 

'  Tacitus  has  expressed  his  opinion.  In  a  passage  very  fre- 
quently quoted,  that  such  a  distribution  of  power  as  the 
theor>' of  the  British  constitution  exhibits  is  merely  a  subject 
of  bright  speculation,  "  a  system  more  easily  praised  than 
practised,  and  which,  even  could  it  happen  to  exist,  would 
certainly  not  prove  permanent  ;*'  and,  in  truth,  a  review  of 
•  Liv.  xu.  chap.  t. 


In  fragments  lay,  till,  patch'd  and  painted  o'er 
With  fleur-do-lys,  it  shone  and  toouiged  once  n 

'Twas  then,  my  friend,  thy  kneeing  nation  cpn 
Long,  long  and  deep,  the  churohman's  qyiate  dran 
Of  passive,  prone  obedience — then  took  flight 
All  sense  of  man's  true  dignity  and  right ; 
And  Britons  slept  so  sluggish  in  their  chain* 
That  Freedom's  watch-voice  call'd  almost  in  rai 
Oh  England!  England!  what  a  chance  was  Urn 
When  the  last  tyrant  of  that  iUH9tarr'd  line 
Fled  from  liis  stdlied  crown,  and  left  thee  free 
To  found  thy  own  eternal  liberty ! 
How  nobly  high,  in  that  propitious  hour. 
Might  patriot  hands  havo  rused  the  ti^e  town* 
Of  British  freedom,  on  a  rock  divine 
Which  neither   foroo   could  storm  noi      each 

mine! 
But,  no^the  luminous,  the  lofty  plan. 
Like  mighty  Babel,  scem'd  too  bold  for  man ; 
The  curse  of  jarring  tongues  again  was  given 
To  thwart  a  work  which  raised  m^  nearer  hoKf 
While  Tories  niarrd  what  Whigs  had  scaroo  I 

gun, 
While  Whigs  undid  what  Whigs  thenuehM  1 


England*!  annals  would  dispose  us  to  sgiee  with  the  p 
historian's  remark.  For  we  find  that  at  no  period  whsli 
has  this  balance  of  the  three  estates  existed ;  that  the  art 
predominated  till  the  policy  of  Henry  VII.  and  hfai  i 
reduced  tlielr  weight  by  breaking  up  the  feudal  i 
property ;  that  the  power  of  the  Crown  became  then  i 
and  absolute,  till  the  bold  encroachments  of  the  Ca 
subverted  the  fabric  altogether;  that  the  alternate  i 
cy  of  prerogative  and  privilege  distracted  the  period  wM 
followed  the  Restoration  ;  and  that,  lastly,  the  Acts  of  M 
by  laying  the  foundation  of  an  unbounded  court-inflsH 
have  secured  a  prepondemnce  to  the  Throne,  which  evi 
succeeding  year  increases.  So  that  the  vaunted  Britlaliai 
stitution  has  never  perhaps  existed  but  In  mere  theory. 

*  The  monarciis  of  Great  Britain  can  never  be  suflldsi 
grateful  for  that  accommodating  spirit  which  led  the  Bff 
lutionar}'  Whigs  to  give  away  the  crown,  without  Impori 
any  of  those  restraints  or  stipulations  which  other  men  1^ 
have  tnken  advantage  of  so  favorable  a  moment  loesia 
and  in  the  framing  of  which  they  had  so  good  a  mott^ 
follow  as  the  liniiUitions  proposed  by  the  Lords  Emci  1 
Halifax,  in  the  debate  upon  the  Exclusion  Bill.  Thefl 
only  condescended,  howevt-r.  to  accept  of  places,  but  tookV 
that  these  dignities  should  be  no  im|)cdiment  to  their  "ml 
potential**  in  atfalrs  of  leglsUtion  ;  and  although  anAcl|| 
after  many  years  suflforcd  to  pass,  which  by  one  of  its  aiH 
disqualified  placemen  from  serving  ns  members  of  the  M 
of  Commonii,  it  was  yet  not  allowed  to  interfere  with  tfeel 
fluence  of  the  reigning  monarch,  nor  with  that  of  his  sacaii 
Anne.  The  purifying  clause,  Indeed,  was  not  to  takeii| 
till  after  the  decease  of  the  latter  tfovorelgn,  and  she  very  fl 
siderately  repealed  it  altogether.  So  that,  as  ii  pii  iiiiiiM 
has  continued  ever  since,  if  the  l(lng  were  simple  ewmft 
send  to  foreign  cottrts  amtvassadors  who  were  most  of  llMli 
the  pay  of  those  court^  he  would  l>e  just  ns  honestly  and  i|| 
f\illy  represented  as  are  his  people.  It  would  bo  endm 
enumerate  all  the  favors  which  were  conferred  upon  W0$ 
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nir  WAS  lo«t,  vad  WilIiiiTii^  with  a  smilt, 
'r^t^oni  weepmg  o'er  lb©  uoBoiah^cl  pQa  I 

CO  oil  thf^  ilk  ^'ou  buFfTj^ — heatt  remain 
«l!hi£  fra^m^uts  of  that  feuda]  chain/ 
liulu,  stound  yon  by  the  Norman  Bung, 
1    loosed    and    broko    bo  often^  11111    have 

dy  IVarogative,  tiike  Jov«  of  old, 
Fti*d  his  thnndef  iitia  ihoweTB  of  goild^ 


I  Wliljp."  Thoy  compUqwiKPd  blm  wUh 
I  of  the  tLahe^t  Curpui  Att  n^hsch  tuicl 
I  tidce  tbr  aintitmftXinn  of  th^t  prlv^tc-ge;  nod 
o|4«  of  tmr  DfIIktvt^s  fr^  bai  ont  been  lost  upon 
li  meoBmon,  Thej  promoted  the  h  tnbl  iih  own  t  <}f 
i|  aooy,  and  cinalnted  in  \U  defsneo  the  <elehmtcd 
laf  iMX^t**  ia  which  11  li  LniTiiim(£i)  lh;il  England, 
a,  la  ber  iKHited  hoar  of  Kgtntmilon,  wfm  arHreiJ 
i  pitch  of  frcifnn  nnd  cormpUon,  that  n^thlJi|  eoold 
in  order  bat  a  Whlf  tniaUtr)'  nnd  a  it^ndiitie  Aimy. 
tecd^  ma  Eddk  iu  ihef  cirald.  lo  ■bottjiii  the  dumtioti 
Bcnts  i  aad  thoosh.  In  tti«  Detlaratlon  of  RSght^.  the 

of  XKih  a  lerorm  wu  Bcknowleifprdi  thcif  wen 
ana  sot  tuiknown  to  mrvlt^ni  iTtltittlenin  to  brand 
nallnn  nnd  rrtnQhl^cani  whn  nr^cd  U-^  Hut  Iho 
■d  dlfttafiilitilDi  Unit  of  ihelir  memjUTCi  was  the 
trf  bntoimd  on  the  Crnwn  or  almost  annthllatltif 
3saf  electl0nj^ — ryrinrnlnjj  from  \i%  cnm^f .  nnd  fnf- 
Liif  datpfatttjrnmof  Kt^n^c^tntntion)  whinh  had^ 
be  mott  Bgitated  p^rlorU,  rrflc^ctnd  «oine  fceititrpi^  of 
e,  hat  ft'hlcht  fnim  thence  forth*  hecnma  the  Pacto- 
^aartftr  amnls,**  of  the  CDnrt,  and  ferved  na  4,  nitr- 
£  wtil  and  popular  feeling  no  lonxrr-  We 
I  the  wriiLn^  of  thni  time,  tn  iini]?r<tnod  ihe 
tWDtUKn  excited  brtoen^nrei^  fvtiith  the  prattke 
aiT' liai  KBdend  not  only  faroHlnr  hqt  neceiMrf, 
■plikt  called  "The  Dtfuifer  nf  m^r^iuiry  Fkrlla- 
IIWt  l^ta  Tracu,  WUI.  Uf,  voL  IL;  se«  uTito 
■jadoaei  pretented  iLi  n  New  Yg^af's  Olft"  (5(aff 
4.  Ml.) 

lut  freat  woond  i^ven  to  the  feodul  iptrm  war 
fihe  12th  of  Churiei  M,*  which  nMiihcd  Ihe  (en- 
Kht^Hrricci  in  cufite^nnd  whkb  Dlafkitono  cont^ 

iU  tnlo^ry  Inflneoce  Df)On  property t  to  thti  boa^t- 
^di  of  A(a^  ChATta  iL'ielf.  Vet  even  In  ihl*  Act 
K  effects  of  ihnt  coqolfneLlD^  spirit  which  his 

to  weaken  every  effurt  of  the  TnnUsh  iiatif^n  to- 
fftf.  Hie  eieltuM  ofcopi)  hnhlor^  from  tbehnUftre 
T  fifhu  wu  perm  Uteit  (o  rem  ^In  n*  a  r^ re  n  il  of  fc  u- 
ndr,  ftnd  fit  fto  oh$t.icle  lo  the  ilfe  of  that  sifong 
.Uiiti*-«  whkh  iia  etrOEil  rcpfr^nlnLlon  of  prfiperlf 
pf»e  tn  the  welj^ht  of  the  Cfown.  If  the  intinngGrf 
voJntkMi  had  been  lineere  lo  theSr  whbM  for  re-  I 
J  vroold  oot  onljr  hnvo  Viki^n  ihlii  fcttter  olf  the 
;|rrtkHif  bat  woaW  have  frnew^d  the  mfflffi  hiJnpl- 
■neUV  time*  of  Incfeajinp  the  nomhcr  of  knlEhls 
V.  10  the  etcTuitofl  of  thmtj  nnten  loslpiiflcnm  hof- 
ikb  haw  lalaiid  the  whob  diau  of  the  fooatlttt- 
J  Clai^ndnn  eaJlt  this  loeiigiirv  of  Cmmwell^i "  nn 

ft£  fit  be  BKwe  ttmrmntftble  m^dej  and  la  a  better 
Itemed  (Mft  of  Mr.  Piu*i  pinn  tn  1783:  Nt  Pllfi 
Isnn  wai  A  fcind  ^annonaeed  dmmiiilc  plecp,  nbont 
D  be  eref  acted  u  Mr.  Sherl<hih'a  »'  Foreilerm." 

.afii:ptpMbEi>hHiii  ]*J,uT¥»tl>aK4ftf'ir»fiiii(^(osipth* 
IS.  *ill*J  -A  Ddci>untl>it*nfi  m  Xtemtm  sf  K»/it  inj  » 


■U  Iksl  t  laik*«  lift*  ft  h**  e 


Wh<iM  Bifftnt  courtship  wina  Beeqrcr  Joyi,' 
Taints  by  de^rtCB,  aod  mina  withoot  hohc* 
While  parjiameiitfl,  no  tnore  thoae  pacrcd  thingp 
Which  mako  and  ml«  the  destiny  of  kings, 
Liko  joaded  dice  by  minielort  are  thrown, 
And  each  now  sat  of  aharpera  cog  their  own. 
Hence  tho  rich  oil,  that  from  the  Trpasniy  steala, 
Dope  nmootU  o'er  all  i!ib  ConsCittttion^s  wheels, 
Giving'  the  old  machine  awch  pliant  play,' 
That  Cotirt  and  Commons  jog  on?  joltlem  way, 

'  fort?  tnlm  talum  Iter  et  pnteu 

Cooverso  In  preUitm  Deo. 
Anrom  pef  uiedlDS  ire  setelLLto*,  ^, 

Hoa^T. 

It  would  bo  ft  ttik  nnt  uolnittrucitvo  to  trafe  the  hlit»r^ 
of  PrerqgfltSve  frnm  tbe  dHteoflta  iirenBtb  under  iheTodof 
lirLnces,  when  iJcnry  Vfl.  snit  hlj  tticcewon  "  tnu^bi  the 
Itrotde  (u  NathALnl^l  Bdcan  Hyib}  19  dAnce  to  the  tqne  af 
AlleKlante."'  to  the  period  of  iho  Revolutiont  when  the 
Throne,  in  ili  nmcki  tipon  Jllwrty,  bc|$nn  to  eschiinge  the 
nn^ty  etplosiofn  of  Prcrocntlve  fur  iho  sllpnt  and  effoc- 
tunl  alr-inia  of  [  n  fl  u  on  ce.  In  fi>l  lowing  1 1\  cnunc^  too,  e  t  n  ce 
that  memomble  era,  we  thitJI  Hod  tbut,  whi1e^  the  royal 
power  bn*  been  sbrldRdd  In  branch ea  wher«  It  tn^jrht  be 
made  conducive  to  the  Interest*  of  tho  peoplo.  Jt  ha*  been 
left  In  full  jind  on^hiicklcd  vljjor  a|talo4t  aljno^t  every  point 
wheiti  the  inlPfiTity  of  ibe  contlitntion  I*  vtilnenilde.  For 
Inttance,  Ihe  ptjwer  aTthartei^nf  hofnogha.  to  whose  iwpri- 
doM  Bbnae  Jn  the  hands  of  the  Btoani  we  are  Indebted  for 
moit  of  the  pn^nt  aoomiihM  of  reprnKntittion,  m\gUi,  If 
■oOercd  to  reninlat  havo  in  uDoie  de^r^^e  atoned  for  ita  ml*- 
chief,  by  resi^ifinif  the  old  iincbnru»red  boronfha  la  their 
rights,  and  widening  more  eqquUy  the  biuU  of  the  lejfl*- 
laitire.  Bot.  by  the  Art  of  Union  with  Scotland,  thii  part 
of  the  pmnipitlve  wn  removed,  lest  F/eedom  should  h*»Te 
a  chance  of  beloj^  healed^  even  by  the  mat  of  the  njKar  whkb 
had  formerly  wounded  her.  The  danen^roos  power,  how- 
ever, of  crPdllni  peers,  whlnh  hn*  l)een  so  tpflen  eiti^rlsed/w 
the  iprjvefnment  ^gvtnMi  the  cob«tiiutSon.  Is  nUlf  JeR  in  free 
and  tinqqallfied  uctivitirj  noiwUh^tandlnji  the  example  of 
that  ciJlebraicd  Bill  far  the  limltntbn  i>f  this  ev^^r-bnddlnj 
bmoch  of  pn:h>RatIve.  which  wa.i  jwoposed  In  the  reign  of 
Ceorgw  r,  tinder  the  prcqllnr  unnciion  and  recomioeniEnilai^ 
of  the  rn>wn,  but  wbkh  the  Wblgs  tboUj^lii  right  to  re>ct 
wUh  nil  Ihnt  chnrarterifiie  drikacy,  wblcli,  ku  rmentl*  ftfo 
vonti  ihiw,  when  cnjoy'mg  the  tweett  of  ofli^e  th? nut  Ives 
from  tiiklng  any  nncniirtly  advanti^e  of  the  Throne,  it  will 
be  ii?co]lcctrd.  bi'W^'Vt^r,  Hint  the  Cfeallnn  of  Iho  twolve 
peer*  by  the  Tcwies  In  Anno'i  felcn  |m  niert*tire  whlcli  Swift, 
like  n  Iroe  party  mnn,  dereailii)  pivo  these  upright  Whigi 
hll  poBBitdo  ttJarro  for  tlicir  liberties. 

^VUb  rrpnl  to  the  pencioui  fit  nboai  bis  pr^rnjtnliv* 
which  KLUrd  10  nnroyjilly  the  gon*l  kins  Qearnc  L,  hl»torl 
an^  h^vehtncfd  tbnt  the  pdimiyvm  crlirlniiUrd  Cat  mnre  In 
hahT!d  to  his  jton  ihnn  In  Inve  to  the  const! tntlon-^  Thia^  of 
couf*e,  brinciiTr.  h  a  enlunjny ;  ntu  loyal  pcr^un,  ncqnnltited 
with  the  nnnnls  of  the  tltfre  Georges,  con  Id  prii.<<iblyftU5pect 
any  one  of  those  unci 001  monnrchs  either  of  ill-will  lo  his 
helr^  nrindllfcrenre  for  the  coii«(liijtJoo. 

'  "Th<>y  (hove  so  fn-d,  {^nys  WVhvfwd  of  the  ministers  ol 
Ch Aries  I.,}  that  It  was  no  wonder  tliEtt  lUe  wht^pli  nnd  char- 
lol  broke/'  (Mfmain.  p.  :^.)— But  this  Fatfil  utcldi-ni,  if 
we  may  jndpe  fniai  eiperience,  U  to  be  ImpiiU'il  far  ksa  to  Uia 
folly  and  impctuotliy  of  the  drive  ni^  than  to  the  wnnt  of  thftt 

t  Camt  Mjt  Ifafti  thii  B  l\  v«i  |irQj«cEeil  bj  SuiKlvlwd. 


192 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Wliilo  Wisdom  trembles  for  tho  crazy  car. 

So  g;\\tt  so  rotten,  carrying  fools  so  for ; 

And  tho  duped  people,  hourly  doom*d  to  pay 

Tlie  Bums  that  bribe  tlieir  liberties  away,' — 

Lrko  a  young  eagle,  who  has  lent  his  plume 

To  fledge  tho  shaft  by  which  he  meets  his  doom, 

See  their  own  feathers  pluck'd,  to  wing  the  dart 

Wiiich  rank  corruption  destines  for  their  heart ! 

But  soft !  methiuks  I  hear  thee  proudly  say 

"  What !  sliall  I  listen  to  the  unpious  lay, 

"  Tliat  dares,  with  Tory  license,  to  profane 

"  Tho  bright  bequests  of  William's  glorious  reign  ? 

"  Shall  tho  great  wisdom  of  our  patriot  sires, 

"  Wliora  11 — wks — ^b— y  quotes  and  savory  B — ^rch 

admires, 
**  Bo  slanderM  thus?    Shall  honest  St — ^le  agree 
"  With  virtuous  R — so  to  call  us  pure  and  free, 
"  Yet  foil  to  prove  it?     Shall  our  patent  pair 
*'  Of  wise  state-poets  wasto  their  words  m  air, 
**  And    P— e    unheeded    breathe    liis    prosperous 

strain, 
"  And  C — ^nu — ng  take  the  people's  sense  in  vain  ?"• 

supplying  oil  from  the  Treasury  which  has  been  found  so 
necessary  to  make  a  government  lilce  that  of  England  ran 
smoothly.  Had  Charles  been  as  well  pro\ided  with  this 
article  as  his  successors  have  been  since  tho  happy  Revola- 
tlon,  his  Commons  would  never  have  merited  from  him  the 
harsh  appellation  of"  seditious  vipers/*  but  would  have  been 
(as  they  now  are,  and  I  trust  always  will  be)  "  dutiful  Com- 
mons,** *'  loyal  Commons,'*  Ate,  tte.,  and  would  have  given 
him  ship-money,  or  any  other  sort  of  money  ho  might  have 
fancied. 

1  Among  those  mojciliaries  which  the  Revolution  of  1C88 
marshalled  on  the  side  of  the  Throne,  the  bugbear  of  Popery 
has  not  been  the  least  convenient  and  serviceable.  Those 
unskilful  tyrant.-),  Charles  and  James,  instead  of  profiting  by 
that  useful  subserviency  which  has  always  distinguished  the 
ministers  of  our  religious  establishment,  were  so  infatuated 
as  to  plan  the  ruin  of  this  best  bulwark  of  their  power,  and, 
moreover,  connected  their  designs  upon  the  Church  soundis- 
gniscdly  with  their  attacks  upon  the  Constitution,  that  they 
identified  in  tho  mindi  of  the  people  the  interests  of  their 
rcli^on  and  their  liberties.  During  those  times,  therefore, 
"  No  Popery**  was  tho  watchword  of  freedom,  and  served  to 
keep  the  public  spirit  awake  against  the  invasions  of  bigotry 
and  prerogative.  Tho  Revolution,  however,  by  removing 
this  object  of  jealousy,  has  produced  a  reliance  on  tho  ortlio- 
dozy  of  the  Throne,  of  which  the  Throne  has  not  failed  to 
take  advantage ;  and  tho  cry  of  "  No  Popery'*  having  thus 
lost  its  power  of  alarming  the  people  against  the  inroads  of 
the  Crown,  has  served  ever  since  the  very  different  purpose 
of  strengthening  the  Crown,  against  the  pretensions  and 
struggles  of  the  people.  The  danger  of  the  Church  from 
Papists  and  Pretenders  was  the  chief  pretext  for  tho  repeal  of 
tho  Triennial  Bill,  for  the  adoption  of  a  standing  army,  for 
tho  numerous  suspensions  of  tho  Habeas  Corpus  Act,  and,  in 
short,  for  ail  those  spirited  infractions  of  the  constitution  by 
which  the  reigns  of  tho  last  century  were  so  eminently  dis- 
tinguished. We  have  seen  very  lately,  too,  how  the  Throne 
has  been  enabled,  by  tho  same  scarecrow  sort  of  alarm,  to 
select  its  ministers  from  among  men  whose  servility  is  their 
only  claim  to  elevation,  and  who  are  pledged  (if  such  an 
alternative  could  arise)  to  take  part  with  tho  scruples  of  the 
King  against  the  salvation  of  the  empire. 


The  people! — ah,  that  Freedom's  form  dundd 
stay 
Where  Freedom's  spirit  long  hath  paas'd  away! 
That  a  false  smile  shodd  play  around  the  dead, 
And  flush  the  features  when  the  soul  hath  fled  f 
When  Romo  had  lost  her  virtue  with  her  rights, 
When  her  foul  tyrant  sat  on  Capres's  heightal' 
Amid  his  ruffian  spies,  and  doom'd  to  death 
Each  noblo  name  they  blasted  with  their  hreath^— 
Even  then,  (in  mockery  of  that  golden  time. 
When  the  Republic  rose  revered,  sublime. 
And  her  proud  sons,  diffused  from  zone  to 
Gave  kings  to  every  nation  but  their  own,) 
Even  then  the  senate  and  the  tribunes  stood. 
Insulting  marks,  to  show  how  high  the  flood 
Of  Frccdoin  flowM,  in  glory's  bygone  day. 
And  how  it  ebb*d, — forever  ebb'd  away  !• 

Look  but  around — though  yet  a  tjrrant's  swoid 
Nor  haunts  our  sleep  nor  glitters  o'er  our  board, 
Thou^  blood  be  better  drawn,  by  modem  quacki^ 
With  Treasury  leeches  than  with  sword  or  axe ; 

*  Somebody  has  said,  "  Quand  tons  les  poCtes  KiainC 
no^'^s,  CO  ne  serait  pas  grand  dommaga ,"  bnt  I  am  mwiit 
that  this  is  not  flt  langnage  to  be  held  at  m  time  when  ov 
birth-day  odes  and  state-papers  are  written  by  such  pntly 
poets  as  Mr.  P— o  and  Mr.  C— nn— ng.  All  I  wish  is,  Ibas  ths 
latter  gentleman  would  change  placet  with  his  brother  P—s, 
by  which  meant  we  ihonld  have  scnnewhat  less  proie  iat« 
odct,  and  certainly  lets  poetry  in  oar  polities. 

s  «*  It  is  m  scandal  (said  Sir  Charles  Sedley  hi  WUlltsA 
reign)  that  a  government  so  sick  at  heart  as  ours  is  thodd 
look  so  well  in  the  face ;"  and  Edmund  Burke  hat  ttid,  la 
the  present  reign,  "When  the  people  conceive  that  laws  asl 
tribnnals,  and  even  popular  assemblies,  are  perverted  fh» 
the  ends  of  their  Institution,  they  find  in  these  names  of  de> 
generated  establishments  only  new  motives  to  discooteaL 
Those  bodies  which,  when  Hill  of  life  and  beauty,  lay  in  their 
arms  and  were  their  Joy  and  comfort,  when  dead  and  potrii 
become  more  l(»athsome  from  remembrance  of  former  ei* 
dchrmcntay—TkoughU  on  the  present  DiteontenUt  TTHk, 

*  Tutor  haberi 

Principls,  Augustd  Caprearum  in  rape  ledeDtls 
Cum  grege  ChaldoK). 


JinriNAL.  SaU  z.  v.  99L 


The  senate  still  continued,  during  the  reign  of  Tiberios,  IB 
manage  all  the  business  of  the  public;  the  money  was  thiB 
and  long  aOer  coined  by  their  authority,  and  every  ollMI 
public  affair  received  their  sanction. 

We  are  told  by  Tacitus  of  a  certain  race  of  men,  wbomaii 
themselves  particularly  useful  to  the  Roman  emperon,  sal 
were  therefore  called  '*  instrumenta  regni,*'  or  "  court  tooli*" 

From  this  it  appears,  that  my  Lords  M ,  C ^  fcc.  te, 

are  by  no  means  things  of  modem  Invention. 

»  There  is  something  very  touching  in  what  Tacitus  tdb 
us  of  tho  hopes  that  revived  in  a  few  patriot  bosoms,  whta 
the  death  of  Augustus  was  near  approaching,  and  tlie  flNrf 
expectation  with  which  they  already  began  "bona  libeitati 
Incassum  dlsscrerc.** 

According  to  Ferguson,  Cssar's  interference  with  ll- 
rights  of  election  "  made  tho  subversion  of  the  republic  IM 
felt  than  any  of  the  former  acts  of  his  power.**— JImm 
Republic,  book  v.  chap.  i. 
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That,  m  these  awful  day»,  when  every  hour 
Creates  some  new  or  blasts  some  ancient  power, 
When  proud  Napoleon,  like  th'  enchanted  shield* 
Whose  light  compell'd  each  wond*ring  foe  to  yield, 
With  baleful  lustre  blinds  the  brave  and  (roe. 
And  dazzles  Europe  into  slavery r— 
Tliat,  in  this  hour,  when  patriot  zeal  should  guide. 
When  Mind  should  rule,  and-  -Fox  should  not  have 

died, 
All  that  devoted  England  can  oppose 
To  enemies  made  fiends  and  friends  made  foes, 
Is  the  rank  refuse,  the  despised  remains 
Of  that  unpitying  power,  whose  whips  and  chains 
Drove  Ireland  first  to  turn,  with  harlot  glance, 
Tow'rds  other   shores,   and   woo   th*  embrace   of 

France ; — 
Those  hack'd  and  tainted  tools,  so  foully  fit 
For  the  grand  artisan  of  mischief,  P — tt. 
So  useless  ever  but  in  vile  employ. 
So  weak  to  save,  so  vigorous  to  destroy — 

have  ever  kept  to  a  landable  resolotlon  more  firmly.  The 
eflect  of  Irish  representation  on  the  liberties  of  England  will 
be  no  loss  perceoUble  and  permanent 

Ovi'  hyt  Tavpov 

Aciirerai  avrtWovroi. 
The  infusion  of  such  cheap  and  uscAil  ingredients  ns  my 
Lord  L.,  Mr.  D.  B.,  &c.,  &.C.,  into  the  legislature,  cannot  but 
act  as  a  powerful  alterative  on  the  constitution,  and  clear  it 
by  degrees  of  all  troublesome  humors  of  honesty. 
>  The  magician's  shield  in  Ariosto : 

E  tolto  per  vertu  dello  splendors 
La  Ubertate  a  loro.  Cant.  3. 

We  are  told  that  Ciesar*s  code  of  morality  was  contained  in 
the  following  lines  of  Euripides,  which  that  creai  man  flre- 
qnently  repeated  :— 

Eivep  yo^P  a^iKCiv  xpri  rvpayviSoi  ir<^» 
KaXXtarov  aSiKCiir  rdXXa  d*  ewcfittv  xfittav. 
This  is  also,  as  it  appears,  the  moral  code  of  Napoleon. 

*  The  following  prophetic  remarks  occur  in  a  letter  written 
by  Sir  Robert  Talbot,  who  attended  the  Duke  of  Bedford  to 
Paris  in  17G3.  Talking  of  states  which  have  grown  powerful 
in  commerce,  he  says, "  According  to  the  nature  and  common 
course  of  things,  there  is  a  coniederacy  against  them,  and  con- 
sequently in  the  same  proportion  as  they  increase  in  riches, 
they  approach  to  destruction.  The  address  of  our  King 
WiHiam,  in  making  all  Europe  take  the  alarm  at  France,  has 
brought  that  country  before  us  near  that  inevitable  period. 
We  must  necessarily  have  our  turn,  and  Great  Britain  will 
attain  it  as  soon  as  France  shall  have  a  declaimer  with  organs 
as  proper  for  that  political  purpose  as  were  those  of  our 

William  the  Third Without  doubt,  my  Lord, 

Great  Britain  must  lower  her  flight  Europe  will  remind  ns 
of  the  balance  of  commerce,  as  she  has  reminded  France  of 
the  balance  of  power.  The  address  of  our  statesmen  will  im- 
mortalize them  by  contriving  for  us  a  descent  which  shall  not 
be  a  fall,  by  making  ns  rather  resemble  Holland  than  Car- 
thage and  Venice.** — Letters  on  the  F)renek  J^ation. 

*  The  king-deposing  doctri^,  notwithstanding  its  many 
mischievous  absurdities,  was  or  no  little  service  to  the  cause 
of  political  liberty,  by  inculcating  the  right  of  resistance  to 

a  Fram  Aratua,  (v.  71S,)  •  poet  who  vroU  aiioo  munoamj,  tboufh,  m 
Cfcero  awurat  in,  h«  knew  oothin;  whatever  about  th«  aubject :  Just  aa 
the  grtmt  llarreT  wrote  **  Da  Ocncratiooe,**  tiwuf  h  he  had  aa  little  to  do 
with  the  matter  aa  raj  Lotrd  Viaeofitat  C. 


Such  are  the  men  that  guard  thy  threaten'd 
Oh  England !  sinking  England  !*  boast  no  n 


INTOLERANCE, 

A  SATmE. 

**  This  clamor,  which  pretends  to  be  raised  fisr  t 
of  religion,  has  almost  worn  out  the  very  appeani 
and  rendered  ns  not  only  the  most  divided  but  the 
moral  people  upon  the  face  of  the  earth.*' 

Addiboic,  Tte*A«lder, ! 

Start  not,  my  friend,  nor  think  the  muse  n 
Her  classic  fingers  with  the  dust  profane 
Of  Bulls,  Decrees,  and  all  thoM  thundering ) 
Which  took  such  freedom  once  with  royal  ai 

tyrants,  and  asserting  the  will  of  the  people  %>  bo 
true  fountain  of  power.  Bellarmine,  the  most  vMt 
advocates  for  papal  authority,  was  one  of  the  first  loi 
{De  Pontiff,  lib.  i.  cap.  7) "  that  kings  have  not  tbel 
ity  or  office  immediately  from  God  nor  his  law; 
from  the  law  of  nations  ;**  and  in  King  James's  * 
of  the  Rights  of  Kings  against  Cardinal  Perron,**  w« 
Majesty  expressing  strong  indignation  against  tlM 
for  having  asserted  "  that  to  the  deposing  of  a  kim 
sent  of  the  people  must  be  obtained** — "  for  by  tbi 
(says  James)  the  people  are  exalted  above  the  klnf|;i 
the  Judges  of  the  king's  deposing,"  p.  434.— Even  la  I 
celebrated  book,  where  the  nonsense  of  bigotry 
interfere,  tliere  may  be  found  many  liberal  and  «||1 
views  of  the  principles  of  government,  of  the  restnli 
should  be  imposed  upon  royal  power,  of  the  subonfl 
the  Throne  to  the  interests  of  the  people,  fcc.  Ace.  ( 
et  Regie  Inetitutione.  See  particularly  lib.  1.  eap^ 
9.)— It  is  rather  remarkable,  too,  that  England  si 
indebted  to  another  Jesuit  for  the  earliest  detew 
principle  upon  which  the  Revolution  was  ibaadsd^ 
the  right  of  the  people  to  change  the  sucoesiAi 
Doleman's  "  Conferences,"  written  in  support  of  A 
the  Infanta  of  Spain  against  that  of  James  Ij 
Englishmen,  therefore,  say  that  Popery  is  the  M 
slavery,  they  shouM  not  only  recollect  that  their  owi 
constitution  is  the  work  and  bequest  of  popish  ■ 
they  should  not  only  remember  the  laws  of  Bi« 
*' under  whom  (says  Bolingbroke)  the  constitiUli 
parliaments,  and  the  whole  form  of  our  govenunai^ 
reduced  into  better  form  ;**  but  they  should  know  dMi 
errors  charged  on  Popery  have  leaned  to  the  eamt  S 
and  that  Papists  were  the  first  promulgators  of  ttet 
which  led  to  the  Revolution.— In  gene^l,  hoiiil 
political  principles  of  the  Roman  CathoUca  hai^ 
scribed  as  happened  to  suit  the  temporary  conw 
their  oppressors,  and  have  been  represented  alMM 
slavish  or  reflractory,  according  as  a  pretext  Ibrii 
them  was  wanting.  The  same  inconsisteacy  hm 
every  other  imputation  against  them.  They  tm 
with  laxity  in  the  observance  of  oaths,  though  tf(< 
been  found  suflkient  to  shut  them  oat  flom  all  wf 
vantages.  If  they  reject  certain  decisions  of  tkiil 
they  are  said  to  be  skeptics  and  bad  ChiistiaM;  ifli 
those  very  decislona,  they  are  btaaded  as  Ufots  aa|> 
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Tymata  by  cii*ed,  and  torturcis  by  teit, 

Make  ihiit  lifo  holl,  in  botioT  of  the  next  ! 

Your  R^ — desd— 'leSf  P— re — v — Is, — gwati  glorious 

If  Vm  prfflUQiptuotiB,  be  my  toagne  tov^en, 
Whon  hone  I  »wetti-,  by  my  bouI^b  hope  of  reri, 
rd  ratljer  Km*  been  baiH;  ere  man  was  bloat 
With  Uio  pure  dawn  of  Revelatjou's  Uf ht^ 
Y^, — mtbur  pluiige  me  buck  m  Pagan  ciight. 
And  t^ke  my  cbaiice  with  Secmteii  for  hXm,^ 
Than  bo  tho  Ckristiaa  of  a  faith  like  Ibis, 

I^Obodf  itotibU  tbfllr  iliicwrttf,  when  ihey  dediirB  UiAt  tli«lr 
ArUqJei  »ro  no:  eB*enU4l$  pf  faith,  bm  a  eullectlou  of  ofilnions 
wbkch  h&ve  been  promulnak^d  by  rnlfllitlD  uieD,  nnd  from 
many  dT which  they  feeL  thetniifiltus  JuiitkEkfi]  Hn  ibiscntlngt— 
Whllp  to  Dtueh  Ubeity  of  re^nctfttlon  it  allowed  to  Frol«»tftiiCi 
npoQ  Llieir  own  declared  tmJ  labicrtbed  Arilclei  of  lehgtoo, 
1i  a  UQt  itrabgfl  that  a  thullnr  lodQlgeaee  abould  be  laabaU- 
pAicly-  refused  to  tbo  CaLhollu  upon  toneta  wbicb  thctr 
cbuTch  bu  nnlfono^y  reilated  and  condcaided,  In  erery  fann^ 
ny  where  H  h«  kndcpcndemly  flanrisbed  1  Wheb  tho  Gatb' 
obu  tay»  '^Tha  Decvf«  of  thC'  Conocil  of  I^iemn,  which  you 
Ol^t  to  UJ,  bnA  no  clblm  whatever  upon  ellhet  oar  faith  or 
Qtir  rensoa  ;  it  did  not  even  pfofeH  to  cobtnln  boy  docttinAl 
decUton^  hm  wa*  niemly  tt  Judicial  proceeding  of  ihnt  awicni' 
t»ly  ;  Abd  it  would  be  tu  falf  fur  □«  to  Impqlfi  n  Hfiftkiiimg 
dDce/lne  to  the  Protei^Dts^  because  theli  f\ni  jjope,  Hemy 
Vlllh,  wiu  Eanctlonod  Iq  &n  Lndaij^eoce  of  that  projiensLty,  us 
Ah-  yoq  to  conclude  thrit  f^'e  have  Inherited  it  klnB^-depoa^ng 
latte  from  the  of^  of  the  CoutictI  of  Lutemn,  or  the  noculor 
l^retehsloni  of  our  papeii.  With  respectf  tew,  Ui  the  Decree  of 
the  C^nucil  of  Ccmstance.  n^pon  Ibt  ttrpofih  of  which  you  ac- 
ctue  uiof  breaUn^  faith  with  hero  lies,  we  do  notheiJtale  lo 
{sranouiice  that  Decree  a  calumnious  fan^rf,  a  for^ry,  too, 
uobrlouii  Bud  lU-fELbrlcmird,  that  none  but  oqr enemies  have 
ever  v?Qtured  to  0ve  It  the  iligbtcst  creditforntilhetitlclty^^^ 
Wbea  the  Calhallti  muka  these  derlaratloiu,  (aud  they  ejrs 
ulqicHt  weary  with  loaklug  them, J  when  they  show,  loo,  by 
their  coaduct,  that  the^c  dci:liuiPitloii4  am  ilnccro,  and  that 
their  fhtth  and  momls  are  tio  more  rfrfniated  by  the  nb«urd 
decrees  of  uld  ceqncjls  and  popes^  than  their  science  Is  Influ* 
enccd  by  the  pmwl  anathcnu  ogaloAt  that  IrLahmon"  who 
ftTAt  found  out  th«  Anllpodf^jE,— l9J,t  notitrangu  thut  lomauy 
atill  wilfully  diahntl  v  hat  every  g'onA  luau  \a  eo  uiuch  Inter 
^ted  In  beltevlDE^?  That  io  mnny  thould  prefer  the  dark' 
lantcra  of  the  J3tb  century  tothesunshlnoof  Intellect  which 
has  since  ovci^iiread  tho  world  1  and  that  every  dabbler  la 
theology,  fjToin  Mr.  Le  Menniler  dowit  la  the  Chnnceltor  of 
thn  Exchequer,  ihnuld  dure  to  oppose  the  nibbliih  of  Cofl- 
•Uince  tfld  Latent  D  M  the  bright  and  triuiitphajit  ]]r€gTt»3  of 
Juitlce,  fienerottty-f  imd  tnith  1 

*  In  a  *1ii|u!ar  worlf,  wTltten  by  nnfi  Ffunclscna  Collins^ 
"  upou  the  ^m\i  of  the  ro^nu^^'  the  atithor  discusses^  with 
lutich  coolueits^  and  enulUion,  all  the  probable  chnnces  of  ul- 
vatloa  upon  which  a  he^llicn  phiUMophcr  nd^bt  calculate. 
D>iiflfninf  10  perdition.  wUhnut  much  dl^culty,  Mato.  So- 
crates, Jte,,  the  only  Miije  at  whose  fate  he  seem  ■«  to  bcattaio 
\i  Pythti|oms,  In  conilderatlna  of  bis  golden  tbi^b.  and  the 
uiauy  mlrticlicft  which  he  perfnmicd^  But^  haTJnf  bslnneed 
a  Utile  hli  cJalDU,  and  finding  reasun  to  father  all  thete  mim* 
<1ei  on  tbe  deirll,  he  at  length,  In  thn  tit-enty-atth  chapter, 
decides  upon  damaln^  him  also.  {D^Amma^i  Paff^dnmtm, 
lib.  It.  cap.  tM)  and  ^"iO^The  piet  Dante  compromises  the 

■,  Vir|nUoi,  liUr^hinNl  SmIj^i^^uA,  m.  [Mtlvt  of  Jrelutd.  ^ba  cs Djnimjjitil, 
in  1^  lb  h  Gcniuryt  <><«  dKUItii  at  the  AnUpn]^*,  ant]  «&i  hn4]  NamiEitiJ 
saifiEhlinc^lj  \ij  [W  f  er*.  Jofeu  Bctrtiu  Eh^iu.  u«el«r  hiilif!wiii«  wm 
4»  Ini  Uiat  *m  wnu  •f«ia«<  uvi«ii3icuiiui>iifif 


Which  bnilds  on  beuTeciIy  cant  itji  earthly  away, 
And  lit  a  tsosvert  mourns  to  lose  a  prey ; 
Which  grr^ssping  bnman  hearba  wUb  double  hold,— 
Like  Deti^e^i  lover  mixing  god  end  goltt,^-^ 
Comiptfi  both  flteto   and  churcht  and  makes  as 

oath 
Thg  knure  and  athfikt'i  passport  into  bolh  ; 
Which,  while  it  doutns  dis&entitig  souk  to  know 
Nor  blisB  aboTo  nor  liberty  below,  « 

Adds  the  slaTo^a  suffpiiiig  to  tlie  Biiinei:'^  fear, 
And  J  lest  be  'scape  bercuftcr^  nidss  him  here  I* 

matter  with  the  Fagimit  »nd  eItci  them  a  neatml  leTritorj 
<a  Umbo  of  ihelr  own.  where  their  euiploymeAt,  It  must  im 
oivned,  )s  not  Tcr}' enviable — "Beu^a  ppeme  Tli'emo  In  dvUo^** 
—Cant.  Iv^ — Among  the  nomervns  error?  Imputed  to  Orieettt 
be  1:4  aceuted  of  having  denied  the  eternity  of  futufoponkh- 
ment;  and^  If  be  never  advanced  a  uusfD  trtmllona!)  doctr^aet 
we  may  venture^  I  think,  (o  forgive  b^tr  Hf  -vent  io  &r, 
however,  as  to  include  the  devil  binuelf In  the  ^uetal  beil^ 
delivery  which  he  supposed  would  one  day  or  ether  take 
place,  and  In  this  St.  Augitstin  thinks  bim  raiber  too  merel-^ 
Ibl^"  Mlserecordlor  |irorecM  fult  Origencs,  qui  et  Ipvuiii  dl- 
aboluui.*'  &.t*  ID*  Civitat^  Dei^  lib.  uh  cap.  1T») — A^ectf^-^ 
ing  to  Bt,  Jerom,  U  vras  Origpo*a  Opinion  that  "Ce  devil 
blmseir  after  n  certain  tlme^  will  be  ai  well  oiTaA  the  angeJ 
Gabrtcr^— *^  Id  Ip^iaai  fore  Gabrlelem  tjuod  diaboluai."  (£3ei! 
hli  EfiMilt  to  l^amvuxtkiMM.}  Bat  JJalloiXt  in  bis  Defem:^  ef 
Origea,  denies  strongly  that  his  learned  father  had  any  loch 
mlsplBced  tendemeti  for  the  deviL 

*  Mi.  FoIt  in  h]«  Speech  on  the  Rep^  of  the  Teat  Act* 
[1790,)  thus  condemns  the  IntemiixtarD  of  rollgion  with  the 
political  cansHtotton  of  a  state :— '*  What  purpose  (ha  asks) 
can  It  servet  except  the  Imleful  parpose  of  eommaqlcatiaii  aod 
TECeivla^  contoniinatloa  ?  Under  sncfa  tiu  alliance  eoRuptloa 
must  A  light  q  poo  the  one,  and  it  Eavery  overwhelm  theutber^^ 

Locke,  too,  my^s  of  the  eotinectlDn  between  cbarch  aud 
*tate,  *■'  The  iioqnd^es  on  both  sides  aiv  &xed  and  imme^'e- 
able.  Ho  Jumblei  heaven  and  earth  tuf  ether,  the  iblAgi 
ni09l  letnoto  and  opposite,  who  mUea  theu  vnu  Mjctetlea, 
which  are  ta  their  oil^nal^  end^  bUKlnes4i,  and  to  every  tbiii^ 
perfecEly  dUilnct  and  InAnltely  dl&rent  tlmm  each  other***^- 
Fint  l,etlrr  en  Toieration. 

The  corruptloas  iatrodnc^  Into  Christianity  tiwy  be  dated 
from  the  period  tif  lla  oitablisbuMnt  under  ConBtaatine,  not 
c{>ald  all  the  splendor  which  It  thea  acquiied  al^e  for  Uio 
peace  and  ptirlty  which  It  losL 

>  There  bos  been>  aflf-r  alt,  quite  u  much  Intolefanee 
amoDg  Frolcstnn.ts  aik  among  Papists.  AceonUnf  to  lb* 
hackneyed  <jnqtation— 

Dkeot  Inlra  uiurtM  peccatoretexua. 

£vea  the  great  champion  of  the  Eorormatioa,  MelaatblboBt 
whom  JcirUn  calls  **a  divine  of  much  mildaieB  apd  g^ttj 
nai^r*,"'  tbuj  c^ipmsscs  bis  approbftUoa  of  the  bnraliif  ef 
Seivetut:  "  Lej^l  (he  uys  to  £tullibgei)qaiida 
pbemUs  re^ipondistls,  ct  pietatem  ac  jitdlcte 
Joftlci>  etiam  et^natum  Gene veasem  recti 
ueoi  pertlnhcem  et  non  omlssumm 
mSmtus  sum  esse  qui  nver^lat^U)  tUan  fnprobMt."  I  haW 
great  pleainre  In  cantmstlngwlth  the«e  "  mUd  and  piDd-Bfr^ 
turer/'  feetlqientE  the  following  we^ds  of  llie  hplitBi]avMB 
addresslnjS  his  friend  ConrlnAiu :  *  Intertm  aiB«iiiu,«il  Cm- 
rlng^ret  tauKttl  dlvena*opinloa«t  luemur  ia  causi  nltt^oebik 
inoribuj  tamen  dl versl  no^n  simus,  qui eadcm  Ulemua  seafCa 
■cctamur«"-»^fl>iiuir»  Gmrimg^.,  I^itUl.  par.  tecaod.,  pi  Ml 

[lume  lells  us  that  the  CouudoiUt  Id  (he  beginalaf  ef 
Charlvt  the  Flrvri  lelfu,  ■'aitaefced  AfoBtat««i,  oh  ofite 
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But  BD— &r  other  liuth,  far  milder  beams 

Of  beaTenly  jartice  warm  the  Christian's  dreams ; 

tfts  creed  is  writ  on  Mercy's  page  above, 

By  the  pare  hands  of  all-atoning  Love ; 

He  weeps  to  see  abused  Religion  twine 

Roond  Tyranny's  coarse  brow  her  wreath  divine ; 

And  ke,  while  roond  him  sects  and  nations  raise 

To  the  one  God  their  varymg  notes  of  praise, 

Blesses  each  voice,  whate'er  its  tone  may  be. 

That  serves  to  swell  the  general  harmony.* 

Such  was  the  spirit,  gently,  grandly  bright, 
That  filTd,  oh  Fox !  thy  peaceful  soul  with  light ; 
While  free  and  spacious  as  that  ambient  air 
Which  folds  our  planet  in  its  circling  care, 
'nie  mighty  sphere  of  thy  transparent  mind 
Kmbraced  the  world,  and  breathed  for  all  mankind. 
Last  of  the  great,  farewell ! — ^yet  not  the  last — 
Thougfa  Britain's  sunshine  hour  with  thee  be  past, 
leme  still  one  ray  of  glory  gives. 
And  feels  but  half  thy  loss  while  Grattan  lives. 


APPENDIX. 

To  the  foregoing  Poem,  as  first  published,  were 
enligflnied,  in  the  shape  of  a  Note,  or  Appendix,  the 
following  remarks  on  the  History  and  Music  of  Ire- 
land. This  fragment  was  originally  intended  to  form 
part  of  a  Preface  to  the  Irish  Melodies ;  but  after- 

Klaf  >  ehsplalDS,  oo  acconot  of  a  moderate  book  which  he 
had  laieljr  compoeed,  and  which,  to  their  great  dliKnxt,  saved 
Tirtaooa  Oatholies,  as  well  as  other  Christians,  ftom  eternal 
•orBMBts.** — ^In  the  same  manner  a  complaint  was  lodged 
bHon  die  Lords  of  the  Council  afainst  that  excellent  writer 
Booker,  for  haTing,  in  a  Sermon  against  Popcr)*,  attempted 
to  save  tOMBj  of  his  Popish  ancestors  (rom  ifnorane*  —To 
these  esamples  of  Protectant  toleration  I  shall  beg  leave  to 
oppoM  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  of  old  Roger 
AachasB,  ((he  lalor  of  Queen  Eliui/«»Ji,)  which  Is  preserved 
asmnf  the  Hairingtoo  Papers,  and  wa»  written  In  1560,  to  the 
Earl  of  Leicester,  complaining  of  the  Archbishop  Ynnng. 
who  bad  taken  away  his  prebend  in  the  chnrch  of  York : 
*  Master  Boomea  did  never  grieve  me  half  so  moche  In  oflcr- 
lag  me  wroof,  as  Mr.  Dudley  and  the  Byshopp  of  York  doe, 
io  takliic  away  my  right.  No  byshopp  In  O.  Mnry*s  time 
wimld  have  so  dealt  with  me :  nor  Mr.  Bonme  hymscif,  when 
Wleeheflter  lived,  dnrst  have  so  dealt  with  me.  For  suche 
good  t  ^sinllne  In  those  dayes  even  the  leamedst  and  wysest 
■M*.  u  Oav^pner  and  Oaidlnal  Poole,  made  of  my  poore 
service,  ttamt  altboogh  they  knewe  perfectly  that  In  religion, 
krth  *T  cpe«  wiytlnge  wid  pryrle  talke.  I  was  conUrarye  anto 
the«i;  !•»,  when  Sir  PranclsEngletleld  by  name  did  note  me 
sp«clallT«  at  the  connelllboanl.  Gardener  would  not  suffirr 
OM  to  he  called  thither,  norioacbed  ellswheare,  saUage  soche 
-   nf  aie  la  a  letlre,  as,  thoogh  letues  cannot,  I  blushe 


to  wflto  them  to  yo«r  lovdsbtpp.  WlBehester*s  good-will 
■•o^Jf  f*' *■  •?««■?  fcbe  and  wbhlng  well,  hot  he  did  in 
«Mte  *at  ft»  ask  wbna^  My  wifo  tad  ehildfoa  than  Uve 


wards,  for  some  reason  which  I  do  not  now  recol- 
lect, was'throwu  aside. 

Our  history,  for  many  centiu'ies  past,  is  credit- 
able neither  to  our  neighbors  nor  ourselves,  and 
ought  not  to  be  read  by  any  Irishman  who  wishes 
either  to  love  England  or  to  feel  proud  of  Ireland. 
The  loss  of  independence  very  early  debased  our 
character;  and  our  feuds  and  rebellions,  though 
frequent  and  ferocious,  but  seldom  displayed  that 
generous  spirit  of  enterprise  with  which  the  pride 
of  an  independent  monarchy  so  long  dignified  the 
struggles  of  Scotland.  It  is  true  this  eland  has 
given  birth  to  heroes  who,  under  more  favorable 
circumstances,  might  have  left  in  the  hearts  of 
their  countrymen  recollections  as  dear  as  those  of 
a  Bruce  or  a  Wallace  ;  but  success  was  wanting  to 
consecrate  resistance,  their  cause  was  branded  with 
the  disheartening  name  V  treason,  and  tneir  oppressed 
country  was  such  a  bl&.ik  among  nations,  that,  like 
the  adventures  of  those  woods  which  Rinaldo  wished 
to  explore,  the  fame  of  their  actions  was  lost  m  the 
obscurity  of  the  place  where  they  achieved  them. 

Errando  In  qaelll  boechi 

Trovar  potria  strane  avventnre  e  molte. 
Ma  come  i  laoghi  i  fatti  ancor  son  foschi, 
Che  non  se  n*  ha  notizia  le  piu  volte.* 

Hence  is  it  that  the  annals  of  Ireland,  through 
a  lapse  of  six  lumdred  years,  exhibit  not  one  of 
those  shining  names,  not  one  of  those  themes  of 
national  pride,  from  which  poetry  borrows  her 
noblest  inspiration;  and  tliat  history,  which  ought 

the  better  when  I  nm  gone."  (See  J^'Mgm  ^ntiqum,  vol.  i. 
pp.  98,  09.)— If  men  who  acted  thas  were  bigott,  what  shall 
we  call  Mr.  P— re— v— 1 1 

In  Satcliffe's  "  Survey  of  Popery"  there  occurs  the  follow- 
ing assertion  :— "  Papists,  that  positively  hold  the  heretical 
and  false  doctrines  of  the  modern  chnrch  of  Rome,  cannot 
possibly  be  saved.**- As  a  contrast  to  this  and  other  speci- 
mens of  Protestant  liberality',  which  it  would  be  much  more 
easy  than  pleavant  to  collect,  I  refer  my  reader  to  the  Decla- 
ration of  Le  P6re  Couraycr ;— doubting  not  that,  while  he 
reads  the  sentiments  of  this  pious  man  upon  tolemtion.  he 
will  feel  inclined  to  exclaim  with  Belsham,  "  Blush,  ye  Prot- 
estant blgoU :  and  be  confounded  at  the  comparison  of  your 
own  wretched  and  malignant  prejudices  with  the  generous 
and  enlarged  ideas,  the  noble  and  animated  language  of  this 
Popish  priest*'— ii>#ay#,  xxvll.  p.  86. 

>  **  La  tolerance  est  la  chose  du  monde  la  plus  propre  A 
ramener  le  siecle  d*or,  et  k  faire  un  concert  et  une  harmonle 
de  plusieure  voix  et  instruments  de  dilRrents  tons  et  notes, 
aussl  agriable  pour  le  moins  que  runlfurmitA  d*une  seule 
volx.**  Baj/tcj  Conmuntairt  PkHotopkique,  ttc^  part  U.  chap, 
vl.— Both  Bayle  and  Locke  would  have  treated  the  subject 
of  Toleration  in  a  manner  much  more  worthy  of  themselves 
and  of  the  cause.  If  they  had  written  in  an  age  loss  distract- 
ed by  religious  prejudices. 

*  Ariosto,  canto  iv. 


■  Sir  Joha  BoariM,  Priaeipal  ScctvUry  ot  8iat«  to  Qoma  U»rf 
k  Bj  Gardtwr*a  ftTor  Ajchaoi  icog  held  bis  fellowibtp,  \lboa 
tmidtmu 


"J 


198 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


to  be  the  richest  garden  of  the  Muse,  yields  no 
growth  to  her  m  this  hapless  island  but  cy|»re8B  and 
(  weeds.  In  truth,  the  poet  who  would  embellish  his 
song  with  allusions  to  Irish  names  and  events,  must 
bo  contented  to  seek  them  in  those  early  periods 
when  our  character  was  yet  unalloyed  and  original, 
before  the  impolitic  craft  of  our  conquerors  had  di- 
vided, weakened,  and  disgraced  us.  The  sole  traits 
of  heroism,  indeed,  which  he  can  venture  at  this  day 
to  commemorate,  either  with  safety  to  himself,  or 
honor  to  his  country,  are  to  be  looked  ibr  in  those 
ancient  times  when  the  native  monarohs  of  Ireland 
displayed  and  fostered  virtues  worthy  of  a  better 
age ;  when  our  M  alachies  wore  around  their  necks 
collazB  of  gold  which  they  had  won  m  single  combat 
from  the  invader,'  and  our  Briens  deserved  and  won 
the  warm  afiecUons  of  a  people  by  exhibiting  all 
the  most  estimable  qualities  of  a  kmg.  It  may  be 
said  that  the  magic  of  tradition  has  shed  a  charm 
over  this  remote  period,  to  which  it  is  in  reality  but 
little  entitled,  and  that  most  of  the  pictures,  which 
we  dwell  on  so  fondly,  of  days  when  this  island  was 
distinguished  amidst  the  gloom  of  Europe,  by  the 
sanctity  of  her  morals,  the  spirit  of  her  knighthood, 
and  the  polish  of  her  schools,  are  little  more  than 
the  mventions  of  national  partiality, — that  bright  but 
q>urions  oflipring  which  vanity  engenders  upon  ig- 
norance, and  with  which  the  first  records  of  every 
people  abound.  But  the  skeptic  is  scarcely  to  be  en- 
vied who  would  pause  for  stronger  proofs  than  we 
already  possess  of  the  eariy  glories  of  Ireland ;  and 
were  even  the  veracity  of  all  these  proofs  surrender- 
ed, yet  who  would  not  fly  to  such  flattering  fictions 
from  the  sad  degrading  truths  which  the  history  of 
later  times  presents  to  us? 

The  language  of  sorrow,  however,  is,  in  general, 
best  suited  to  our  Music,  and  with  themes  of  this 
nature  the  poet  may  be  amply  supplied.  There  is 
scarcely  a  page  of  our  annals  that  will  not  furnish 
him  a  subject,  and  wliile  the  national  Muse  of  other 
countries  adorns  her  temple  proudly  with  trophies 

1  See  Warner's  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  1.  book  Ix. 

I  Statins,  Thebald.  lib.  zli. 

i  **  A  lort  of  civil  excommunication,  (says  Gibbon,)  which 
separated  them  Ihnn  their  fellow-citizens  by  a  peculiar  brand 
of  infkmy;  and  this  declaration  of  the  supremo  magistrate 
tended  to  Justify,  or  at  least  to  excuse,  the  insults  of  m  fanatic 
populace.  The  sectaries  were  gradually  disqualiflcd  for  the 
ponestion  of  honorable  or  lucrative  employments,  and  Theo- 
dosiat  was.mtisfied  with  his  own  justice  when  he  decreed, 
that,  as  the  Eonomians  distinguished  the  nature  of  the  Bon 
from  that  of  the  Father,  they  should  be  incapable  of  making 
their  wiUt,  or  of  receiving  any  advantage  from  testamentary 
dowtioBs'* 


of  the  past,  in  Ireland  her  melancholy  altar,  like 
the  lE^rine  of  Pity  at  Athens,  is  to  be  known  only 
by  the  tears  that  are  shed  upon  it ;  *<  lacrymU  oZ- 
iaria  sudant*^ 

There  is  a. well-known  story,  related  of  the  An- 
tiochians  under  the  reign  of  Theodosius,  which  is 
not  only  honorable  to  the  powers  of  music  in  gener- 
al,  but  which  applies  so  peculiarly  to  the  mournful 
melodies  of  Ireland,  that  I  cannot  resist  the  temp- 
tation of  introducing  it  here. — ^The  piety  of  Theodo- 
sius would  have  been  admirable,  had  it  not  been 
stained  with  intolerance  ;  but  under  his  reign  was,  I 
believe,  first  set  the  example  of  a  disqualifying 
penal  code  enacted  by  Christians  against  Christians.' 
Whether  his  interference  with  the  religion  of  the 
Antiochians  had  any  share  in  the  alienation  of  their 
loyalty  is  not  expressly  ascertained  by  historians; 
but  several  edicts,  heavy  taxation,  and  the  rapacity 
and  insolence  of  the  men  whom  he  sent  to  govern 
them,  sufficiently  account  for  the  discontents  of  a 
warm  and  susceptible  people.  Repentance  soon  fol- 
lowed the  crimes  into  which  their  impatience  had 
hurried  them ;  but  the  vengeance  of  the  Emperor 
was  implacable,  and  punishments  of  the  most  dread- 
ful nature  hung  over  the  city  of  Antioch,  whose 
devoted  inhabitants,  totally  resigned  to  despond- 
ence, wandered  through  the  streets  and  public  as- 
semblies, giving  utterance  to  their  grief  in  dirges  of 
the  most  touching  lamentation.^  At  length,  Flavi- 
anus,  their  bishop,  whom  they  had  sent  to  intercede 
with  Theodosius,  finding  all  his  entreaties  ookUy 
rejected,  adopted  the  expedient  of  teaching  these 
songs  of  sorrow  which  he  had  heard  from  the  lips  of 
his  unfortunate  countr}'men  to  the  minstrels  who 
performed  for  the  Emperor  at  table.  The  heait  of 
Theodosius  could  not  resist  this  appeal;  teoimiUl 
fast  into  his  cup  while  1  e  listened,  and  the  Antio- 
chians were  forgiven. — Surely,  if  music  ever  spoke 
the  misfortunes  of  a  people,  or  could  ever  coac^iata 
forgiveness  of  their  errors,  the  music  of  Irelaiid 
ought  to  possess  those  powers. 


litXbiStais  cnjiSoy.—Jincepkcr.  lib.  xii.  cap.  43.  This  story  Is 
told  also  in  Sozomen,  lib.  vii.  cap.  S3;  but  unfortaaalely 
Chr>'sostom  says  nothing  whatever  about  It,  and  he  not  only 
had  the  best  opportunities  of  information,  bat  was  loo  foad 
of  music,  as  appears  by  his  praises  of  psalmody,  (Expodu  la 
Psalm  xii.,)  to  omit  such  a  flattering  illustmtion  of  Its  poir« 
ers.  Ue  imputes  their  reconciliation  to  the  iaterfiBrBiice  of 
the  Antiochian  solitaries,  while  Zozlmus  attzttrates  It  to 
the  remonstrances  of  the  sophist  Ubaaias.-^>ibtKNB,  I  ihiak, 
does  not  even  allude  to  this  story  of  tbs  I 
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THE  SKEPTIC, 


A  PHILOSOPHICAL  SATIRE, 


No/ioy  navT(i)v  fiaaiXta. 

PiiCDAK.  ap.  Ha^pdH.  lib.  lil. 


PREFACE. 

Tiis  Skeptical  Philosophy  of  the  Ancients  has 
been  no  lees  nusrepreeented  than  the  Epicurean. 
Pyxrho  may  perhaps  have  carried  it  to  rather  an 
irratkmal  excess; — but  we  must  not  believe,  with 
Beattie,  all  the  absurdities  imputed  to  this  philos- 
opher ;  and  it  appears  to  mo  that  the  doctrines  of 
the  school,  as  explained  by  Sextus  Empiricus,*  are 
fi&r  more  soited  to  the  wants  and  infirmities  of  human 
reason,  as  well  as  more  conducive  to  the  mild  virtues 
of  hnmxUty  and  patience,  thair  any  of  those  systems 
of  philosophy  which  preceded  the  introduction  of 
Christianity.  The  Skeptics  may  be  said  to  have 
held  a  middle  path  between  the  Dogmatists  and 
Academicians;  the  former  of  whom  boasted  that 
thej  had  attained  the  truth,  while  the  latter  denied 
that  any  attainable  truth  existed.  The  Skeptics, 
howerer,  without  either  asserting  or  denymg  its  ex- 
iaCeoee,  profeosed  to  be  modestly  and  anxiously  in 
•eareh  of  it ;  or,  as  St  Augustme  expresses  it,  in 
\m  liberal  tract  against  the  Manichsans,  <*nemo 
noitmm  dicat  jam  se  invenisse  veritatem  ;  sic  eam 
^uenmui  quasi  ab  utrisque  nesciatur.*"  From  this 
habil  of  impartial  inrestigation,  and  the  necessity 
which  it  imposed  upon  them,  of  studying  not  only 
vwtrf  sy-stem  of  p.losophy,  but  every  art  and 
■eieiice  which  professed  to  lay  its  basis  in  truth, 
they  necessarily  took  a  wider  range  of  erudition, 
and  were  far  more  travelled  in  the  regions  of  phi- 
loBopby  than  those  whom  conviction  or  bigotry  had 
domesticated  in  any  particular  system.  It  required 
aO  the  toammg  of  dogmatism  to  overthrow  the 
dogmatism  of  leammg ;  and  the  Siieptics  may  be 

>  Pyrrb.  Hypochr— Ths  reader  may  find  a  tolerably  clear 
abstract  of  this  work  of  Seztas  Empirlcos  in  La  V6rit6  des 
Beieocet,  by  Menemne,  liv.  L,  chap,  ii.,  &c 

•  Ulk  eontia  KpbL  Manlchsl  qoam  vocant  Fuadaioenti, 
Op.  Paris,  torn.  vL 

s  8m  Martin.  8ehooeUQs  ds  Bceptkismo,  who  endeavors, 

-.-  I  think,--4o  Kftite  thU  op&nUm  of  Lipsios. 


said  to  resemble,  Jn  Jiis  respect,  Kat  ancient  mcen- 
diary  who  stole  from  the  altar  the  fire  with  which 
he  destroyed  the  temple.  This  advantage  over  all 
the  other  sects  is  allowed  to  them  even  by  Lipsius, 
whose  treatise  on  the  miracles  of  the  Virgo  Ilal- 
lonsis  will  sufficiently  save  him  jrom  all  suspicion 
of  skepticism.  "Lahore,  ingenio,  memoria,"  ho 
says,  "  supra  omnes  pcne  philosophos  fuisse. — Quid 
nonne  omnia  aliorum  socta  tenere  dcbueruut  et  inqui- 
rere,6ipoteruntrcfeUcre?  resdicit  Nonne  orationes 
varias,  raras,  subtiles  iuveniri  od  tam  receptos,  claros, 
certas  (ut  videbatur)  sententias  evertendas  ?*'  6u^ 
&«.' — Manuduct.  ad  Philosoph.  Stoic.  Dissert  4. 

Between  the  skepticism  of  the  ancients  and  the 
modems  the  great  difference  is,  that  the  former 
doubted  for  the  purpose  of  investigating,  as  may  be 
exemplified  by  the  third  book  of  Aristotle's  Meta- 
physics,* while  the  latter  investigate  for  the  purpose 
of  doubting,  as  may  be  seen  through  most  of  the 
philosopliical  works  of  Hume.*  Indeed,  the  Pyr- 
rhonism of  latter  days  is  not  only  more  subtle  than 
that  of  antiquity,  but,  it  must  be  confessed,  more 
dangerous  in  its  tendency.  The  happmcss  of  a 
Christian  depends  so  essentially  upon  his  belief,  that 
it  is  but  natural  he  should  feel  alarm  at  the  progress 
of  doubt,  lest  it  should  steal  by  degrees  into  that 
region  from  which  he  is  most  interested  in  ex- 
cluding it,  and  poison  at  last  the  very  spring  of  his 
consolation  and  hope.  Still,  however,  the  abuses 
of  doubting  ought  not  to  deter  a  philosophical  mind 
from  indulging  mildly  and  rationally  in  its  use ; 
and  tliere  b  nothing,  surely,  more  consistent  with 
the  meek  spirit  of  Christianity,  than  that  humble 
skepticism  which  professes  not  to  extend  its  distrust 

*  Eari  St  rotf  ewropnffat  PovXofUvoii  rpoipyov  ro  iianoprivai 
KaXfos.—MeUtfkjfs.  lib.  Hi.,  cap.  1. 

ft  Neither  Hume,  however,  nor  Berkeley,  are  to  be  judged 
by  the  misrepresentations  of  Beattie,  wbos«  book,  however 
amiably  intended,  puts  forth  a  roost  anphUuBoph\ca\  appeal 
to  popular  feelings  and  prqjadlces,  and  la  a  conUatted|«tttis 
primcifii  throughout  ^ 
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beyond  the  circle  of  human  pursuits,  and  the  pre- 
tensions of  liuman  knowledge.  A  follower  of  this 
school  may  be  among  the  readiest  to  admit  the 
clauns  of  a  superintending  Intelligence  upon  his 
faith  and  adoration :  it  is  only  to  the  wisdom  of  this 
weak  world  that  he  refuses,  or  at  least  delays,  his 
assent ; — it  is  only  in  passing  through  the  shadow  of 
earth  that  his  mind  undergoes  the  eclipse  of  skepti- 
cism. No  follower  of  Tynho  has  ever  spoken  more 
strongly  against  the  dogmatists  than  St  Paul  him- 
self, in  the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians ;  and  there 
are  passages  in  Ecclesiastes  and  other  parts  of  Scrip- 
ting, which  justify  our  utmost  diffidence  in  all  that 
human  reason  originates.  Even  the  Skeptics  of  an- 
tiquity refrained  carefully  from  the  mysteries  of 
theology,  and,  m  entering  the  temples  of  religion, 
laid  aside  their  philosophy  at  the  porch.  Soxtus 
Empiricus  thus  declares  the  acquiescence  of  his  sect 
m  the  general  belief  of  a  divine  and  fore-knowing 
Power :  Tm  /icv  0tto  KaraKoXovBovifTis  aSo^aarojf  ^a^tv 
tivat  3(JVf,  Kai  ctSofUv  ^sovi  xat  irpovoetv  avrovs  ^aft€y? 
In  short,  it  appears  to  me,  that  this  rational  and  well 
regulated  skepticism  is  the  only  daughter  of  the 
Schools  that  can  safely  be  selected  as  a  handmaid 
for  Piety.  He  who  distrusts  the  light  of  reason,  will 
be  the  first  to  follow  a  more  luminous  guide  ;  and  if, 
with  an  ardent  love  for  truth,  he  has  sought  her  in 
vain  through  the  ways  of  this  life,  he  will  but  turn 
with  the  more  hope  to  that  better  world,  where  all 
is  simple,  true,  and  everlasting:  for,  there  is  no 
parallax  at  the  zenith ; — it  is  only  near  our  troubled 
horizon  that  objects  deceive  us  into  vague  and  erro- 
neous calculations. 


1  Lib.  ill.  cap.  1. 

*  **  The  particular  bulk,  number,  figure,  and  motion  of  the 
parts  of  fire  or  snow  are  really  In  them,  whether  any  one  per- 
ceive ihem  or  not,  and  therefore  they  may  be  called  real  qual- 
ities, because  they  really  exist  in  those  bodies ;  but  light, 
heat,  whiteness,  or  coldness,  are  no  more  really  in  them  than 
sickness  or  pain  is  in  manna.  Take  away  the  sensation  of 
them ;  let  not  the  eye  see  light  or  colors,  nor  tn^  ears  hear 
sounds ;  let  the  palate  not  taste,  nor  the  nose  smell,  and  all 
colors,  tastes,  odors,  and  sounds,  as  they  are  such  particular 
ideas,  vanish  and  eetae.**— Locke,  book  ii.,  chap.  8. 

Bishop  Berkeley,  it  is  well  known,  extended  this  doctrine 
even  to  primary  qualities,  and  supposed  that  matter  itself 
has  but  an  ideal  existence.  But,  how  are  we  to  apply  his 
theory  to  that  period  which  preceded  the  formation  of  man, 
when  our  system  of  sensible  things  was  produced,  and  the 
sun  shone,  and  the  waters  flowed,  without  any  sentient 
being  to  witness  them  1  The  spectator,  whom  Whiston  sup- 
plies, will  scarcely  solve  the  difficulty :  **  To  speak  my  mind 
fireely,**  says  he,  "  I  believe  that  the  Messlas  was  there 
actually  present**— See  Whiston,  of  the  Mosaic  Creation. 

*  Boetlus  employs  this  argument  of  the  Skeptics  among  his 
consolatory  reflections  upon  the  emptiness  of  fame.  "  Quid 
quod  dlversarum  gentium  mores  inter  so  atque  Instltuta  dls- 
cofdant,  ut  quod  apud  alios  laude,  apud  alios  supplicio  dlgnnm 
Jndicetvr  1**— -Lib.  IL  prosa7.  Many  amusing  instances  of  di- 
versity, in  the  tastes,  manners,  and  morals  of  dlflerent  nations, 
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As  the  gay  tuit,  that  decju  the  vernal  rose,* 

Not  in  the  flower,  but  in  our  vision  glows ; 

As  the  ripe  flavor  of  Falemian  tides 

Not  in  the  wine,  but  in  our  taste  resides ; 

So  when,  with  heartfelt  tribute,  we  declare 

That  M arco*s  honest  and  that  Susan's  fair, 

*Tis  in  our  minds,  and  not  in  Susan's  eyes 

Or  Marco's  life,  the  worth  or  beauty  lies : 

For  she,  m  flat-nosed  China,  would  appear 

As  plain  a  tMng  as  Lady  Anne  is  here  ; 

And  one  light  joke  at  rich  Loretto's  dome 

Would  rank  good  Marco  with  the  damn'd  at  Roma 

There's  no  deformity  so  vile,  so  base, 
That  'tis  not  somewhere  thought  a  charm,  a  grace ; 
No  foul  reproach,  that  may  not  steal  a  beam 
From  other  suns,  to  bleach  it  to  esteem.' 
Ask,  who  is  wise  ? — you'll  find  the  self-same  man 
A  sage  in  France,  a  madman  in  Japan ; 
And  here  some  head  beneath  a  mitre  sweDs, 
Which  there  had  tingled  to  a  cap  and  bells : 
Nay,  there  may  yet  some  monstrous  region  be, 
Unknown  to  Cook,  and  from  Napoleon  free. 
Where  C— etl — ^r — gh  would  for  a  patriot  pass, 
And  mouthing  M ve  scarce  be  deem'd  an  an! 

"  List  not  to  reason,  (Epicurus  cries,) 
**  But  trust  the  senses,  there  conviction  lies  :^ — 
Alas !  they  judge  not  by  a  purer  light. 
Nor  keep  their  fountains  more  imtinged  and  bright : 


may  be  found  throughout  the  works  of  that  amnttiif  Sekplie, 
Le  Mothe  le  Vayer.— See  his  Opuscule  Sceptlqne.  hIsTraatIn 
"  Do  la  Secte  Sceptique,**  and,  above  all,  those  Dialogues,  not 
to  be  found  in  his  works,  which  he  published  under  the  najne 
of  Uoratlus  Tubero.— The  chief  objection  to  these  writfags 
of  Le  Vayer,  (and  it  is  a  blemish  which  may  be  felt  also  in 
the  Esprit  des  Loix,)  is  the  suspicious  obscurity  of  the  toar- 
ces  from  whence  he  frequently  draws  his  Instances,  and  the 
indiscriminate  use  made  by  hliu  of  the  lowest  populace  of 
the  library  .—those  lying  travellers  and  wonder-moofen  of 
whom  Shaftesbury,  in  his  Advlee  to  an  Autlior,  eonplaliis, 
as  having  tended  in  his  own  time  to  the  diflVukm  of  a  very 
shallow  and  vicious  sort  of  skepticism.—Vol.  i.  p.  352.  The 
Pyrrhonism  of  Le  Vayer,  however,  is  of  the  most  tnsoeeat 
and  playful  kind ;  and  Villemandy,  the  author  of  Scepti- 
cismus  Debellatus,  exempts  him  specially  in  the  declarattoB 
of  war  which  he  denounces  against  the  other  armed  aen 
trals  of  the  sect,  in  consideration  of  the  orthodox  Umits 
within  which  he  confines  his  incredulity. 

*  This  was  the  creed  also  of  those  modem  E|dcQreans,wbom 
Ninon  de  TEnclus  collected  around  her  in  \he  Koe  desToor- 
nelles,  and  whose  object  seems  to  have  been  to  decry  the  fac- 
ulty of  reason,  as  tending  only  to  embarrass  our  wholesome 
tiso  of  pleasures,  without  enabling  nt,  in  any  degree,  to  avoM 
their  abuse.  Madame  des  Houllires,  the  IkSr  pnpil  of  Dm 
Barrcaux  in  the  arts  of  poetry  and  gallantry,  has  devoted  most 
of  her  verses  to  this  laudable  purpose,  and  beven  toehade- 
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» man  them,  that  the  Roflrian  flwam 
ti  lor  train-oil,  while  he  sips  champagne ; 
ilth  00  rules  them,  that  a  fever's  heat 
nake  even  Sh — r— d — ^n  think  water  sweet 

IS  the  mind  the  erring  sense*  believes, 
ng  mind,  in  turn,  the  sense  deceives ; 
d  disgust  can  find  but  wnnkles  there, 
passion  fancies  all  that's  smooth  and  fail 
*  *,  who  sees,  upon  his  pillow  laid, 
for  which  ten  thousand  pounds  were  paid, 
,  how  quick  before  a  jury  flies 
11  that  mock'd  the  warm  seducer's  eyes. 

is  the  medium  through  which  Judgment's 

lom  pass  without  being  tum'd  astray, 
ith  of  Ephesus*  thought  Dianas  shrine, 
*h  his  craft  most  throve,  the  most  divine ; 
n  the  true  faith  seems  not  half  so  true, 
nk'd  with  one  good  living  as  with  two, 
— Ic — t  first  been  pensioned  by  the  throne, 
^nld  have  eaSei^d  by  his  praise  alone ; 
-4ne  perhaps,  for  something  snug  per  ann., 
gfa'd,  like  W— 11— sley,  at  aU  Rights  of  Man. 

is  not  only  mdividual  minds, — 
latkms,  too,  the  same  delusion  blinds. 
ngland,  hot  from  Denmark's  smoking  meads, 
ip  her  eyes  at  Gallia's  guilty  deeds ; 

foe  to  reason,  that,  in  one  of  her  pastorals,  she  con- 
B  her  sheep  on  the  want  of  it.  Su  Evremont  speaks 
a  tlie  subject  :— 

In  melange  incertain  d^esprit  et  de  matiire 
loos  frit  vivre  avec  trop  oa  trop  pen  de  lamiire. 

7at«v;.  «l^ve-noas  4  la  clartA  des  aoges, 

ta  mo%A  abaisse  an  sens  des  simpies  animanz.** 

wy  be  thus  paraphrased :— 

lad  man  been  made,  at  nature's  birth, 

Hoalf  llaroe  or  only  earth, 

lad  he  been  form'd  a  perfect  whole 

Of  purely  that,  or  grossly  this, 
Then  sense  woold  De*er  have  clonded  sool, 

Nor  sool  festFaln*d  the  sense's  bliss. 
Hi  happy,  had  his  light  been  strong, 

Or  had  he  never  shared  a  light, 
Vbkh  shines  enough  to  show  he*s  wrong, 

Bat  uH  enough  to  lead  him  right 
UDOBg  the  ftagments  of  Petronius,  those  verses  be- 
'  Fallunt  noa  oculi,*'  fcc.  The  most  slieptical  of  the 
nets  was  Euripides ;  and  it  would,  I  think,  puzzle 
>e  school  of  Pyrrho  to  produce  a  doubt  more  start- 
I  thefoHowing:— 

Tec  ^  otSs9  ci  ^n*  rsvO*  h  KteXwrai  ^oycir, 
To  ^4v  6€  ^rifo-KC<y  can. 
r^  In  Pyirh. 

esand  Plato  were  the  grand  sources  of  ancient  skep 
Aceocding  to  Cicero,  (de  Orator,  lib.  Ui.,)  they  sup- 
e«sUaa  with  the  doctrines  of  the  Middle  Academy ; 
r  cloMly  thaae  rsssabled  the  tenets  of  the  Skeptics, 


Thus,  self-pleased  still,  the  same  dishonoring  chain 
She  binds  in  Ireland,  she  would  break  in  Spain ; 
While  praised  at  distance,  but  at  home  forbid, 
Rebels  in  Cork  are  patriots  at  Madrid. 

If  Grotius  be  thy  guide,  shut,  shut  the  book,— 
In  force  alone  for  Laws  of  Nations  look. 
Let  shipIesB  Danes  and  whining  Yankees  dwell 
On  naval  rights,  with  Grotius  and  Vattel, 
While  C — bb— t's  pirate  code  alone  appears 
Sound  moral  sense  to  England  and  Algiers. 

Wo  to  the  Skeptic,  in  these  party  dajrs, 
Who  wafts  to  neither  shrine  his  pufls  of  praise ! 
For  him  no  pension  pours  its  annual  fruits. 
No  fertile  sinecure  spontaneous  shoots ; 
Not  hu  'Jte  meed  that  crowu*d  Don  H — ^kh — m's 

rhyme, 
Nor  sees  he  e*er,  in  dreams  of  future  time. 
Those  shadowy  forms  of  sleek  reversions  rise. 
So  dear  to  Scotchmen's  second-sighted  eyes. 
Vet  who,  that  looks  to  History's  danming  leaf. 
Where  Whig  and  Tory,  thief  opposed  to  thief. 
On  either  side  in  lofty  shame  are  seen,' 
While  Freedom's  form  hangs  crucified  between — 
Who,  B — rd — tt,  who  such  rival  rogues  can  see, 
But  flies  from  both  to  Honesty  and  thee  ? 

If,  weary  of  the  world's  bewildering  maze,* 
Hopeless  of  finding,  tlirough  its  weedy  ways, 

may  be  seen  even  in  Sextus  Empiricos,  (lib.  i.cap.  33,)  who, 
with  all  his  distinctions,  can  scarcely  prove  any  difference. 
It  appears  strange  that  Epicoms  should  have  been  a  dogma- 
tist ;  and  his  nataral  temper  would  most  probably  have  led 
him  to  the  repose  of  skepticism,  had  not  the  Stoics,  by  their 
violent  opposition  to  his  doctrines,  compelled  him  to  be  as 
obstinate  as  themselves.  Plutarch,  indeed,  in  reporting  some 
of  his  opinions,  represents  him  as  having  delivered  them  with 
considerable  hesitation. — Enmovpos  ovicv  avoytinacKti  rov- 
ruv,  exojttvof  rov  cvAex^iutmv. — De  Plueit.  Philo$opk.  lib.  11. 
cap.  13.  See  also  the  21st  and  22d  chapters.  But  that  the 
leading  characteristics  of  the  sect  were  self-sufficiency  and 
dogmatism,  appears  from  what  Cicero  says  of  Vellcius.  De 
JVaCar.  Deer.—'*'  Tum  Velleius,  fidenter  sand,  ut  solent  isti, 
nihil  tam  verensquam  ne  dnbitare  aliqni  de  re  videretnr.** 

*  Acts,  chap.  xix.  **  For  a  certain  man  named  Demetrius, 
a  silversmith,  which  made  silver  shrines  for  Diana,  brought 
no  small  gain  unto  the  craftsmen.** 

■  "Thoee  two  thieves,*'  says  Ralph,  "between  whom  the 
nation  is  crucified.** — Uee  aa^  Jlbiue  of  ParliamenU. 

4  The  agitation  of  the  ship  Is  one  of  the  chief  difficnltles 
which  impede  the  discovery  of  the  longitude  at  sea ;  and 
the  tumult  and  hurry  of  life  are  equally  unfavorable  to  that 
calm  level  of  mind  which  is  necessary  to  an  inquirer  ader 
truth. 

In  the  mean  time,  our  modest  Skeptic,  in  the  absence  of 
truth,  contents  himself  with  probabilities,  resembling  in  this 
respect  those  suitors  of  Penelope,  who,  on  finding  that  they    \ 
could  not  possess  the  mistress  herself,  very  wlaely  resoV^ed    \ 


to  put  up  with  her  maids ;  rj  nqvcAoTi}  wAi»«ria^/;»  n^  ^^^j^   \ 
|i(yoi,  rati  ravnii  Kfnyvwro  3epairaiy«((— i^sUord^  tl  al  \ 


nai^car  A^W}^;. 
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One  flower  of  truth,  the  busy  crowd  we  shun. 
And  to  the  shades  of  tranquil  learning  run, 
How  many  a  doubt  pursues  !*  how  oft  we  sigh, 
When  histories  charm,  to  think  that  histories  lie ! 
That  all  are  grave  romances,  at  the  best, 
And  M — sgr — ^veV  but  more  clumsy  than  the  rest 
By  Tory  Hume's  seductive  page  beguiled, 
We  fancy  Charles  was  just  and  Strafford  mild  ;' 
And  Fox  himself,  with  party  pencil,  draws 
Monmouth  a  hero,  "  for  the  good  old  cause  !"* 
Then,  rights  are  wrongs,  and  victories  are  defeats, 
As  French  or  English  pride  the  tale  repeats ; 
And,  when  they  tell  Corunna*s  story  o'er. 
They'll  disagree  in  all,  but  honoring  Moore : 
Nay,  future  pens,  to  flatter  future  courts, 
May  cite  perhaps  the  Park-guns'  gay  reports, 
To  prove  that*England  triumphed  on  the  mom 
Which  found  her  Junot's  jest  and  Europe's  scorn. 

In  Science,  too — ^how  many  a  system,  raised 
Like  Neva's  icy  domes,  awhile  hath  blazed 
With  lights  of  fancy  and  with  forms  of  pride, 
Then,  melting,  mingled  with  the  oblivious  tide ! 
Now  Earth  usurps  the  centre  of  the  sky. 
Now  Newton  puts  the  paltry  planet  by  ; 
Now  whims  revive  beneath  Descartes's*  pen, 
Which  now,  assail'd  by  Locke's,  expire  again. 


1  See  a  carious  work,  entitled  "  Reflections  upon  Learn- 
ing,*' written  on  the  plan  of  Agrippa*s  **De  Vanltate  8cien- 
tiarum,**  but  much  inoro  honestly  and  skil Hilly  executed. 

*  This  historian  of  the  Irish  rebellions  has  outrun  even  his 
predecessor  in  the  saine  tasic,  Sir  John  Temple,  for  whose 
character  with  respect  to  veracity  the  reader  may  consult 
Carte's  "  Collection  of  Ormond's  Original  Papers,*'  p.  907. 
See  also  Dr.  Nal8on*s  account  of  him,  in  the  introduction  tp 
the  second  volume  of  his  *'  Historic.  Collect." 

*  He  defends  Straflbrd's  conduct  as  **  innocent  and  even 
taadable."  In  the  same  spirit,  spealcing  of  the  arbiurary  sen- 
tences of  the  Star  Clianiber,  he  says, — **  The  severity  of  the 
Star  Chamber,  which  was  generally  ascribed  to  Laud's  pas- 
sionate iisposition,  was  perhaps,  in  itself,  somewhat  blame- 
able.'* 

4  That  flexibility  of  temper  and  opinion,  which  the  habiu 
of  skepticism  are  so  calculated  to  produce,  are  thus  pleaded 
for  by  Mr.  Fox,  in  the  very  sketch  of  Monmouth  to  which  I 
allude ;  and  this  part  of  the  picture  the  historian  may  be 
thought  to  have  drawn  from  himself.  **One  of  the  most 
conspicuous  features  in  his  character  seems  to  have  been  a 
remarkable,  and,  as  some  think,  a  culpable  degree  of  flexi- 
bility. That  such  a  disposition  Is  preferable  to  Its  opposite 
extreme,  will  be  admitted  by  all  who  think  that  roodest>', 
even  in  excess,  is  more  nearly  allied  to  wisdom  than  conceit 
and  self-sufficiency.  He  who  has  attentively  considered  the 
polltieal,  or  Indeed  the  general  concerns  of  life,  may  possibly 
go  still  ftiriher,  and  umy  rank  a  willingness  to  be  convinced, 
or.  In  some  cases,  even  without  conviction,  to  concede  our 
own  opinion  to  that  of  other  men,  among  the  principal  Ingre- 
dients la  the  composition  of  practical  wisdom." — It  Is  right 
to  obnerve,  however,  that  the  Skeptic's  readiness  of  conces- 
sion arises  rather  from  uncertainty  than  conviction,  more 
tram  a  suspicion  that  his  own  opinion  may  be  wrong,  than 
from  any  perroasloa  that  the  opinion  of  his  adversary  Is 


And  when,  perhaps,  m  pride  of  chemic  pof^ets, 
We  think  the  keys  of  Nature's  kingdom  ouxb» 
Some  Davy's  magic  touch  the  dream  unaetUea, 
And  tiuns  at  once  our  alkalis  to  metals. 
Or,  should  we  roam,  in  metaphysic  maze, 
Through  fair-built  theories  of  former  days, 
Some  Dr — ^mm— d*  from  the    north,  more    abl 

skiU'd. 
Like  other  Goths,  to  ruin  than  to  build. 
Tramples  triumphant  through  our  fanes  o'erthrowi 
Nor  leaves  one  grace,  one  glory  of  his  own. 

"^h  Learning,  whatsoe'er  thy  pomp  and  boast, 
I/nletter'd  minds   have  taught  and  charm'd  ni0 

most 
The  rude,  unread  Colmnbus  was  our  graide 
To  worlds,  which  leam'd  Lactantius  had  denied ; 
And  one  wild  Shakspeare,  following  Nature's  ligfali 
Is  worth  whole  planets,  iill'd  with  Stagyrites. 

See  grave  Theology,  when  once  she  strays 
From  Revelation*s  path,  what  tricks  she  plays ; 
What  various  heav'ns, — all  fit  for  bards  to  sing,— 
Have  churchmen  dream'd,  from  Papias^  down  1 

King:* 
While  hell  itself,  in  India  naught  but  smoke,* 
In  Spain's  a  furnace,  and  m  France — a  joke. 

right.  "  It  may  be  so,'*  was  the  courteous  and  skeptical  fl 
mula  with  which  the  Dutch  were  accustomed  to  reply 
the  statements  of  ambassadors.  See  LLu^a  tkaU  H^trtkk 
art  Sir  Thomas  VVyaL 

»  Descartes,  who  Is  considered  as  the  pareat  of  arak 
skepticism,  says,  that  there  is  nothing  In  the  wtuAt  nap 
philosophy  which  does  not  admit  of  two  opposite  opiaka 
and  which  Is  not  involved  in  doubt  and  nncertaiBty.  " 
Philosophia  nihil  adhuc  reperiri,  de  quo  non  In  nlrafli| 
partem  disputatur,  hoc  est,  quod  n<Mi  sit  iaeertiini  at  dvW v 
Gassendi  is  likewise  to  be  added  to  the  list  ofBadeni  8^ 
tics,  and  Wedderkopff,  in  his  Dissertation  **De  Seeplidfl 
profane  etsacro,"(Argentorat.  1666,)  hasdenooneedEiasa 
also  as  a  followerof  Pyrrho,  for  hU  opinloos  upon  the 'Htal 
and  some  other  subjects.  To  these,  If  we  add  the  inf 
Bayle,  Mallebranche,  Dr)'den,  Locke,  lu.  Itc^  I  ibiak  ttaw 
no  one  who  need  be  ashamed  of  doabting  in  soch  eomtm 

*  See  this  gentleman's  Academic  UnesUoas. 

f  Paplas  lived  about  the  time  of  the  apostles,  aad  Is  si 
posed  to  have  given  birth  to  the  heresy  of  the  CUIUm 
whose  heaven  was  by  no  means  of  a  spiritoal  aaiaMb ' 
rather  an  anticipation  of  the  Prophet  of  Bera*selysiaai.  I 
Euseblus,  Hist.  EccleslasL  lib.  III.  cap.  33,  and  Hlemoyak 
Scrlptor.  Ecclesiast.— From  all  I  can  And  In  these  j 
thors  concerning  Paplas,  it  seems  hardly  fiilr  to  bnpM 
him  those  gross  Imaginations  in  which  the  beUevws  of 
sensual  millennium  Indulged. 

*  King,  In  his  Morsels  of  Criticism,  vol.  i.,  supposes* 
sun  to  be  the  receptacle  of  blessed  sirfrlts. 

*  The  Indians  call  hell  **  the  Hoase  of  Smoke."  BeeFI 
upon  the  Religion  of  the  Banians.  The  reader  wlw  Is  « 
ous  about  infernal  matters,  may  be  edified  by  coasal 
Rusca  de  Inferno,  particularly  lib.  IL  cap.  7, 8^  wbeie  he ' 
find  the  precise  sort  of  fire  aseertataed  la  whkk  vli 
spirits  are  to  be  burned  heieaft«r. 
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modest  Ignorance,  thoa  goal  and  prize, 

■C,  belt  knowledge  of  the  simply  wise ! 

tmUe  Doubt,  when  enor'B  waves  are  past, 

-eet  to  reach  thy  sheltered  port*  at  last, 

bere,    by  changing   skies    nor   lured   no 

iwed, 

t  the  battling  winds  that  roar  abroad. 

mitle  Charity,  who  knows  how  frail 

k  of  Virtue,  even  in  summer's  gale, 

the  nightly  fire,  whose  beacon  glows 

tvho  wander,  whether  friends  or  foes 


There   Faith   zetiras,  and   keeps    her  white  sail 

furi'd, 
Till  call*d  to  spread  it  for  a  better  world ; 
While  Patience,  watching  on  the  weedy  shoie, 
And  mutely  waiting  till  the  storm  be  o'er, 
Oft  turns  to  Hope,  who  still  directs  her  eye 
To  some  blue  spot,  just  breaking  in  the  dty ! 

Such  are  the  mild,  the  bless'd  associates  given 
To  him  who  doubts, — and  trusts  in  naught  but 
Heaven ! 


TWOPENNY    POST-BAG. 


BY  THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 


Elapsa  manibuf  cecldftre  tabells.       Ono. 


5TEPHEN  WOOLRICHE,  ESQ. 

EAm  WOOUUCHE, 

T  is  now  about  seven  years  since  I  promised 
grieve  to  think  it  is  almost  as  long  since  we 
dedicate  to  you  the  very  first  Book,  of  what- 
t  or  kind»  I  diould  publish.    Who  could  have 

that  00  many  years  would  elapse,  without 
ig  the  least  sig^ns  of  life  upon  the  subject 
in^iortant  promise?  Who  could  have  im- 
tbat  a  volume  of  doggerel,  after  all,  would 
irst  oBenng  that  Gratitude  would  lay  upon 
le  of  Friendship? 

1  continue,  however,  to  be  as  much  mter- 
Kiut  me  and  my  pursuits  as  formerly,  you 
happy  to  hear  that  doggerel  is  not  my  only 
on ;  but  that  I  am  preparing  to  throw  my 

the  Swans  of  the  Temple  of  Immortality,* 
il«  of  coune,  to  the  said  Swans  to  determine, 

they  ever  will  take  the  trouble  of  picking 
the  stream. 

le  mean  time,  my  dear  Woolriche,  like  an 
I  Lotheran,  you  must  judge  of  me  rather  by 
tk  than  my  worke;  and  however  trifling 

in  8cepttqiM«  donca  pfctnre  Je  mon  ame,  et  rnnique 
•lot  4  lUM  sipflt i|sl  ftliM  U  repoa  r— La  M^UuU 


the  tribute  which  I  here  ofler,  never  doubt  the  fidel- 
ity with  which  I  am,  and  always  shall  be, 
Your  sincere  and 

attached  Friend, 

THE  AUTHOR. 
Mortk  4, 181X 


PREFACE. 

The  Bag,  from  which  the  following  Letters  are 

I  selected,  was  dropped  by  a  Twopenny   Postman 

about  two   months  since,   and  picked   up  by  an 

emtssary  of  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice, 

;  who,  supposing  it  might  materially  assist  the  pri- 

vate  research  ^   of   that   Institution,   immediately 

took  it  to  his  employers,  and  was  rewarded  haud- 

^  somely  for  his  trouble.    Such  a  treasury  of  secrets 

'  was  worth  a  whole  host  of  infonners ;   and  ac- 

cordingly,  like  the  Cupids  of  the  poet  (if  I  may 

'  use  so  profane  a  simile)  who  "  fell  at  odds  about 

\  the  sweet-bag  of   a  bee,"'  those  venerable  Sup- 

j  pressors  almost  fought  with  each  other   for  th« 

I 

s  Ariosto,  canto  35. 
>Bmlck. 
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\jmoT  and  delight  of  fint  ranflackia^^  the  Post- 
Bag.  Unluckily,  however,  it  turned  out,  upon 
ezaroinalion,  that  tho  diacoreries  of  profligacy 
which  i^  enabled  them  to  make,  lay  chiefly  in  those 
upper  regions  of  society,  which  their  well-bred 
regulations  foibid  them  to  molest  or  meddle  with. 
— In  consequence,  they  gained  but  very  few  vic- 
tims by  their  prize,  and,  after  lying  for  a  week  or 
two  under  Mr.  Hatchard's  counter,  the  Bag,  with 
its  violated  contents,  was  sold  for  a  trifle  to  a  friend 
of  mine. 

It  happened  that  I  had  been  just  then  seized  with 
an  ambition  (haviner  never  tried  the  strength  of  my 
wing  but  m  a  Newspaper)  to  publish  something  or 
other  in  the  shape  of  a  Book  ;  and  it  occurred  to  me 
that,  the  present  being  such  a  letter-writing  era,  a 
few  of  these  Twopenny-Post  Epistles,  turned  into 
easy  verse,  would  be  as  light  and  popular  a  task  as 
I  could  possibly  select  for  a  commencement  I  did 
not,  however,  think  it  prudent  to  give  too  many 
Letters  at  first,  and,  accordingly,  have  been  obliged 
(in  order  to  eke  out  a  sufiicient  number  of  pages)  to 
reprint  some  of  those  trifles  which  had  already 
appeared  in  the  public  journals.  As  in  the  battles 
of  ancient  times,  the  shades  of  the  departed  were 
sometimes  seen  among  the  combatants,  so  I  thought 
I  might  manage  to  remedy  the  thinness  of  my  ranks 
by  conjuring  up  a  few  dead  and  fofgotten  cpheme- 
rons  to  fill  them. 

Such  are  the  motives  and  accidents  that  led  to 
the  present  publication;  and  as  this  is  the  first 
time  my  Muse  has  ever  ventured  out  of  the  go-cart 
of  a  Newspaper,  though  I  feel  all  a  parent's  delight 
at  seeing  little  Miss  go  alone,  I  am  also  not  without 
a  parent's  anxiety,  lest  an  unlucky  fall  should  be 
the  consequence  of  the  experiment;  and  I  need 
not  point  out  how  many  living  instances  might  be 
found,  of  Muses  (that  have  sufiered  very  severely 
in  their  heads,  from  taking  rather  too  early  and 
rashly  to  their  feet  Besides,  a  Book  is  so  very 
different  a  thing  f^m  a  Newspaper  ! — in  the  former, 
your  doggerel,  without  either  company  or  shelter, 
must  stand  shivering  in  the  mid'ile  of  a  bleak 
page  by  itself ;  whereas,  in  the  latter,  it  is  comfort- 
ably backed  by  advertisements,  and  has  som^^imes 
even  a  speech  of  Mr.  St — ^ph — n*s,  or  sometbnig 
equally  warm,  for  a  chaUffe-pii — so  that,  in  gene- 
ral, the  very  reveiw  of  **  laudatur  et  alget"  is  its 
destiny. 

Ambition,  however,  must  run  some  risks,  and  I 
shall  be  very  well  satisfied  if  the  reception  of  these 
few  Letters  should  have  the  eflect  of  sending  me 
to  the  Post-Bag  for  more 


PRKFACE 

TO  THE  FOURTEENTH  EDITION. 
BY  A  FRIKND  OJ  TH8  AUTHOK. 

In  the  absence  of  Mr.  Brown,  who  is  tt 
on  a  tour  through ,  I  feel  myial 


i  Pindar,  Pytb.  S.— My  fHend  certainly  cannot  add 
«»dpc9i  Xipuifffiov, 


ovr*t¥ 


upon,  as  his  friend,  to  notice  certain  mist 
and  misrepresentations,  to  which  this  little 
of  Trifles  has  given  rise. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  not  true  thftt  Ms 
has  had  any  accomplices  in  the  work.  . 
mdeed,  which  has  hitherto  accompanied  1 
face,  may  very  naturally  have  been  the  9 
such  a  supposition ;  but  that  note,  whi 
merely  the  coquetry  of  an  author,  I  hav«, 
present  edition,  taken  upon  myself  to  reoM 
Mr.  Brown  must  therefore  be  consideied  ) 
mother  of  that  unique  production,  the  I 
ftova  Kat  ftovoif')  as  alone  responsible  for  tb 
contents  of  the  volume. 

In  the  next  place  it  has  been  said, 
consequence  of  this  gracelefs  little  book,  a 
distinguislied  Personage  prevailed  upon 
distinguished  Personage  to  withdraw  fr 
author  that  notice  and  kin4ne88  with  «i 
had  so  long  and  so  liberally  honored  him. 
story  there  is  not  one  syllable  of  trol 
the  magnanimity  of  the  former  of  these  p 
would,  indeed,  in  no  case  answer  too  rvri 
of  the  conduct  of  the  latter  towards  mj : 
have  a  proud  gratification  in  declaring,  til 
never  ceased  to  be  such  as  he  must  remem' 
indelible  gratitude ; — a  gratitude  the  man 
fully  and  warmly  paid,  from  its  not  hajig 
incurred  solely  on  his  own  account,  but  i 
ness  shared  with  those  nearest  and  dearest  t 

To  the  charge  of  being  an  Irishmi 
Mr.  Brown  pleads  guilty ;  and  I  believe 
also  be  acknowledged  that  he  comes  of  a 
Catholic  family :  an  avowal  which  I  am  i 
dec^isive  of  his  utter  reprobation,  in  the 
those  exclusive  patentees  of  Christianity,  m 
to  have  been  the  followers  of  a  certain  eal 
Bishop,  Douatus,*  who  held  "  that  God  m  i 
and  not  elsewhere**  But  from  all  this  it 
necessarily  follow  that  Mr.  Brown  is  a  Pipl 
indeed,  I  have  the  strongest  reasons  for  •■ 
that  they,  who  say  so,  are  somewhat  a 
Not  that  I  presume  to  have  ascertained  hit 
upon  such  subjects.  All  I  profess  to  kae 
orthodoxy  is,  that  he  has  a  Protestant  l 

•  Biltaop  of  Cas«  Nl|m,  la  the  ftmich  esHM 
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»  little  Piroteftant  chfldren,  and  that  he 
Den  at  church  every  Sunday,  for  a  whole 
her,  listenmg  to  the  sermonB  of  his  truly 

ind  amiable  friend,  Dr. ,  and 

there  as  well  and  as  orderly  as  most 

ire  yet  a  few  other  mistakes  and  false- 
it  Mr.  Brown,  to  which  I  had  intended, 
ecoming  gravity,  to  advert ;  but  I  begin 
■e  task  is  qnite  as  useless  as  it  is  tiresome. 
ntations  and  calnnmies  of  this  sort  are, 
goments  and  statements  of  Dr.  Duigenan, 
11  the  less  vivacious  or  less  serviceable  to 
catoBS,  for  having  been  refuted  and  dis- 
tbonsand  times  over.  They  are  brought 
;ain,  as  good  as  new,  whenever  malice  or 
lay  be  m  want  of  them ;  and  are  quite  as 
le  old  broken  lantern,  in  Fielding's  Amelia, 
watchman  always  keeps  ready  by  him, 
),  in  proof  of  riotous  conduct,  against  his 
[  shaO  therefore  give  up  the  fruitless  toil 
tion,  and  would  even  draw  my  pen  over 
ve  aheady  written,  had  I  not  promised  to 
jr  pabUsher  with  a  Preface,  and  know  not 
;  could  contrive  to  eke  it  out 
added  two  or  three  more  trifles  to  this 
lich  I  found  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  and 
0  fhnn  the  pen  of  my  friend.  The  rest  of 
B  remains*  in  its  original  state. 

1814. 


ERCEPTED  LETTERS, 

&C. 


LETTER  I. 

m  PE — ^KC — SB  on — RX. — E   OF  W — L — S 
»  THE  LADT  ■ — EB — A  ASHL — ^T.* 

Lady  Bab,  youll  be  shocked,  I'm  afraid, 
a  bear  the  aad  rumpus  your  Ponies  have 
sde; 


readlDK  has  been  mfgeMed  In  the  orifinal  of  the 
rmce,  freety  trantlaied  by  Lord  Eld— n,  page  I<ML 
•*  SlTe  per  Syrteii  iter  ntootas,**  it  U  propoMd.  by 
Ins  altentkm,  to  read  '*  SurU€»r  instead  of  "  8yr- 
:h  briH»  the  Ode,  it  kinid,iiMfe  home  to  the  noble 
Md  glTet  a  pecnliu  fbtce  end  epiaees  to  the  epi- 


Smce  the  time  of  hocse-oonsnis,  (now  long  out  of 

date,) 
No  nags  ever  made  such  a  stir  in  the  state. 
Lord  Eld — n  first  heard — and  as  instantly  pray'd  he 
To  **  God  and  his  Kuig** — that  a  Popish  young  Lady 
(For  though  you've  bright  eyes  and  twelve  thousand 

a  year, 
It  is  still  but  too  true  you're  a  Papist,  my  dear,) 
Had  insidiously  sent,  by  a  tall  Irish  groom. 
Two  priest-ridden  Ponies,  just  landed  from  Rome, 
And  so  full,  little  rogues,  of  pontifical  tricks. 
That  the  dome  of  St  Paul's  was  scarce  safe  from 

their  kicks. 

Off  at  once  to  Papa,  in  a  flurry  he  flies — 
For  Papa  always  does  what  these  statesmen  adviw. 
On  condition  that  they'll  be,  in  turn,  so  polite 
Ad  m  no  case  whate'er  to  advise  him  too  right — 
**  Pretty  doings  are  here.  Sir,  (he  angrily  cries. 
While  by  dint  of  dark  eyebrows  he  strives  to  look 

wise) — 
"  *T]b  a  scheme  of  the  Romanists,  so  help  me  God ! 
"To  ride  over  yoiu:  tno9t  Royal  Highness  rotigh- 

shod— 
"  Excuse,   Sir,  my  tears — they're    from  loyalty's 

source^ 
"Bad  enough   'twas  for  Troy  to  be  sack'd  by  a 

Horse, 
"  But  for  us  to  be  ruin'd  by  Ponies  still  worse !" 
Quick  a  Council  is  call'd — the  whole  Cabinet  sits — 
The  Archbishops    declare,  frighten'd  out  of  their 

wits. 
That  if  once  Popish  Ponies  should  eat  at  my  manger, 
From  that  awful  moment  the  Church  is  in  danger ! 
As,  give  them  but  stablmg,  and  shortly  no  stalls 
Will  suit  their  proud  stomachs  but  those  at  St  Paul's. 

The  Doctor,'  and  he,  the  devout  man  of  Leather,^ 
V — ns — tt — t,   now  laying  their    Saint-heads    to- 
gether, 
Declare  that  these  skittish  young  a-bominations 
Are  cleariy  foretold  in  Chap.  vi.  Revelations- 
Nay,  they  verily  think  they  could  point  out  the  one 
Which  the  Doctor's  friend  Death  was  to  canter  upon. 

Lord  H — rr — by,  hoping  that  no  one  imputes 
To  the  Court  any  fancy  to  persecute  brutes, 
Protests,  on  the  word  of  himself  and  his  cronies. 
That  had  these  said  creattires  been  Asses,  not  Ponies, 
The  Court  would  have  started  no  sort  of  objection. 
As  AsBes  were,  there,  always  sure  of  protection. 


thet  *'  Kf  tnotas/*  I  merely  throw  out  this  emendation  for 
the  .earned,  being  unable  myself  to  decide  upon  iui  merits. 

*  This  yoong  Lady,  who  is  a  Roman  Catholic,  had  lately 
made  a  present  of  some  beantiftii  Ponies  to  the  T 

>  Mr.  Addingtoo,  so  nicknamed. 

4  AUodhig  to  a  tax  lately  laid  npoa  leather. 
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« If  the  Tr — nc — a  wiU  keep  them,  (sap  Lofd 
C— bU— r— gh,) 
**  To  make  them  quite  hannlen,  the  only  true  way 
**  Is  (as  certain  Chief  Justices  do  with  their  wives) 
**  To  flog  them  within  half  an  inch  of  their  lives. 
<*  If  they've  any  had  Irish  blood  lurking  about, 
**This  (he  knew  by  experience)  would  soon  draw 

it  out" 
Should  this  be  thought  cruel,  his  Lordship  pnyoses 
**  The  new  Veto  snaffle^  to  bind  down  their  noees — 
*'  A  pretty  contrivance,  made  out  of  old  chains, 
"Which  appears  to  indulge,  while  it  doubly  re- 
strains; 
**  Which,  however  high-mettled,  their  gamesomeness 

checks 
**  (Adds  his  Lordship  humanely,)  or  else  breaks  their 
necks!" 

This  proposal  received  pretty  general  applause 
^Vom  the  statesmen  around — and  the  neck-breaking 

clause 
Had  a  vigor  about  it,  which  soon  reconciled 
Even  Eld — n  himself  to  a  meiAure  so  mild. 
So  the  snaffles,  my  dear,  were  agreed  to,  nem.  can., 
And  my  Lord  C — stl — ^r — gh,  having  so  often  shone 
In  the  fettering  line,  is  to  buckle  thf  m  ou. 

I  shall  drive  to  your  door  in  these  Vetos  some  day. 
But,  at  present,  adieu ! — I  must  huny  away 
To  go  see  my  Mamma,  as  I'm  suffer'd  to  meet  her 
F  :r  just  half  an  hour  by  the  Qu — ^n*s  best  repeater. 

ClI — RL— TTE. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM   COLONEL   M*M — H — ^N    TO  G LD   FR — NC — S 

JL— CKIK,  BBO. 

Dear  Sir,  IVo  just  had  time  to  look 
Into  your  very  learned  Book,' 
Wherein — as  plain  as  man  can  speak. 
Whose  English  is  half  modem  Greek — 
You  prove  that  wo  can  ne'er  intrench 
Our  happy  isles  against  the  French, 
Till  Royalty  in  England's  made 
A  much  more  independent  trade  ;— 


1  The  question  whether  a  V*».to  waa  to  be  allowed  to  the 
Crown  In  the  appointment  of  Iri»h  Catholic  Bishops  was,  at 
(his  time,  very  generally  and  a^.tlvely  agitated. 

»  For  an  accoant  of  this  extraordinary  work  of  Mr.  L^ckie,  I 
«ee  the  "  Edinburgh  Review/*  vol  zz. 


In  short,  until  the  House  of  Goelph 
Lays  Lords  and  Commons  oo  the  dMlf« 
And  boldly  sets  up  for  itself 

All,  that  can  well  be  midentood 
In  this  said  Book,  is  vastly  good : 
And,  as  to  what^  incomprebennble, 
I  dare  be  sworn  'tis  full  as  senable. 

But,  to  your  woi^'s  immortal  dedit. 
The  Pr— n— e,  good  Sir,  the  IV    n    e  hat  iw 
(The  only  Book,  hunself  remadES, 
Which  he  has  read  since  Mrs.  Clazke'&) 
Last  levee-mom  he  look'd  it  througfay 
During  that  awful  hour  or  two 
Of  grave  tonsorial  preparation. 
Which,  to  a  fond,  admiring  nation. 
Sends  forth,  annoimced  by  trump  and  dram« 
The  best-wigg'd  Pr— n— e  in  Chrifltondom. 

He  thinks  with  yon,  th'  imagination 
Of  partnership  in  legislation 
Could  only  enter  in  the  noddles 
Of  dull  and  ledger-keeping  twaddles, 
Whose  heads  on  firms  are  running  so» 
They  ev'n  most  have  a  King  and  Coi, 
And  hence,  most  eloquently  show  forth 
On  checks  and  balances,  and  so  forth. 

But  now,  he  trusts,  we're  coming  near  a 
Far  more  royal,  loyal  era  ; 
When  England's  monarch  need  but  say, 
"  Whip  me  those  scoundrels,  C — stl — ^r — gh  f* 
Or,  "  Hang  me  up  those  Papists,  Eld — n," 
And  'twill  bo  done — ay  faith,  and  well  done. 

With  view  to  which,  I've  his  command 
To  beg,  Sir,  from  your  travelled  hand, 
(Round  which  the  foreign  graces  swarm*) 
A  Plan  of  radical  Reform ; 
Compiled  and  clioscn  as  best  you  can. 
In  Turkey  or  at  Ispahan, 
And  quite  uptumhig,  branch  and  root, 
Lords,  Commons,  and  Burd<3tt  to  boot 


But,  pray,  whate'er  you  may  impart,  ^ 
Somewhat  more  brief  than  Major  C — rtWF— ^ 
Else,  though  the  Pr        e  bo  long  in  riggings  .- 
'Twould  take,  at  least,  a  fortnight's  wiggings 
Two  wigs  to  every  paragraph — 
Before  he  well  could  get  through  half. 


&  "  The  truth  indeed  seems  to  be,  that  haviag  li 
long  abroad  as  evidently  to  have  lost,  in  a  groat  iM| 
use  of  his  native  language,  Mr.  Leckie  has  gradllS 
not  onlr  to  speak,  but  to  feel,  like  a  foreigner.**  MM 
Rtviete.  .4 
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nd  it  also  speedily — 

>  say,  *twixt  you  and  me, 

'fis,  heated  by  your  woi^, 

inks  himself  Grand  Turk ! 

have  laugh'd,  had  you  seen  how 

the  Ch — no — 11 — r  just  now, 

his  Loxxlihip's  entering  puff'd)  he 

back  and  call'd  him  **  Mufti !" 

m  too  have  got  commands, 
ctly  into  hands 

Dulimans  and  Pouches, 
M,  Turbans,  and  Paboutches, 
-rm — th's  sketching  out  a  plan 
uBtaeheB  a  rOttomane,) 
Dgs  fitting  and  expedient 

our  gracious  R — g — nt  I 


refbre,  have  no  time  to 
»nr  Systei 


Yours,  in  haste. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

end  this  scrawl  away, 

oment,  just  to  say, 

ie  parts  of  the  Turkish  system 

twere  as  well  you  missed  *em. 

c — in  Seraglio  matters— 

,  whom  girlish  fondness  flatters, 

lifltiaram  (tasteless  fool !) 

ag,  red-cheek'd  things  from  school. 

9  in  that  fairy  land, 

e  and  Age  went  hand  in  hand  ;^ 

till  sixty,  shed  no  honey, 
ams  were  worth  any  money,) 

has  much  riper  notions — 
-  list  of  s'kt-promotions 
90  only,  plump  and  sage, 
ch'd  the  regulation-age ; 

near  as  one  can  fix 
igo  dates,)  full  fifty-six. 

's  {oT  far* rites — ^nothing  more — 
rir««,  a  Grand  Signor, 
t  decidedly  without  them, 
*  care  one  curse  about  them. 


rn«d  Colonel  nmst  allude  here  to  a  detcriptloa 
jtx\tm%  ble,  in  the  History  of  Abdalla,  son  of 
e  »nch  Inversions  of  the  order  of  nature  are  said 
pn  place.—"  A  score  of  old  women  and  the  sanM 
•Id  men  played  here  and  there  In  the  court,  some 
ithing,  others  at  ttp-eat  or  at  cockles.**— And 


LETTER  m. 


FROM  a— GB   n — CK   R- 
E OF  T- 


We  missM  you  last  night  at  the  **  hoary  old  sinuer^s," 
Who  gave  us,  as  usual,  the  cream  of  good  diunen; 
His  soups  scientific — ^his  fishes  quite  prime — 
His  p&t^  superb — and  his  cutlets  sublime ! 
In  short,  Hwas  the  snug  sort  of  dinner  to  stir  a 
Stomachic  orgasm  in  my  Lord  El — ^b— gh. 
Who  tet  to,  to  bo  sure,  with  miraculous  force. 
And  exclaim'd,  between  mouthfuls,  "  a  He-Cook  of 

course  I-- 
"  While  you  live — (wnat*s  there  under  that  cover? 

pray,  look) — 
"While  you  live — (1*11  just  tasto  it)  ne'er  keep  a 

She-Cook. 
"'Tis  a  sound  Sah'c  Law^^a  small  bit  of  that 

toast) — 
"  Which  ordains  that  a  female  shall  ne*er  rule  the 

roast; 
"For  Cookery's  a   secret— (this    turtle's   uncom- 

mon'\ — 
"  Like  Masonry,  never  found  out  by  a  woman  !'* 

The  dinner,  you  know,  was  in  gay  celebration 
Of  my  brilliant  triumph  and  H — nt's  condemna- 
tion ; 
A  compliment,  too,  to  his  Lordship  the  Judge 
For  his   Speech   to  the  Jury — and  zounds!    who 

would  grudge 
Turtle  soup,   though  it  came  to  five  gumeas  a 

bowl. 
To  reward  such  a  loyal  and  complaisant  soul  7 
We  were  all  in  high  gig — Roman  Punch  and  To- 
kay 4 
Travell'd  round,  till  our  heads  travell'd  just  the 

same  way ; 
And   we   cared    not   for   Juries   or   Dbels— no— 

damme!  nor 
Ev'n  for  the  threats  of  last  Sunday's  Examiner ! 

More  good   things  were  eaten  than  said — ^but 
Tom  T— rrh— t 
In  quoting  Joe  Miller,  you  know,  has  some  merit ; 
And,  hearing  the  sturdy  Justiciary  Chief 
Say— sated  with  turUe— "  Pll  now  try  the  beef  "— 


again,  **  There  Is  nothing,  bellcro  one,  more  engaglttg  than 
thoee  lovely  wrinkles,**  lu.  fcc— See  7Wm  ^a«  £m<,  voL 
Ul.  pp.  607,  606. 

s  This  letter,  as  the  reader  will  perceive,  wti^ 
day  after  a  dinner  given  by  the  M-  rq    §  of  II— d— L 
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Tommy  whiipei'd  him  (gifinf  Ui  Loidriiip  a  rfy 

hH) 
"I  fear  'twifl  be  hmgA)M/tt  mf  Loid,  if  too  try 

ur 

And  C— md— n  wm  time,  wbo,  tint  monimg, 

had  gone 
To  fit  hk  dew  Blaiqiiii^e  oorawt  on; 
And  tiie  dirii  eet  befine  hhn— oh  dnh  well-de* 

▼and!— 
Was,  what  old  MoUier  GhuM  calb,  «  a  calf '■  head 


The  braiiu  weie  near  Sh — ry,  and  imee  had  been 

fine. 
But,  of  hite»  they  had  hihi  so  long  eoaking  in  wine, 
That  thoogfa  we,  fiom  cooiteay,  etill  chose  to  call 
These  brains  very  fine,  they  were  no  brains  at  all. 

When  the  dinner  wae  over,  we  drank  every  one 
In  a  bumper,  "  the  venial  delights  of  Crim.  Con.  f 
At  which   H— df-4   with   wann   xeminiscences 


And  E— bV— h  chuckled  to  hear  hunself  quoted. 

Oar  next  xoond  of  toasts  was  a  fancy  quite  new. 
For  we  drank— and  youll  own  'twas  benevolent 

too— 
To  those  well-meaning  husbands,  cits,  panons,  or 

peen. 
Whom  we've,  any  time,  honored  by  courtmg  their 

dean: 
This  museum  of  wittols  was  comical  rather ; 
Old  H— df— t  gave  M    es    y,  and  I  gave  your 

f-4h— r. 

In  short,  not    a  soul  till  this  mommg  would 

budge — 
Wo  were  all  fun  and  fix)lic, — and  even  the  J        e 
Laid  aside,  for  the  time,  his  juridical  fashion, 
And  through  the  whole  night  wasn't  once  in  a  pas- 

aon! 

I  write  thm  in  bed,  while  my  whiskers  are  aur- 
mg, 
And  M— c*  has  a  sly  dose  of  jalap  preparing 
For  poor  T— mmy  T— rr— t  at  breakfast  to  quafil^ 
As  I  feel  I  want  something  to  give  me  a  laugh. 
And  there's  nothmg  so  good  as  old  T — ^mmy,  kept 

dose 
To  his  Cornwall  accounts,  after  taking  a  dose 

iCnloMlirilalum. 

t  This  letter,  wUch  contained  Mme  rery  heavy  enclosures, 
scwBs  to  have  been  sent  to  London  by  a  private  hand,  and 
then  p«u  Into  the  Twopenny  Post-OfBce,  to  save  trouble.  See 
the  AppsiMf 

*  la  seMOsttUsdwet  to  the  Press,  however,  I  learn  that 


LETTER  I¥. 


Lier  week,  dear  N— €b— 1,  i 
At  dinner  with  our  flecwtory. 
When  an  were  dnmk,  or  pretty  aearf 
(The  tune  Ibr  doing  borinea  har%) 
Says  he  to  me,  <«  Bweet  BoBj  Bott«il 
<«  These  Fapiii  dogs-hieoop— 'od  rat  W  S— 
"  Deowve  to  be  beipatter'd— Uooni^** 
«  Witii  an  the  diit  0v^  yMi  eu  pkk  ifi 
"Hntjonthnrr    no  (hnm'n to hhn    fill 
»Hip,  hip,  hum!)— ii  trybgatin 
*<To  humbug  them  witik  Und  proteMiib 
*'  And,  as  you  deal  m  tfrsii^  fiiriiMBiw 
« *  JRogHs*— ^  frmtsr*— hiceap-«iid  al  tfai^ 
*<  You  must  be  muzded.  Doctor  Fat  }— 
«<  Yon  must  fakdeed-4uoei9— (faai'b  flat". 

Yes— M  mailed  was  tiw  word.  Sir  Jala— 
These  fools  have  dapp'd  a  miBile  on 
The  boldest  month  tibat  e'er  xaa  oPer 
With  slaver  of  the  tnnea  of  yore  f— 
Was  it  for  this  that  back  I  went 
As  far  as  Lateran  and  IVenl, 
To  prove  that  they,  who  damnfd  v  fhHi» 
Ought  now,  UI  turn,  be  damn'd  agnfaif— 
The  sflent  victhn  stiD  to  sit 
Of  Gx^-^tt^-n's  fire  and  C— nn— |f  a  wit, 
To  hear  ev'n  noisy  M — th — ^w  gabble  on. 
Nor  mention  once  the  W — e  of  BabyUm ! 
Oh !  'tis  too  much — ^who  now  wiU  be 
The  Nightman  of  No-Popery? 
What  Courtier,  Saint,  or  even  Bishop, 
Such  learned  filth  will  ever  fish  up? 
If  there  among  our  ranks  be  one 
To  tako  my  place,  'tis  thou,  Sir  John ; 
Thou,  who,  like  me,  art  dubb*d  Right  Hon 
Like  me,  too,  art  a  Lawyer  Civil 
That  wishes  Papists  at  the  devil 

To  whom  then  but  to  thee,  my  fiiend. 
Should  Patrick*  his  Port-folio  send? 
Take  it— 'tis  thine— his  leam'd  Port-Mk^ 
With  all  its  theologic  olio 
Of  Bulb,  half  Iiish  and  half  Roman— 
Of  Doctrines,  now  believed  by  no  i 


the  **  mozzle"  has  been  taken  off,  and  the  Right  Boo.  Dodr 
again  let  loose ! 

«  A  bad  name  fbr  poetry;  bnt  D— gen— n  Is  still  wish 
As  Pradentins  says  npon  a  very  diflerent  snl^|ect— 
Torquetnr  ApoUo 
Nomine  pereossns. 


INTERCEPTED  LETTERS. 
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Of  CoaneSs,  held  lor  iiiflii*s  fahratioii, 

Tet  always  emfing  in  danmatuni — 

(Whidi  dbowB  that,  once  the  world's  cieation, 

Toor  Ynetta,  whate'er  their  gentle  Ihamming, 

Ha?e  always  had  a  tairte  for  damning,) 

And  many  more  such  pioas  scraps, 

To  prore  (what  loe've  long  proved,  perhi^) 

That,  mad  m  Christians  nsed  to  be 

Abool  the  Thirteenth  Century, 

There  stiD  are  Christians  to  be  had 

la  this,  the  Nineteenth,  jost  as  mad  ! 

FareweO— I  send  with  this,  dear  N— ch— 1, 
A  rod  or  two  Fyo  had  hi  pickle 
Wherewith  to  trim  old  Gi^-tt— n's  jacket— 
The  rest  ihall  go  by  Monday's  packet 

P.D. 

Amamg  tie  Emelonare§  in  the  foregoing  Letter  wae 
thefeUaming  **  UnanewenUtle  Argument  againet 
tie  Pttpiete.** 

m  9  9  • 

Wi*!!  told  the  ancient  Roman  nation 
Hade  osB  of  spittle  m  lostration  ;* 
(Vide  Laetantiam  ^  GaDflBnm*— 
i  c  you  need  not  read  but  eee  'em ;) 
Now,  Irish  Pi^Mls,  fiwt  surprising. 
Make  use  of  spittle  m  baptinng ; 
Whicii  pnifes  them  all,  OTmns,  O'Fagans, 
ConnoBSy  and  Tooles,  all  downright  Pagans. 
Thm  &et's  enough ;— let  no  one  tell  us 
To  fiee  meh  sad,  ealieome  fellowB^— 
No»  no— 4be  man,  baptixed  with  ^tittle, 
Hath  no  truth  hi  hnn— 4iot  a  tittle ! 


LETTER  V. 


WWOm   '<jflB  C0UWTB1  DOWAGBE  OF  O — MK 
TO  LADT  w 


Mr  dear  Lady  • 


- !  Fve  been  just  sending  out 


Ahent  &fe  hundred  cardi  for  a  snug  little  Rout — 
(By  the  by,  you've  seen  Rokeby?— thii  moment 

got  mine— 
The  Mail-Coach  Edition*— prodigioody  fine ;) 

I  Lnstnlibos  aati  aliTtt 

Explat  Pbbs.  nt  2. 

sitefv  ««kea  the  tioable  of  eraailaist  tkm  Doctor*!  icf- 
■mee  lHM»  sad  find  bfan,  for  OBce,  eonect.  The  fiiUoirfaic 
k»*sfiatds«rUs  lBdigBUitii*no,GeIhni>-^  AflMHSi 


But  I  can't  conceive  how,  in  this  very  coid  weather, 
I'm  ever  to  bring  my  five  hundred  together ; 
As,  unleoB  the  thermometer's  near  boiling  heat, 
One  can  never  get  half  of  one's  ftmdreds  to  meet 
(Apropos — ^you'd  have  laugh'd  to  see  Townsend 

last  night, 
Escort  to  their  chain,  with  his  staff,  so  polite. 
The  **  three  maiden  Miseries,"  all  in  a  fright ; 
Poor  Townsend,  like  Mercury,  filling  two  posts, 
Supervisor  of  thievee,  and  chief-usher  of  ghoete  I) 


can't  you  hit  on 


But,  my  dear  Lady  — 

some  notion. 
At  least  for  one  night  to  set  London  in  motion  7 — 
As  to  having  the  R — g — nt,  that  show  is  gone  by — 
Besides,  I've  remark'd  that  (between  you  and  I) 
The  Marchesa  and  he,  inconvenient  in  more  ways, 
Have  taken  much  lately  to  whispering  in  doorways ; 
Which— conaid'ring,  you  know,  dear,  the  eize  of 

the  two- 
Makes  a  block  that  one's  company  cannot  get 

through; 
And  a  house  such  as  mme  is,  with  doorways  so 

small. 
Has  no  room  for  such  cumberMmie  love-woriE  at 

alL— 
(Apropos,  though,  of  love-woi^ — ^you've  heard  it, 

I  hope. 
That  Napoleon's  old  mother's  to  marry  the  Pope, — 
What  a  comical  pair !)— but,  to  stick  to  my  Rout, 
TVill  be  hard  if  some  novelty  can't  be  struck  out 
Is  there  no  Algerine,  no  Kamchatkan  arrived? 
No  Plenipo  Pacha,  three-tail'd  and  ten-wived  7 
No  Russian,  whose  dissonant  consonant  name 
Almost  rattles  to  fragments  the  trumpet  of  fame  7 

I  remember  the  time,  three  or  four  winters  back, 
When — provided    their   wigs    were    but   decently 

Mack— 
A  few  Patriot  monsterB,  from  Spain,  were  a  sight 
That  would  people  one's  house  for  one,  night  after 

night 
But — ^whether   the    Ministers    paui'd    them    too 

much— 
(And  you  know  how  they  spoil  whatsoever  they 

touch) 
Or,  whether  Lord  G — rge  (the  young  man  about 

town) 
Has,  by  dint  of  bad  poetry,  written  them  down, 
One  has  certainly  lost  one's  pemneular  rage ; 
And  the  only  stray  Patriot  seen  for  an  age 

BOB  Toesnir  sacniffl  baptisiBaiD  a  Paplstii  proCuuri,  et  tfRiU 
vmm  la  peccalonifn  expiatkne  a  PafaaU  soa  a  Chilitlaoto 

»  Bee  Mr.  Mnnay'i  Adtertiieawt  aboat  the  MsU-Coach 
coftaseriokaby. 
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Has  been  at  such  places  (think,  how  the  fit  oools !) 
As  old  Mm.  V — gh — ^n's  or  Lord  L— v — ip— I's. 

Bat,  in  short,  my  dear,  names  like  WintztKhit- 
stopschinzondhoff 
Are  the   only  things  now  make  an  ev'nmg  go 

smooth  off: 
So,  get  me  a  Russian — till  death  I'm  your  debtor — 
If  he  brings  the  whole  Alphabet,  so  much  the  bet- 
ter. 
And — Lord !  if  he  would  but,  in  character,  sup 
Off  his  fish-oil  and  candles,  he*d  quite  set  me  up ! 

Au  revoir,  my  sweet  girl — I  must  leave  you  in 
haste—: 
Little  Gunter  has  brought  me  the  liqueuxs  to  taste. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

Br  (ne  by,  have   you  found  any  friend  that  can 

construe 
That  Latin  account,  t'other  day,  of  a  Monster?^ 
If  we  can't  get  a  Russian,  and  that  thing  in  Latin 
Bv  dH  too  improper,  I  think  I'll  bring  that  in. 


LETTER  VL 

ROM  ABDALLAH,'  IN  LONDON,  TO  MOHASUkN, 
IN  ISFAHAN. 

Wniiirr  thou,  Mohaann,  (happy  thou  !) 
Dost  daily  bend  thy  loyal  brow 
Before  our  King— our  Asia's  treasure ! 
Nutmeg  of  Comfort ;  Rose  of  Pleasure  ! — 
And  bear'st  as  many  kicks  and  bruises 
As  the  said  Rose  and  Nutmeg  chooses ; 


i  Alluding,  I  suppose,  to  the  Latin  Adrertliement  of  a 
Losns  Natane  in  the  Newspapers  lately. 

*  I  have  made  many  inquiries  at)ont  this  Persian  gentle- 
man, bat  cannot  satisfiictorily  ascertain  who  he  is.  From 
his  notions  of  Reiigions  Liberty,  however,  I  conclude  that  he 
Is  an  importation  of  Ministers ;  and  he  has  arrived  Just  in 

time  to  assist  the  P e  and  Mr.  L— ck— e  in  their  new 

Oriental  Plan  of  Reform.— See  the  second  of  these  Letters. 
How  Abdallah*s  epistle  to  Ispahan  found  its  way  into  the 
Twopenny  Post-Bag  is  more  than  I  can  pretend  to  account 
tor. 

*  "  (Test  xm  honnAte  homme,**  said  a  Turkish  governor  of 
De  Rnyter ;  "c'est  grand  dommage  qu'ii  soit  Clir6tien.** 

*  SimuiUM  and  SkiiUs  are  the  two  leading  sects  into  which 
the  Mahometan  world  is  divided  ;  and  they  have  gone  on 
cursing  and  persecuting  each  other,  without  any  intermission, 
Ar  about  eleven  hundred  years.  The  Sunni  is  the  established 
■sft  in  Tttiksy,  and  the  Skia  in  Persia ;  and  the  differences 


Thy  head  still  near  the  bowstring's  bordeny 
And  but  left  on  till  further  orders- 
Through  London  streets  with  tuiban  fair. 
And  caftan,  floating  to  the  air, 
I  saimter  on,  the  admiration 
Of  this  short-coated  population — 
This  sew'd  up  race— this  button'd  nation— 
Who,  while  they  boast  their  laws  so  free. 
Leave  not  one  limb  at  liberty. 
But  live,  with  all  their  lordly  speeches, 
The  slaves  of  buttons  and  tight  breeches. 

Yet,  though  they  thus  their  knee-pans  Un 
(They're  Christians,  and  they  know  no  bett 
In  some  thmgs  they're  a  thinking  nation ; 
And,  on  Religious  Toleration, 
I  own  I  like  their  notions  quite, 
They  are  so  Persian  and  so  right  I 
You  know  our  Sunnites,* — hateful  dogk . 
Whom  every  pious  Shiite  flogs 
Or  longs  to  flog* — 'tis  true,  they  pray 
To  God,  but  in  an  ill-bred  way ; 
With  neither  anns,  nor  legs,  nor  faces 
Stuck  in  their  right,  canonic  places.* 
'Tis  true,  they  worship  Ali's  name^ — 
Their  Heav'n  and  ourt  are  just  the  sam»— 
(A  Persian's  HeaVn  is  easily  made, 
'Tis  but  black  eyes  and  lemonade.) 
Yet,  though  weVe  tried  for  centuries  back— 
We  can't  persuade  this  stubborn  pack, 
By  bastinadoes,  screws,  or  nippers. 
To  wear  th'  establbh'd  pea-green  slippeia.* 
Then,  only  think,  the  libertines ! 
They  wadi  their  toes — ^they  comb  their  ddi 
With  many  more  such  deadly  sins ; 
And  what's  the  worst,  (though  last  I  rank  i 
Believe  the  Chapter  of  the  Blanket ! 

Yet,  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious, 
(Which  must,  at  bottom,  be  seditious ; 


between  them  turn  chiefly  upon  those  importaat 
which  our  pious  (Viend  Abdaliah,  in  the  true  spirit  il 
Ascendency,  reprobates  in  this  Letter. 

s  "  Les  Sunnites,  qui  ^toient  comme  les  CathoBf 
Musul  manlsme." — D*  Htrbdot, 

*  "  In  contradistinction  to  the  SouaU,whoin  their| 
cross  their  hands  on  the  lower  part  of  their  breast,  Ai 
ahs  drop  their  arms  in  straight  lines ;  and  os  the  Sn 
certain  periods  of  the  prayer,  press  their  A>reheaii 
ground  or  carpet,  the  Schiahs,*'  fcc,  &e.— ArtCer^*  I 

T  «•  Les  Turcs  ne  d^testent  pas  AU  r^dproqiMM 
contraire,  lis  ie  reconnoissent,**  Ace.,  Icc^^ateriw.  ' 

s  ''  The  Bhiites  wear  green  slippers,  which  the  Ai 
consider  as  a  great  abomination.'*— JIfcrtti. 

*  For  these  points  of  diflferenee,  as  well  as  for  tte  4 
of  the  Blanket,  I  must  refer  the  reader  (ooc  havhq^  Hi 
by  me)  to  Picart*s  Account  of  the  Mahometaa  I 
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Should  you  feel  any  touch  of  poetical  glow, 
We'To  a  Scheme  to  suggest — Mr.  So — ^tt,  yon  must 

know, 
(Who,  we*re  sony  to  say  it,  now  works  for  the 

ROWy^) 

Having  quitted  the  Borders,  to  seek  new  renown, 
Is  coming,  by  long  Quarto  stages,  to  Town ; 
And  beginning  with  Rokeby  (the  job's  sure  to  pay) 
Means  to  <2o  all  the  Gentlemen's  Seats  on  the  way. 
Now,  the  Scheme  is  (though  none  of  our  hacknejrs 

can  beat  ^im) 
To  start  a  fresh  Poet  through  Highgate  to  meet  him ; 
Who,  by  means  of  quick  proofs — ^no  revises — long 

coaches — 
May  do  a  few  Villas,  before  Sc — ^tt  approaches. 
In^d,  if  our  Pegasus  be  not  curst  shabby. 
Hell  reach,  without  found'ring,  at  least  Wobum- 

Abbey. 
Such,  Sir,  is  our  plan — if  you're  up  to  tho  freak, 
'TIS  a  match !  and  we'll  put  you  in  training  next 

week. 
At  present,  no  more — in  reply  to  this  Letter,  a 
Line  will  oblige  very  much 

Yours,  et  cetera. 
Tn^  of  tlU  Mu9u. 


LETTER  VIIL 

ROM  COLONEL   TH — M — B  TO  — — 
SK — FF — HOT — N,  BS<1. 

Comb  to  our  F6to,*  and  bring  with  thee 
Thy  newest,  best  embroidery. 
Come  to  our  Fdte,  and  show  again 
That  pea-green  coat,  thou  pink  of  men. 
Which  charm'd  all  eye9  that  last  survey'd  it ; 
When  Br — nmi — I's  self  inquired  "  who  made  it  T — 
When  Cits  came  wond*ring,  from  the  East, 
And  thought  thee  Poet  Pye  at  least ! 

Oh  !  come,  (if  haply  'tis  thy  week 
For  lookmg  pale,)  with  paly  cheek ; 

1  Pfttenioster  Row. 

s  This  Letter  enclosed  a  Oird  for  the  Grand  FAte  on  the 
Sth  of  Febmary. 

i  An  amateur  actor  of  much  risible  renown. 

«         Qoem  ta,  Melpomene,  semel 

NaiceBtein  ptaetdo  lumine,  viderls,  Ice       Hokat 
The  Bfaa,  upon  whom  thou  hast  deigned  to  look  fbnny. 

Oh  Tragedy's  Muse !  at  the  boor  of  his  birth- 
Let  them  say  what  they  will,  that's  the  Han  for  aif  money, 

Give  others  thy  tears,  hat  let  me  have  thy  mirth ! 

■  The  crest  of  Mr.  C-tes,  the  very  amusing  amateur  trap 


Though  more  we  lore  thy  roseate  days, 
When  the  rich  rouge-pot  pours  its  Haze 
Full  o'er  thy  face,  and,  amply  ^read. 
Tips  even  thy  whisker-tops  with  red— 
Like  the  last  tints  of  dying  Day 
That  o'er  some  darling  grdre  delay. 

Bring  thy  best  lace,  thou  gay  Phflander 
(That  lace,  like  H — ^ny  Al — x — ^nd — Tt 
Too  precious  to  be  wash'd,) — thy  lings, 
Thy  seals — ^in  short,  thy  prettiest  things  I 
Put  all  thy  wardrobe's  glories  on. 
And  yield  m  frogs  and  fringe,  to  none 
But  the  great  R — g — t's  self  alone ; 
Who — ^by  particular  desir&— 
For  that  night  only,  means  to  hire 
A  dress  from  Romeo  C — tes,  Esqnne.* 
Hail,  first  of  Acton !«  best  of  R— gu-ts! 
Bom  for  each  other's  fond  allegiance ! 
Both  gay  Lotharios— 4x>th  good  dreoKSi — 
Of  serious  Farce  both  leam'd  PtofesMm— 
Both  circled  round,  for  use  or  show, 
With  cock's  combs,  wherorae'er  they  go  ? 

T^ou  know'st  the  time,  tlxm  man  of  !«• .' 
It  takes  to  chalk  a  ball-room  floor-~ 
Thou  know'st  the  time,  too,  well-a-day ! 
It  takes  to  dance  that  chalk  away.* 
The  Ball-room  opens — ^far  and  nigh 
Comets  and  sons  beneath  us  lie ; 
O'er  snow-white  moons  and  stars  we  walk« 
And  the  floor  seems  one  sky  of  chalk! 
But  soon  shall  fade  that  bright  deceit, 
When  many  a  maid,  with  busy  feet 
That  sparkle  m  the  lustre's  ray, 
Cer  the  white  path  shall  bound  and  play 
Like  Nymfha  along  the  Milky  Way  ^— 
With  every  step  a  star  hath  fled, 
And  suns  grow  dim  beneath  their  tread ! 
So  passeth  life— (thus  Sc— tt  would  write, 
And  spinsters  read  bun  with  delight,)— 
Hours  are  not  feet,  yet  houn  trip  oo. 
Time  is  not  chalk,  yet  time's  soon  goob  f 

But,  hang  this  long  digressive  flight  !^- 
I  meant  to  say,  thoa'lt  see,  that  night, 

gedian  here  alluded  to,  was  acock;  and  most  preAnaly  wan 
his  liveries,  harness,  Jtc  covered  with  this  omameBt 

•  To  those,  who  neither  go  to  balls  nor  read  the  Moiiiai 
Post,  it  may  be  necessary  to  mentioD,  that  the  floonorBttt- 
rooms,  in  general,  are  chalked,  for  salhty  and  Ac  ensMS^ 
with  various  faadfVil  devices. 

V        Hearts  are  not  flint,  yet  ffiats  an  rsa^ 
Hearu  are  not  steel,  yet  steel  k  bent. 
Afler  all,  however,  Mr.  8e-tt  ssay  well  say  to  tki  OMmI 
(and,  indeed,  to  much  better  wafi  than  ths  QplwilJ /mt 

fuafUtoOai  9  fitfitioBai, 
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**  Bat  oh,  more  dear,  more  pfecious  ten  times  over — 
**  Farewell  my  Lord,  my  Cardinal,  my  Lover  I 
"  I  made  thee  Cardinal — thou  mad'st  me — ah! 
*<  Thoa  mad*st  the  Papa  of  the  world  Mamma !" 

I  have  not  time  at  present  to  translate  any  more 
of  this  Epistle ;  but  I  presume  the  argument  which 
the  Right  Hon.  Doctor  and  his  friends  mean  to  de- 
duce from  it,  is  (in  their  usual  convincing  strain) 
that  Romanists  must  be  unworthy  of  Emancipation 
fUfw,  because  they  had  a  Petticoat  Pope  in  tlie 
Ninth  Century.  Nothing  can  be  more  logically 
dear,  and  I  find  that  Horace  had  exactly  thq  same 
views  upon  the  subject 

JiMuraw  (eheu  potteii  necabltis !) 
Emmu^^atuM  FoMiMM 

Pert  vaUom ! 


LETTER  VIL    pagb  211. 

The  Manuscript  found  enclosed  in  the  Booksel- 
ler's Letter,  turns  out  to  be  a  Melo-Drama,  in  two 
Acts,  entiUed  "  The  Book,">  of  which  the  Theatres, 
of  course,  had  had  the  refusal,  before  it  was  presented 
to  Messrs.  L— ck — ^ngt — n  and  Co.  This  rejected 
Drama,  however,  possesses  considerable  merit,  and 
I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  laying  a  sketch  of  it  before 
my  Readers. 

The  firat  Act  opens  in  a  very  awful  manner — 
Time,  three  o'clock  in  the  morning — Scene,  the 
Bourbon  Chambei*  in  C — ^rlt — n  House— Enter  the 
P— e  R — g — t  solus — Afler  a  few  broken  sen- 
0,  he  thus  exclaims : — 


Away — Away — 
Hion  haunt'st  my  fancy  so,  thou  devilish  Book, 
I  meet  thee — ^trace  thee,  wheresoe'er  I  lode. 
I  see  thy  damned  ink  in  Eld — ^n's  brows — 
I  see  ihy  fooUcap  on  my  H — ^rtf— d*8  Spouse-^ 
V — ns— tt — t*s  head  recalls  thy  leathern  case. 
And  all  thy  hXack-leates  staro  from  R — d — ^r's  face ! 

1  Thsra  was,  In  like  manner,  a  mysterions  Book,  in  the 
16(h  Ceatmy,  which  employed  ali  the  anxious  corioeity  of 
lbs  Learned  ctf  that  time.  Every  one  spoke  of  it ;  many 
wrote  acainst  it ;  though  it  does  not  appear  that  anybody 
had  ever  seen  It;  and  Grotlns  is  of  opinion  that  no  such 
Book  ever  eilsted.  It  was  entitled  **  Liber  de  tribns  impos- 
tofibos.**  (See  Mahof,  Cap.  de  Librls  damnatis.)— Our 
BBOffe  modem  mystery  of  *'  the  Book**  resembles  this  in  many 
partieiUars ;  and,  if  the  number  of  Lawyers  employed  in 
drawing  it  up  be  stated  eomctly,  a  slight  alteration  of  the 


While  tummg  hero,  {laying  his  hand  on  hU  he&ri,) 

I  find,  ah  wretched  elf. 
Thy  LiBt  of  diro  Errata  in  myself. 

(Walkt  the  ttage  in  comiderahle  agiUUiom.) 
Oh  Roman  Punch !  oh  potent  Cura9oa ! 
Oh  Mareschino !  Mareschino  oh ! 
Delicious  drams !  why  have  you  not  the  art 
To  kill  this  gnawmg  Book-worm  in  my  heart? 

He  is  hero  interrupted  in  his  Soliloquy  by  perceiv- 
ing on  the  ground  some  scribUod  fragments  of  paper, 
which  he  instantly  collects,  and  "  by  the  light  of 
two  magnificent  candelabras"  discovera  the  follow- 
ing unconnected  words,  "  Wife  neglected" — "  the 
BooJ^*-—"  Wrong  Measure^'—''  the  Queen"—"  Jlfr 
Lambert"^"  the  R-^— t" 

Ha!    treason  in    my  house! — Curst  words,  that 

wither 
My  princely  soul,  {ahaking  the  papere  violently^ 

what  Demon  brought  you  hither? 
"My  Wife;"— "the  Book"  too!— slay— a  nearer 

look— 
(holding  the  fragments  closer  to  the  Candelabras) 
Alas !  too  plain,  B,  double  O,  K,  Book — 
Death  and  destruction ! 

He  hero  rings  all  the  bells,  and  a  whole  legion  of 
valets  enter.  A  scene  of  cursing  and  swearinf 
(very  much  in  the  German  st^e)  ensues,  in  the 
course  of  which  messengers  aro  dispatched  in  difler* 
ent  directions,  for  the  L — rd  Cb — ^no — U — r,  the 
D — e  of  C — b — ^1— d,  Slc  &c.  The  intermediate 
time  is  filled  up  by  another  Soliloquy,  at  the  cooclii- 
sion  of  which  the  aforesaid  Pbrsonages  nah  cm 
alarmed  ;  the  D — ke  with  his  stays  only  half-laoed, 
and  the  Ch — nc — ^11 — ^r  with  his  wig  thrown  haatilf 
over  an  old  red  night-cap,  "  to  maintaiB  the  becom- 
ing splendor  of  his  office.***  The  R — g — t  piodoees 
the  appallmg  fingments,  upon  which  the  Ch — no— 4- 
1 — ^r  breaks  out  into  exclamations  of  loyalty  and 
tenderness,  and  relates  tho  following  pogtentei 
dream: 

'Tis  scarcely  two  hones  uiee 
I  had  a  fearful  dream  of  thee,  my  P- 


Methought  I  heard  thee,  midst  a  courtly  erowdv 
Say  from  thy  throne  of  gold,  in  mandate  loud, 

title  into  **  A  tribns  impostoribos**  would  prodnee  a  eelad* 
dence  altogether  very  remarkable. 

•  The  same  Chamber,  donbdess,  that  was  prapwsd  Ar  lbs 
reception  of  the  Bourbons  at  the  first  Grand  FAie,aiid  whM 
was  ornamented  (ali  "  for  the  Deliverance  of  Europe**)  whA 

*  **  To  enable  the  individual,  who  holds  the  otBceofl 
cellor,  to  maintain  it  in  becoming  splendor.**    (jt  im 
—hatd  CA8TLsasAOB*s  Spetek  nftm  tks  Flt§  riiaesfti  9 
BUI. 
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So,  God  keep  him  increanig  in  ue  and  renown, 
Still  the  fattei*  and  hest  fitted  P— — «  aboat  town! 
Deiry  down,  Slc 

During  the  "  Deny  down"  of  this  last  Tene,  a 
messenger  from  the  S— c — t — ^y  of  S  e*a  Office 
rushes  on,  and  the  singer  (who,  luckily-  for  the 
effect  of  the  scene,  is  the  very  Tailor  suspected  of 
the  mysterious  fragments)  is  interrupted  in  the 
midst  of  his  laudatory  exertions,  and  hurried  away, 
to  the  no  small  surprise  and  consternation  of  his 
comrades.  The  Plot  now  hastens  rapidly  in  its 
development — the  management  of  the  Tailor's 
examination  is  highly  skilful,  and  the  alarm,  which 
ho  is  made  to  betray,  is  natural  without  being 
ludicrous.  The  explanation,  too,  which  he  finally 
gives  is  not  more  simple  than  satisfactory.  It 
appears  that  the  said  fragments  formed  part  of  a 
self-exculpatory  note,  which  he  had  intended  to 

send  to  Colonel  M*M ^n  upon  subjects  purely 

proiV)ssionaI,  and   the    corresponding   bits    (which 


lAiU  lie  lockily  in  hk  pocket)  being  pvodneedt  n^ 
skilfully  laid  beside  the  others,  the  loOoiwiig 
biUet-douz  is  the  satis&ctoiy  result  of  tb«ir  jnzte- 


Honored  Colonel— my  Wife,  wbo*s  the  QoeMi  tf 
all  slatterns, 

Neglected  to  put  np  the  Book  oi  new  FkUtemib 

She  sent  the  wrong  Measotes  too— shameAiDy 
wron|^— 

They're  the  same  used  for  poor  Bfr.  Lambert,  wfan 
young; 

But,  bless  you !  they  wouldn't  go  half  rouad  Oe 
R-g— t— 

So,  hope  youHl  excuse  yoon  till  death,  most  obe- 
dient 

This  fully  explams  the  whole  mysteiy-— the 
R — g— t  resumes  his  wonted  smfles,  and  the  Drama 
terminates  as  usual,  to  the  satisfaction  of  aU  par- 
ties. 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 


IXOAAZONTOS  AZXOAIA. 


I 


THE  INSURRECTION  OF  THE  PAPERS. 

A   DREAM. 

"  It  would  be  Impossible  for  his  Royal  Highness  to  disen- 
gtif^o  hU  person  (Vom  the  accumnlating  pile  of  papers  that 
encompassed  it."— Lord  Castlkrkaoh'b  Speech  upon  Cot-  , 
onei  M'Makon**  Jlppointment^  Jlpril  14, 1812.  j 

Last  night  I  tossM  and  tum*d  in  bed, 

But  could  not  sleep— at  length  I  said,  | 

"  ril  think  of  Viscount  C— stl— r— gh,  , 

**  And  of  his  speeches — ^that's  the  way."  \ 

And  so  it  was,  for  instantly  | 

I  slept  as  sound  as  sound  could  be.  { 

And  then  I  dreamM — so  dread  a  dream !  ! 

Fuseli  has  no  such  theme  ; 

I^wis  never  wrote  or  borrow'd  . 

Any  horror,  half  so  horrid! 

Methought  the  P— e,  in  whiskered  state, 
Before  me  at  his  breakfast  sate ; 


On  one  siGe  lay  unread  Petitions, 
On  t'other,  Hints  from  five  Physicians  ; 
Here  tradesmen's  bills, — official  papers. 
Notes  from  my  Lady,  drams  for  yapoxB— 
There  plans  of  saddles,  tea  and  toast. 
Death-warrants  and  the  Mommg  Post 

When  lo !  the  Papers,  one  and  aU, 
As  if  at  some  magician's  call. 
Began  to  flutter  of  themselves 
From  desk  and  table,  floor  and  shelves, 
And,  cutting  each  some  difl!erent  capen. 
Advanced,  oh  Jacobinic  papers  ! 
As  though  they  said,  "  Our  sole  design  ie 
"  To  suffocate  his  Royal  Highness  !" 
The  Leader  of  this  vile  sedition 
Was  a  huge  Catholic  Petition, 
With  grievances  bo  full  and  heavy. 
It  threatened  worst  of  all  the  bevy. 
Then  Common-Hall  Addresses  came 
In  swaggering  sheets,  and  took  their  aim 


I 
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Ifi^  at  the  R    g    f  ■  weO-diWd  hasd, 

As  if  tfefermtHeii  to  be  read. 

Neit  TVadeniiMi't  Bills  began  to  fly, 

And  Tradesmen's  Bills,  we  kndwr,  mount  high ; 

Nay,  ev'n  Death-waiiants  thought  they'd  best 

Be  lively  too,  and  join  the  rest 

But,  oh  the  basest  of  defections ! 
His  letter  about  "  predilectioDS,"— 
Wm  own  dear  Letter,  void  of  grace. 
Now  flew  np  m  its  parent's  face ! 
Shock'd  with  his  breach  of  filial  duty. 
He  joit  could  murmur  *<  et  Tu  Brute /" 
Then  sunk,  subdued  upon  the  floor 
At  Fez's  bust,  to  rise  no  more ! 

I  waked— and  pra/d,  with  lifted  hand, 
"Okl  never  may  this  Dream  prove  trae ; 

**  TiMNigfa  paper  o^erwhehns  the  land, 
<*  Let  it  not  eruih  the  Sovereign  too!" 


PARODY 

or  A  CBUU&ATKD  UETTKK.* 

At  length,  dearest  Freddy,  the  moment  is  nigh, 
WhcB*  with  P— ro— V— I's  leave,  I  may  throw  my 

d»oi.by; 
And,  as  time  now  is  preciouB,  the  fint  thing  I  do, 
b  to  sit  down  and  write  a  wise  letter  to  you. 


I  meant  before  now  to  have  sent  you  this  Letter, 
But  T — rm — th  and  I  thought  perhaps  'twould  be 

better 
To  wait  tin  the  Irish  affiun  vere  decided — 
(That  is,  tiU  both  Houses  had  prosed  and  divided, 
With  an  doe  appearance  of  thought  and  digestionO — 
For,  though  H — ^rtf— rd  House  had  long  settled  the 


I 

t 


I  tbooght  it  lot  decent,  between  me  and  you, 
That  the  two  other  Houses  should  settle  it  too. 

*  LeOer  tnm  hb  Koyal  Highness  the  Prince  Regent  to  the 
Wto  or  Totk.  Feb.  13, 1819. 

*  *I  chlak  ft  hardly  necessary  to  eall  yonr  recolleetion  to 
eiuDStancM  nnder  whleh  I  assained  the  anthor- 
fo  BM  fay  Parilainent.**— FrtiM«*«  LetUr. 

Uf  eense  of  daty  to  oar  Royal  Iktber  solely  decided 


I  need  not  remind  you  how  eunedly  bad 
Our  afiaiiB  were  all  looking,  when  Father  went 

mad;* 
A  straight  waistcoat  on  him  and  restrictions  on  me, 
A  more  Umited  Monarchy  could  not  well  be. 
I  was  call'd  upon  then,  in  that  moment  of  puzzle, 
To  choose  my  own  Minister—just  as  they  muzzle 
A  playful  young  bear,  and  then  mock  his  disaster, 
By  bidding   him    choose  out    his    own  dancing- 
master. 

I  thought  the  best  way,  as  a  dutiful  son, 
Was  to  do  as  Old  Royalty's  self  would  have  done.' 
So  I  sent  woid  to  say,   I  would  keep  the  whole 

batoh  in. 
The  same    chest  of   tools,  without  cleannng  or 

patehing; 
For  tools  of  this  kind,  Liie  Martmus'a  sconce  f 
Would  lose  all  their  beauty,  if  purihcAl  nnce ; 
And   thhik— only   think — if    our    Father    riiould 

find. 
Upon  graciously  coming  again  to  his  mind,' 
That  improvement   had  spoil'd  any  favorite   ad- 
viser— 
That  R — se  was  grown  honest,  or  W— stm — rel — ^nd 


That  R — d — ^r  was,  ev'n  by  one  twmkle,  the 
brighter — 

Or  L— V — rp^'s  speeches  but  half  a  pound  light- 
er— 

What  a  shock  to  his  old  royal  heart  it  would  be ! 

No ! — ^far  were  such  dreams  of  improvement  firom 
me: 

And  it  pleased  me  to  find,  at  the  House,  where,  you 
know,* 

There's  such  good  mutton  cutlets,  and  strong 
cura9oa,^ 

That  the  Marchioness  call'd  me  a  duteous  old  boy, 

And  my  Y — ^rm — th's  rod  whiskers  grew  redder 
for  joy. 

You  know,  my  dear  Freddy,  how  ofl,  if  I  would. 
By  the  law  of  last  Sessions  I  might  have  done  good. 
I  fMght  have  withheld  these  political  noodles 
From  knocking  their  heads  against  hot  Yankee 

Doodles; 
I  might  have  told  Ireland  I  pitied  her  lot, 
Might  have  sooth'd  her  with  hope— but  you  know 

I  did  not 

•  The  antfqae  shield  of  Martinui  Scribleras,  which,  upon 
scoaring,  turned  out  to  be  only  an  old  sconce. 

•  "  I  waived  any  personal  gratification,  in  order  that  his 
Majesty  might  resume,  on  his  restoration  to  health,  ©very 
power  and  prerogative,**  hit.^Prince* $  Letter, 

•  "  And  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  snch  was 
the  opinion  of  persons  for  whose  judgment,**  kx.  fcc^— l»»d. 

f  The  letter-writer's  favorite  luncheon. 
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And  my  wish  is,  in  troth,  that  the   best  of  old 

fellows 
Should  not,  on  recovering,  haye  cause  to  be  jealous. 
But  find  that,  while  he  has  been  laid  on  the  shelf. 
We've  been  all  of  us  nearly  as  mad  as.  himselfl 
You  smile  at  my  hopes — but  the  Doctors  and  I, 
Are  the  last  that  can  think  the  K — ^ng  ever  will  die.' 

A  new  era*s  arrived,* — though  you'd  hardly  be- 
lieve it — 
And  all  things,  of  course,  must  be  new  to  receive  it 
New  villas,  new  fdtes,  (which  ev'n  Waithman  at- 
tends,)— 
New  saddles,  new  helmets,  and — ^why  not  new 
friends? 

•  •  •  V 

•  •  «  • 

I  repeat  it,  '*  New  Friends*' — for  I  cannot  describe 
The  delight  I  am  in  with  this  P— ro— v— 1  tribe. 
Such  capering! — Such  vaporing! — Such  rigor!— 

Such  vigor ! — 
North,  South,  East,  and  West,  they  have  cut  such 

a  figure. 
That  soon  they  will  bring  the  whole  world  round 

our  ears, 
And  leave  us  no  (nends — but  Old  Nick  and  Algiers. 

When  I  think  of  the  glory  they've  beam'd  on  my 
chains, 
Tis  enough  quite  to  turn  my  illustrious  brams. 
It  is  trae  we  are  bankrapts  in  commerce  and  riches. 
But  thmk  how  we  find  our  Allies  in  new  breeches ! 
WeVe  lost  the  warm  hearts  of  the  Irish,  'tis  granted, 
But  then  we've  got  Java,  an  island  much  wanted. 
To  put  the  last  lingering  few  who  remain, 
Of  tiie  Walcheren  warriors,  out  of  their  pain. 
Then  how  Wellington  fights !   and  how  squabbles 

his  brother ! 
For  Papists  the  one,  and  with  Papists  the  other ; 
One  crushing  Napoleon  by  taking  a  City, 
While  t'other  lays  waste  a  whole  Cath'liu  Com- 
mittee. 
Oh  deeds  of  renown ! — shall  I  boggle  or  flinch, 
With  such  prospects  before  me?  by  Jove,  not  an 

inch. 
No — let  EnglantTe  afifairs  go  to  rack,  if  they  will. 
Well  look  after  th'  affairs  of  the  Continent  still ; 
And,  with  nothing  at  home  but  starvation  and  riot, 
Find  Lisbon  in  bread,  and  keep  Sicily  quiet 


s  '*  1  certainly  am  the  last  person  in  the  kingdom  to  whom 
It  can  be  permitted  to  desp^  of  oar  royal  father's  recovery.** 
^Prhu^$  lAtUr. 

*  **A  new  era  Is  now  arrived,  and  I  cannot  bat  reflect 
with  sasisActkm,**  Ice.— iU^ 

•  **  I  have  DO  piedUeetioos  to  indnlfe,— no  resentments  to 


I  am  proud  to  declare  I  have  no  predilections,* 
My  heart  is  a  sieve,  where  some  scatter'd  aflfectkm 
Are  just  danced  about  for  a  moment  or  two. 
And  the  finer  they  are,   the  more  sure  tu  rao 

through: 
Neither  feel  I  resentments,  nor  wish  there  should 

come  ill 
To    mortal — except    (now    I    think    on't)    Bean 

Br — ^mm — ^1, 
Who  threaten'd  last  year,  in  a  superfine  passion. 
To  cut  me,  and  bring  the  old  K — ^ng  into  fashion. 
This  is  all  I  can  lay  to  my  conscience  at  present ; 
When  such  is  my  temper,  -lo  neutral,  so  pleasant,      , 
So  royally  free  from  all  tioublesome  feelings, 
So  little  encumber'd  u^  .oith  li  my  dealings, 
(And  that  I'm  coiisistent  the  worid  will  allow. 
What  I  was  at  Newmarket  the  same  I  am  now.) 
When  such  are  my  merits,  (you  know  I  hate  crack- 
ing.) 
I  hope,  like  the  Vender  of  Best  Patent  Blacking, 
"  To  meet  with  the  gen'rous  and  kind  approbation 
**  Of  a  cauuld,  enlighten'd,  and  liberal  nation." 

By  the  by,  ere  I  close  this  magnificent  Letter, 
(No  man,   except  Pole,  could  have  writ  yoa  a 

better,) 
'Twould  please  me  if  those,  whom  Pye  hnmbogg'd 

so  long* 
With  the  notion  (good  men!)   that  I  knew  right 

from  wrong, 
Would  a  few  of  them  join  me — mind,  only  a  few— 
To  let  too  much  light  in  on  me  never  would  do ; 
But  even  Gre3r's  brightness  shan't  make  me  afraid, 
While  I've  C— md— n   and   Eld— n  to  fly  to  ftr 

shade; 
Nor  will  Holland's  clear  intellect  do  us  moch  hami. 
While  there's  W — stm — ^rel — ^nd  near  him  to  weak- 
en the  charm. 
As  for  Moira's  high  spirit.  If  aught  can  snbdne  it. 
Sure  joming  with  H — itf— id  and  Y— «n— th  wil 

doit! 
Between  R— d— r  and  Wh— 4t— 4i  let  Sheridan  sil. 
And  the  fogs  will  soon  quench  even  Sheridan's  wit: 
And  agamst  all  the  pure  public  feeling  that  gtowa 
Ev'n  in  Whitbread  himself  we've  a  Host  in  G— fg» 

R— «e! 
So,  in  short,  if  they  wish  to  have  FUoes,  they 

may. 
And  PlI  thank  yon  to  tell  aL  theae  mattes*  to  Gnyf 


4  *'  I  cannot  conclude  wlthoat  czpcessliig  the  gystUJealtaa 
I  sboald  feel  If  some  of  those  pefsoos  with  whoas  the  esflf 
habits  of  my  public  life  were  formed  would  strength—  SQ 
hands,  and  constitute  a  part  of  my  | 

•  **  You  are  authorized  to  c 
to  Lord  Grey,  who,  I  have  nodoobt,  will  i 
to  Lord  GrenvUle.**— AmC 


SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS.                          219 

o,  I  dodit  ntH^  wffl  wiita  (at  tbero'i  no  time  to 

loie) 

In  «  swelter'd  yenom  sleeping"  lie,) 

the  twopenny  poit  to  teU  Grenyflle  the  newi ; 

Stick  tiiem  in  between  the  two. 

1  now»  dearast  Fied»  (thoagfa  Fyo  no  pradilec- 

Phrad  Pea-hen  and  old  Cuckoo. 

tion,) 

Now  yon  haye  the  triple  feather, 

ksra  me  ytmm  always  with  tnieit  affection. 

Bmd  the  kmdred  itoms  together 

WiUi  a  silken  tie,  whose  hue 

».  &  A  C0I7  of  thk  is  to  P— ro-1  gomg:> 

Once  was  brilliant  Buff  and  Blue ; 

id  Lord,  how  8i.  Stephen'^  wffl  ring  with  hk 

SnUied  now — alas,  how  mnch ! 

camwing! 

Only  fit  for  Y— rm— th's  touch. 

There— enough— thy  task  is  done ; 
Present,  worthy  G go's  Son ; 

Now,  beneath,  in  lettere  neat. 

ANACTEONTIC 

Write  "  I  SEBVK,"  and  all's  conq>Iete. 

TO  AFUnUHUn. 

Fntm  and  feathery  aitinn, 

Beit  of  Ffamiiits  (if  yon  can 

With  your  art  so  far  presume) 

Make  ftr  me  a  Pr— ce*s  Flame— 

Fenthem  soft  and  feathers  rare» 

'   EXTRACTS 

Soch  as  soits  a  Fr— ce  to  wear. 

nOM  TBI  DUET  OV  A  POUTICIAN. 

Fint,  then  downiest  <tf  men, 

JTednuia^. 

Seek  me  out  a  fine  Pea-hen ; 

Soeli  a  Hen,  so  tall  and  grand. 

just  now — 

Met  the  old  yellow  chariot,^  and  made  a  low  bow. 

If  ttieie  were  no  cocks  at  hand. 

This  I  did,  of  coune,  thmking  'twas  loyal  and  ciril. 

8edL  her  feathers,  soft  as  down. 

But  got  such  a  look— oh  'twas  black  as  the  devil ! 

Fit  to  dune  oa  Pir— ce's  crown ; 

How  unlucky !'— tnco^.  he  was  trav'liag  about. 

If  thoo  eanrt  not  find  them,  stupid  ! 

And  I,  like  a  noodle,  mnst  go  find  bun  out 

Ask  the  way  of  Prior's  Cupid.* 

Mem. — when  next  by  the  old  yellow  chariot  I  ride. 

Ranging  these  in  order  due. 

To  remember  there  is  nothing  princely  inside. 

Phiek  me  next  an  old  Cuckoo ; 

EmUem  of  the  happy  fates 

Tlkuredof. 

Of  easy,  kind,  corauted  mates. 

At  Levee  to-day  made  another  sad  blunder — 

Rock  him  well — be  sure  you  do— 

What  can  be  come  over  me  lately,  I  wonder  ? 

Wh0  woaldn*t  be  an  old  Cuckoo, 

The  Pr— ce  was  as  cheerful,  as  if,  all  his  life, 

Thoi  to  have  his  plumage  blesB*d, 

He  had  never  been  troubled  with   Friends  or  a 

w**»"«i"g  on  a  R— y — 1  crest  7 

Wife— 

"  Fme  weather,"  says  he— to  which  I,  who  must 

Bnfo,  Plnmiat ! — now  what  bird 

prate. 

Shan  we  find  for  Plume  the  third? 

Answer'd, "  Yes,  Sir,  but  changeable  rather,  of  late." 

Yea  mnst  get  a  learned  Owl, 

He  took  it,  I  fear,  for  he  look'd  somewhat  grufi^ 

Bleakest  of  black-letter  fowl,— 

And  handled  his  new  pa'ur  of  whiskers  so  rough. 

Bigot  bud,  that  hates  the  light,* 

That  before  all  the  courtiers  I  fear'd  they'd  come 

Foe  to  all  that's  fair  and  bright 

off. 

Sane  hktiaiUs,  (so  form'd  to  pen 

And  then.  Lord,  how  Gerarab*  would  triumphanUy 

BoolBi,^  that  shnn  the  search  of  men ; 

scoff! 

I  dMil  mud  a  copy  of  this  letter  immediately  to  Bfr. 

*  In  allusioB  to  **  the  Book**  which  created  snch  a  eenta- 

PMt**— IVteM'«  Letter. 

tlon  at  that  period. 

m  Mov't  poem,  entittod  •*  The  Dovo.** 

•  The  iucof,  vehicle  of  the  Pr—ee. 

•  Baron  Geramb,  the  rival  of  hU  R.  H.  la  whUken. 
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JfeiTk— to  bny  for  son  Dicky  tome  unguent  or  lotion 
To  nourish  his  whiskers—tare  road  to  pnnnotion !' 

SaUardaf, 
liBst  night  a  Concert — vastly  gay — 
Given  by  Lady  C— «tl — ^r— gh. 
My  Lord  loves  mosic,  and,  we  know, 
Has  *'  two  strings  always  to  his  bow."* 
In  choosing  songs,  the  R — g — ^t  named 
**  Had  I  a  Ju:art  for  faUehood  framed,** 
While  gentle  H — ^rtf— d  begg*d  and  pray'd 
For  <*  YounfT  I  am^  and  8ore  afraid.'' 


EPIGRAM. 

What  news  to-day  ? — Oh !  worse  and 
"  Mac*  is  the  Pr-ce's  Privy  Purse  !"— 
The  Pr— ce's  Purse  !  no,  no,  yon  IdoI, 
You  mean  the  Pr— ce's  Ridicule, 


KING  CRACK«  AND  HIS  IDOLS. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  THE  LATE  NEGOTIATION  FOE  A  NEW 
II — N — STRY. 

King  Crack  was  the  best  of  all  possiblo  Kings, 
(At  least,  so  his  Courtiers  would  swear  to  you 
gladly,) 

But  Crack  now  and  then  would  do  heterodox  things. 
And,  at  last,  took  to  worshipping  Images  sadly. 

Some  broken-down  Idols,  that  long  had  been  placed 

In  his  father's  old  Cabinet,  pleased  him  so  much. 

That  he  knelt  down  and  wor^ipp*d,  though — such 

was  his  taste — 

They  were  monstrous  to  look  at,  and  rotten  to 

touch. 

And   these    were    the    beautiful    Gods   of  King 
Crack  !— 
But  his  People,  disdaining  to  worship  such  tfamgs, 

1  Eo^nd  Is  not  the  only  country  where  merit  of  this  kind 
U  noticed  and  rewarded  "  I  remember,**  lays  Tavemier, 
**to  have  seen  one  of  the  King  of  Penla*s  porten,  whose 
BBonstaches  were  so  long  that  he  could  tie  them  behind  his 
neck,  for  which  reason  he  had  a  doable  pendon.** 

s  A  rhetorical  figore  used  by  Lord  C— stl  r  gh.  In  one 
of  his  apeeehes. 

sOolonsl 


Cried  aloud,  one  and  all, "  Come,  your  G 
must  pack — 
"  Youll  not  do  for  us,  though  you  may 
Kings,"  * 

Then,  trampling  these  images  under  theur  fee 

They  sent  Crack  a  petition,  beginning  ' 

CsBsar! 

''  We*re  willing  to  worship ;  but  only  entreat 

"That  you*ll  find  us  some  decenter  Go 

than  these  are." 

« I'll  try,*'  says  King  Crack— eo  they  fumUi 
models 
Of  better  shaped  Gods,  but  he  sent  tb 
back; 
Some  were  chisell'd  too  fine,  some  had  b^adi 
of  noddles, 
In  short,  they  were  all  muck  too  godii 
Crack 

So  he  took  to  his  dariing  old  Idols  again. 
And,  just  mending  their  legs  and  new  fa 
their  faces, 
In  open  defiance  of  Gods  and  of  man. 
Set  the  monsters  up  grinnhig  once  man  I 
places. 


WHAT'S  MY  THOUGHT  LIKE 


Quest  Wirr  is  a  Pump  like 
r— gh? 

Aasw,  Because  it  is  a  slender  thing  of  wood» 
That  up  and  down  its  awkward  am>  doth 
And  coolly  spout  and  spout  and  spot  t  awi 

In  one  weak,  washy,  everlasting  flood ! 


*  One  of  those  antedllnTian  Prlneet  with  wboMl 
and  Whiston  seem  so  intimately  acqoalntad.  V 
the  ftlemolrs  of  Thoth,  from  which  Maaetho  eon 
History,  we  should  find,  I  dare  say,  that  Crack  l 
a  Regent,  and  that  he,  perhaps,  saeceeded  Tfj^ 
(as  WhUton  says)  was  the  last  King  of  the  AaM 
Dynasty. 
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EPIGRAM. 

Bring  me  from  the  County  Down, 

Withered  Shamrocks,  which  have  been 

Gilded  o'er,  to  hide  tlie  green— 

E— T — L  n— aH«— «  THl  1>— 1  OF  O— B — Ir—D. 

(Such  as  H— df— t  brought  away 

\Am  hb  HigfanflM  to  Ned,'  whh  that  grim  face  of 

From  PaU-MaU  last  Patrick's  day)*— 

bk, 

Stitch  the  gariand  through  and  through 

"  Why  lefiioe  vb  the  Feto,  dear  Catholic  Neddy  r 

With  shabby  threads  of  every  Aiie;— 

*  BeeanM,  Sff,**  said  Ned,  leoking  foU  m  his  phiz, 

His  lordship  loves  (though  best  of  men) 

aliMdyr 

A  little  torture,  now  and  then. 

Crimp  the  leaves,  thou  first  of  Syrens, 

Crimp  them  with  thy  curUng-irona. 
That's  enough — away,  away — 

Had  I  leisure,  I  could  say 

WREATHS  FOR  THE  MINISTER& 

How  the  oldest  rose  that  grows 

Must  be  pluck'd  to  deck  Old  Rose- 

AN  ANACESONTIC 

How  the  Docta  s  brow  should  smile 

HiTBKB,  Flora,  Queen  of  Flowers ! 

Haito  thee  from  Old  Bromptau^a  howera— 

But  time  presses— to  thy  taste 

Or,  (if  aweeter  that  abode,) 

^  leave  the  rest,  so,  prithee,  haste ! 

Fun  the  King's  weU-odor'd  Road, 

Where  each  tittle  nonery  bud 
Bteatbea  the  dust  and  qua£b  the  mud. 

Hither  eome  and  gayly  twine 

EPIGRAM. 

Brigfaiait  heiba  and  flowen  of  thme 

Into  wieaths  for  those  who  rule  us. 

DXAI/MUK  BBTWEElf  A   DOWAGEE  AND  BEE  MAID  C« 

Thow,  who  t\^  and  (some  say)  fool  van- 

THE  HIQBT  OF  LOED  T — EM — TH'b  FETE. 

Flora,  aore,  will  lore  to  please 

"  I  WAMT  the  Court  Guide,"  said  my  lady,  "  to  look 

Engknd's  Household  Deities  !* 

"  If  the  House,  Seymour  Place,  be  at  30.  or 
20."— 

Fist  yon  must  then,  willy-nilly. 

"  We've  lost  the  Court  Guide,  Ma'am,  but  here's 

Fetch  me  many  an  orange  lily — 

the  Red  Book, 

Orange  of  the  darkest  dye 

"  Where  youll  find,  I  dare  say,  Seymour  Places 

in  plenty!" 

Choose  me  oat  the  longest  sprig, 

And  stick  it  in  old  Eld— n's  wig. 
find  me  next  a  Poppy  posy, 

HORACE,  ODE  XI.  LIB.  IL 

Type  of  his  harangues  so  dozy. 

VEEBLT  TEANSLATED  BY  THE  PR— CE  R— 0 T.* 

Garland  gaudy,  dull  and  cool. 

To  crown  the  head  of  L— v— rp— L 

•  Come,  Y — rm — th,  my  boy,  never  trouble  your 

'Twin  conaole  his  brilliant  brows 

brains, 

For  that  loss  of  laurel  boughs. 

About  what  your  old  crony. 

WhkA  they  suffer'd  (what  a  pity !) 

The  Emperor  Boney, 

On  the  load  to  Paris  City. 

Is  doing  or  brewing  on  Muscovy's  plains ; 

«  The  toMquet  giiven  to  Lord  Sidmonth. 

SMkcUn. 

•  This  and  the  foUowing  are  extracted  from  a  Work  which 

•Tks  sadeats,  la  Ilka  manner,  crowned  their  Lares,  or 

may,  some  time  or  other,  meet  the  eye  of  the  Pablio— en- 

fcsiiliill  Gods.    Bee  Juvenal,  Sat  9. iv.  138^PlQtarch, 

k^lrib  as  that  Housebold  Gods  were  then,  as  they  are  now, 

of  Fashion." 

•              anid  bellioosiu  Cantaber,  et  Scythes, 

to^Mf  #s«^n«(. 

Hirpine  Qolncti,  cogitet  Hadria 

DIvisQS  olijecto,  remittas 

k 

Qucrere 
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*  Nor  tremble,  my  lad,  at  the  state  of  our  granaries : 

Should  there  come  famine, 
Still  plenty  to  cram  in 
Yon  always  shall  have,  my  dear  Lord  of  the  Stan- 
naries. 

Brisk  let  us  revel,  while  revel  we  may ; 

*  For  the  gay  bloom  of  fifty  soon  passes  away, 

And  then  people  get  fat. 
And  infirm,  and — all  that, 

*  And  a  wig  (I  confess  it)  so  clumsily  sits. 

That  it  frightens  the  little  Loves  out  of  their  wits ; 

*  Thy  whiskers,  too,  Y — ^rm — ^th ! — alas,  even  they, 

Though  so  rosy  they  bum, 
Too  quickly  must  turn 
(What  a  heart-breaking  change  for  thy  whiskers !) 
to  Grey. 

Then  why,  my  Lord  Warden,  oh !  why  should 
you  fidget 
Your  mind  about  matters  you  don*t  understand  ? 
Or  why  should  yon  write  yourself  down  for  an 
idiot. 
Because  "you,**  forsooth,  **have  the  pen  in 
your  hand  !** 

Think,  think  how  mnch  better 
Than  scribbling  a  letter, 
(Which  both  yon  and  I 
Should  avoid,  by  the  by,) 
How  much  pleasanter  'tis  to  sit  under  the  bust 
Of  old  Chariey,^  my  (riend  here,  and  drink  like 
a  new  one ; 
While  Charley  looks  sulky  and  frowns  at  me,  just 
As  the  Ghost  m  the  Pantomime  frowns  at  Don 

Juan. 
*  To  crown  us.  Lord  Warden, 
In  C — ^mb — ^rt-^nd's  garden 
Grows  plenty  of  nwnk^s  hood  in  venomous  qprigs : 


Nee  trepldes  in  i 
Poacends  SBvi  paaca. 

Fogitrstro 
Levis  Juventas  et  decor. 
Pellente  lasclvoa  amotw 
CanlUe. 

Neqne  ano  Luna  rnheiu  nitet 
Yalta. 

Qoid  etemlt  min^nm 
OoniiUto  animam  fktigas  1 
Ciir  Boa  sab  alta  vel  plataao,  vel  hae 
liaa  Jacentes  sic  temere. 
Charies  Fox. 

Ros4 
Canoe  odorati  eapUloe,    ' 

Dam  iket,  Assyriaqaa  naido 


While  Otto  of  Roses 
Refreshing  all  noses 
Shall  sweetly  exhale  from  our  whii 

•  What  youth  of  the  Household  win  c 
In  that  streamlet  delicious. 
That  down  'midst  the  dishes, 
AU  full  of  gold  fii^es. 
Romantic  doth  flow  ? — 
*  Or  who  will  repair 

Unto  M ch r  Sq e 

And  see  if  the  gentle  Marcheaa  be 
Go — bid  her  haste  hither, 
"  And  let  her  bring  with  her 
The  newest  No-Popery  Sermon  th 
"  Oh  !  let  her  come,  with  her  dark  t 
All  gentle  and  juvenile,  curiy  and 
In  the  maimer    of — Ackermann* 
May! 


Qalspner 


HORACE,  ODE  XXIL  I 

FREELY   TRANSLATED   BY   U0E9 

^  The  man  who  keeps  a  conscience 

(If  not  his  own,  at  least  his  Prin 

Through  toil  and  danger  walks  sec 

Looks  big  and  black,  and  never 

^  No  want  has  he  of  sword  or  daggei 

Cock'd  hat  or  ringlets  of  Geraml 

Though  Peers  may  laugh,  aod  F^ 

He  doesn't  care  one  single  d-mi 

"  Whether  midst  Irish  chairmen  goii 
Or  through  St  Giles's  alleys  din 
'Mid  drunken  Sheelahs,  blasting,  I 
No  matter,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 


Restlngnet  ardentis  Falend 
Pocola  prtetereunte  Ifmfkm  1 

M       Qnls ellclet  domo 

Lyden  1 
u  Eboma,  die  age,  cam  lyia  (^ 

Matoret 
u  Incomtam  Laeens 

More  comam  religata  Dodo. 
»       Integer  vlte  scelerlsque  parat. 
i«       Non  eget  Mauri  Jacalls,  neqoe  afM 
Nee  venenatis  gravida  sagitUs, 

Fosce,  pharetta. 

>*  Slve  per  Syrtes  Iter  sestuoeas, 

8ive  factaros  per  inhospltalen 

Cancasnm,  vel  que  loca  fkbalosi 

Lamblt  Hydaspaa 

The  Noble  Translator  had,  at  lint,  lali  I 

hnagined  dangers  of  his  Man  of  Oonieiaa 
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And  kindly  invent  him  more  Christian-like  shapei 
for  his  feather-bed  neckcloths  and  piUory  capet. 
Ah !  ho — here  liis  ardor  would  meet  with  delays, 
For  the  Duke  had  beetf  lately  pack'd  up  in  new  Stays, 
So  complete  for  the  winter,  he  saw  yery  plain 
'Twould  be  devilish  hard  work  to  unpack  him  again. 

So,  what's  to  be  done  ? — ^there's  the  Ministen,  Uess 
'emi— 

As  he  made  the  puppets,  why  shouldn't  he  dress  'em  7 

"  An  excellent  thought !— <;all  the  tailors— be  nim- 
ble— 

*<  Let  Cum  bring  his  i^-glass,  and  H — ^rtf— d  her 
thunble; 

"  While  Y — ^rm— th  shall  give  us,  in  q>ite  of  all 
quizzers, 

"  The  last  Paris  cut  with  his  true  Gallic 


So  saying,  he  calls  C-HBtl — r — gh,  and  the  rest 
Of  his  heaven-bom  statesmen,  to  come  and  be  dress'd. 
While  Y — ^rm — th,  with  snip-like  and  brisk  expedi- 
tion. 
Cuts  up,  all  at  once,  a  large  Cath'lic  Petition 
In  long  tailors'  measures,  (the  P — e  crying  "  Well- 
done!") 
And  first  puis  in  hand  my  Lord  Chancellor  Eld-^L 


CORRESPONDENCE 

BETWEEN  A  LADY  AND  GENTLEMAN, 

THB  ADVANTAGK  OF  (WHAT  IS  CALLKD)  "HAVDCO 
LAW*  ON  one's  side." 

The  OenUemarCs  Proposal 

'*  Legge  amea, 
B*ei  place,  el  lice.** 

Comb,  fly  to  these  arms,  nor  let  beauties  so  bloomy 

To  one  irigid  owner  be  tied ; 
Your  prudes  may  revile,  and  your  old  ones  look 
gloomy. 

But,  dearest,  we've  Law  on  our  side. 

Oh !  think  the  delight  of  two  lovers  congenial. 

Whom  no  dull  decorums  divide ; 
Their  error  how  sweet,  and  their  raptures  how  venial. 

When  once  they've  got  Law  on  their  side. 

1  In  alliuloa  to  Lord  Ell— nb-gh. 


'Tis  a  thing,  that  in  every  Kmg's  leign  haii  been 
done,  too ; 

Then  why  should  it  now  be  decried? 
If  the  Father  has  done  it,  why  shouldn't  the  Scm,  too? 

For  so  axgues  Law  on  our  side 

And,  ev'n  should  our  sweet  violation  of  doty 

By  cold-blooded  juroxs  be  tried, 
They  can  but  bring  it  in  «  a  misfortune,"  my  beanty. 

As  long  as  we've  Law  on  our  side. 


The  Ladles  Answer. 

Hold,  hold,  my  good  sir,  go  a  little  more  slowly ; 

For,  grant  me  so  faithless  a  bride, 
Such  sinners  as  we,  are  a  little  too  lowly, 

To  hope  to  have  Law  on  our  side. 

Had  you  been  a  great  Prince,  to  whose  star  shining 
o'er  'em 
The  people  should  look  (or  their  guide. 
Then  your  Highness  (and  welcome!)  might  kick 
down  decorum — 
You'd  always  have  Law  on  your  aide. 

Were  you  ev'n  an  old  Marquis,  in  mischief  grown 
hoary. 

Whose  heart,  though  it  long  ago  died 
To  the  pleasures  of  vice,  is  aUve  to  its  gUny — 

You  still  would  have  Law  on  your  side. 

But  for  you,  Sir,  Crim.  Con.is  a  path  fullof  troaUfls; 

By  my  advice  therofore  abide. 
And  leave  the  pursuit  to  those  Princes  and  NoUes 

Who  have  such  a  Law  on  their  aide 


OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  OPENTNO  OF  THE  NEW  TBEATSE  OF 
ST.  ST— PH-N, 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  BY  THE  nOPBllTOt 
IN  ^ULL  COSTUME,  ON  THE  24X0  OF  ROVBIDOt 
1813. 

Tms  day  a  New  House,  ftr  your  edifieatMMit 
We  open,  most  thinking  and  ri^-headed  natkNi ! 
Excuse  the  materials — though  rotten  and  bad» 
They're  the  best  that  for  money  just  now  oodd  be 

had; 
And,  if  echo  the  charm  oi  such  bonset  Aoald  U 
Yon  win  find  it  shall  echo  my  yeeoh  to  a  T. 
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Bat  it  since  haa  received  a  new  coating  of  7Vfi« 
Bright  enough  for  a  Prince  to  behold  himself  in. 
Come,  what  shall  we  say  for  it  ?  briskly !  bid  on, 
We'll  the  sooner  get  rid  of  it — going — qoite  gone. 
Grod  be  with  it,  such  tools,  if  not  quickly  knock'd 

down, 
Might  at  last  cost  their  ownez^— how  much  7  why, 

a  Crown  ! 

The  next  Tool  111  set  up  has  hardly  had  handKl  or 
Trial  as  yet,  and  is  dUo  a  Chancellor-^ 
Such  dull  thmgs  as  these  should  be  sold  by  the 


to 


Yet,  ddl  as  it  is,  'twill  be  found  to  shave  clotty 
And  like  other  close  shavers,  some    courage 

gather, 
This  blade  first  began  by  a  flourish  on  leather} 
You  shall  have  it  for  nothing— then,  marvel  with 

me 
At  the  teiriUe  tinkering  woric  there  must  be, 
>Vhere  a  Tool  such  as  this  is  (Fll  leave  yon  to  judge 

it) 
Is  placed  by  ill  luck  at  the  top  of  the  Budget! 


LITTLE  MAN  AND  UTTLE  SOUL. 

A  BALLAD. 

TV  tJU  ttauof**  Tkert  wa»  a  UttU  aMs,  emi  k»  WMt^i  a  lua^ 


DBDICATID  TO  THK  KT.  BON.  CH — WL — ■  ABB — T. 

Arcades  ambo 
£t  tani-%n  pares. 

1813. 
IThbrk  was  a  little  Man,  and  he  had  a  little  Soul, 
And  he  said,  **  Little  Soul,  let  us  try,  try,  try, 
"  Whether  it's  within  our  reach 
**  To  make  up  a  little  Speech, 
«  Just  between  little  you  and  little  I,  I,  I, 
«  Just  between  little  you  and  little  I  !"— 

Then  said  his  little  Soul, 

Peeping  from  her  little  hole, 
*<  I  protest,  little  Man,  you  are  stout,  stout,  stout, 

"  But,  if  it*s  not  uncivil, 

**  Ftey  tell  me  what  the  devil 
«  Most  our  little,  little  speech  be  about,  bout,  bout, 
*<  Most  oar  little,  little  speech  be  about  T 

1  **  Of  the  taxes  proposed  by  Mr.  Vannittart,  that  prind- 
pslly  opposed  in  Parliament  was  the  additional  duty  on 
.Jt^itter. 


The  little  Man  look'd  big 
With  th'  assistance  of  his  wig, 
And  he  call*d  his  little  Soul  to  order,  order, 
Till  she  fear'd  he*d  make  her  jog  in 
To  jail,  like  Thomas  Croggan, 
(As  she  wasn't  Duke  or  Eari)  to   reward 
ward  her,  ward  her. 
As  she  wasn't  Duke  o?  Earl,  to  reward  her. 


^f 


The  little  Man  then  spoke, 
**  little  Soul,  it  is  no  joke, 
«  For  as  sure  as  J — cky  F — II — r  loves  a  anp^  anp^ 
sup, 
"  I  will  tell  the  Prince  and  People 
"  What  I  think  of  Church  and  Steeple, 
«  And  my  little  patent  plan  to  prop  them  up,  up,  op, 
"  And  my  httle  patent  plan  to  jnop  them  iq^" 

Away  then,  cheek  by  jowl, 
-      Little  Man  and  little  Soul 
Went  and  spoke  their  little  speech  to  a  tittle,  tittle, 
tittle. 
And  the  worid  all  declare 
That  this  priggish  little  pair 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little,  little, 
liUle, 
Never  yet  in  all  their  lives  look'd  so  little ! 


REINFORCEMENTS 
FOR  LORD  WELLINGTON. 


Sooaqna  tibl  conuneadat  l^rqja 
Hoa  cape  flitonun  comltes.  Tiacib 

1813. 
As  recruits  in  these  times  are  not  eaaly  got. 
And  the  Marshal  must  have  them — pny,  why 

should  we  not. 
As  the  last  and,  I  grant  it,  the  wont  of  onr  loons 

to  him, 
Ship  ofi'the  Ministry,  body  and  bones  to  himt 
There's  not  in  all  England,  Pd  ventars  to  swear. 
Any  men  we  could  half  so  conveniently  spare ; 
And,  though  they've  been  helping  the  Fkenefa  Ai 

years  past, 
We  may  thus  nuike  them  uaefiil  to  Engiand  aft  bsL 
C— #tl— r — gh  in  our  sieges  might  Hva  nmedv- 

graces. 
Being  used  to  the  taking  and  keeping  of  fbcit; 
And  Volunteer  C — ^nn-^,  stiD  ready  ftr  joiniag^ 
Might  show  off  his  talent  for  sly  undemUmng. 
Could  the  Household  but  qmre  us  its  gloiy  wad  fMi 
Old  H— df— t  at  Aom-ioorlES  tgam  Bughl  be  iM 
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TO 

The  Advertisements  which  were  pnfized  to  the 

THE  MARCmONESS  DOWAGER  OF 
DONEGAL. 

&c,  win  be  found  m  an  Appendix  at  the  end  of  the 
Melodies. 

It  JB  now  many  yeazB  once,  in  a  Letter  prefixed 

to  the  Thiid  Number  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  inscribing  the  Poems  of  that  work  to 

your  Ladyship,  as  to  one  whose  character  reflected 

honor  on  the  country  to  which  they  relate,  and 

IRISH  MELODIES. 

whose  fiiendship  had  long  been  the  pride  and  happi- 

ness of  their  Author.    With  the  same  feelmgs  of 
affection  and  respect,  confinned  if  not  increased  by 

the  experience  of  every  succeeding  year,  I  now 

place  those  Poems  m  their  present  new  form  under 

TOUT  protection,  and  am. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee, 

With  perfect  sincerity. 

But,  while  fame  elates  thee, 

Tour  Ladyship's  ever  attached  Friend, 

Oh !  still  remember  me. 

THOMAS  MOORR 

When  the  praise  thou  meetei* 

To  thme  ear  is  sweetest, 

Other  arms  may  press  thee^ 

Dearer  firiends  caress  thee« 

All  the  joys  that  bleathee^ 

PREFACE. 

Sweeter  fkr  may  be ; 

But  when  friends  are  neanitt 

TnouoH  an  edition  of  the  Poetry  oi  the  Irish 

And  when  joys  are  dearastt 

Melodies,  separate  firom  the  Music,  has  long  been 

Oh!  then  remember  ms! 

called  for,  yet,  having,  for  many  reasons,  a  strong 

objection  to  this  sort  of  divorce,  I  should  with  diffi- 

culty have  consented  to  a  disunion  of  the  words 

Bythestarthonloveslt 

from  the  aiis,  had  it  depended  solely  upon  me  to 

Oh!  then  remember  ms 

keep  them  quietly  and  indissolubly  together.    But, 

Thmk,  when  home  xetunung^ 

besides  the  various  shapes  in  which  these,  as  well 

Bright  we've  seen  it  biinmi|^ 

as  my  other  lyrical  writings,  have  been  published 

Oh!  thus  remember  me. 

throughout  America,  they  are  included,  of  course, 

Oft  as  sunmier  closes,                               ' 

in  all  the  editions  of  my  works  printed  on  the 

When  thme  eye  r^Mses 

Continent,  and  have  also  appeared,  in  a  volume  full 

On  its  lingering  roses, 

of  typographical  errors,  in  DubUn.     I  have  there- 

Once so  loved  by  thee, 

fore  readily  acceded  to  the  wirii  expressed  by  the 

Think  of  her  who  wove  thsm, 

Proprietor  of  the  Irish  Melodies,  for  a  revised  and 

Her  who  made  thes  knre  than, 

complete  edition  of  the  poetry  of  the  Work,  though 

Oh!  then  remember  me. 

the  -  munus  dimidmm,"  in  being  detached  firom  the 

When,  around  thee  dymg^ 

beautiful  ain  to  which  it  was  their  good  fortune  to  be 

Autumn  leaves  are  I^^ 

MsoriBtrid 

OfaltfaenrememiNraM. 
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And,  at  n^^t*  when  gazin|( 
On  the  gay  hearth  blazmg, 

Oh !  itfll  remember  me. 
Then  AoM  rnoBC,  etealing 
All  the  sool  of  feeling, 
To  thy  heart  appealing, 

Draw  one  tear  from  thee ; 
Then  let  memory  bring  thee 
Stiaina  I  used  to  nng  thee«— 

Oh !  then  remember  me. 


WAR    SONG. 

REMElfBER   THE    GLORIES   OF   BRIEN 
THE  BRAVE.* 

RufBMBEE  the  gloriee  of  Brien  the  brave, 

Tho'  the  days  of  the  hero  are  o*er ; 
Tbo'  loit  to  Mononia,*  and  cold  in  the  grave. 

He  retnmi  to  Kinkora'  no  more. 
That  star  of  the  field,  which  80  often  hath  pour'd 

Its  beam  on  the  battle,  is  set ; 
Bat  enough  of  its  glory  remains  on  each  sword, 

To  light  us  to  victory  yet 

Mononia !  when  Natore  embellidi*d  the  tint 

Of  thy  fieldi^  and  thy  moontains  so  foir. 
Did  she  ever  intend  that  a  tyrant  should  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  there? 
No !  Freedom,  whose  smile  we  shall  never  resign, 

Go,  ten  oor  mvaden,  the  Danes, 
That  'tis  sweeter  to  bleed  for  an  age  at  thy  dirine. 

Than  to  sleep  but  a  moment  in  chains. 

Foiget  not  oor  woonded  companions,  who  stood* 

In  the  day  erf* distress  by  oor  side; 
I  While  the  moss  of  the  vaDey  grew  red  with  their 


Tbf&f  stin'd  not,  but  conquer'd  and  died. 
I  That  son  which  now  blesses  oor  arms  with  his  light. 

Saw  them  £dl  npon  Ossory's  plam ; — 
[  Oh !  let  him  not  blosh,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night. 

To  find  that  they  feU  there  in  vain. 

^  Brim  Boronibe,  the  great  moaareh  of  Irelaiid,  who  was 
i  ttwu  lbs  battis  orCkmtwi;  la  the  begimiiiif  of  the  nth 
\  **>t«r,  %Aer  havlBg  deftaled  the  Dsaee  la  twsnty-ilTe  ea- 


■ThipitecaofBriM. 
•TUiaUadMloaalats 


■ttafcbeB 


teesrelaledofthe 


I  ^Mi.  tha  ikTorito  troops  of  Brtea,  whoa  they  wsra  later- 
I ^aite thtlrfelani ftom  the bstito of Cloatftft; bf  Fltspat- 


ERIN!  THE  TEAR  AND  THE  SMILE  IN 
THINE  EYE& 

EuN,  the  tear  and  the  smile  in  thine  eyes, 
Blend  like  the  rainbow  that  hangs  in  thy  skies ! 
Shining  through  sorrow's  stream, 
Saddening  through  pleasure's  beam, 
Thy  suns  with  doubtful  gleam. 
Weep  while  they  rise. 


Erin,  thy  sOent  tear  never  shall  < 

Erin,  thy  languid  smile  ne'er  shall  increase, 

Till,  like  the  rainbow's  jght, 

Thy  various  tmts  rnita, 

And  form  in  heaven's  sight 
One  arch  of  peace ! 


OH !  BREATHE  NOT  HIS  NAME. 

Oh  !  breathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep  m  the  shade, 
Where  cold  and  unhonor'd  his  relics  are  laid : 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  shed. 
As  the  night*dew  that  falb  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  though  in  silence  it 

weeps. 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he 

sleeps; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls, 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 


WHEN  HE,  WHO  ADORES  THEE. 

When  he,  who  adores  thee,  has  left  but  the  name 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrows  behind. 
Oh !  say  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  the  fame 

Of  a  life  that  for  thee  was  resign'd? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn. 

Thy  tears  shall  efface  their  decree ; 
For  Heaven  can  witness,  though  guilty  to  them, 

I  have  been  but  too  faithful  to  thee. 

rick,  prinee  of  Oieory.  The  woonded  men  entreated  that 
they  might  be  allowed  to  fight  with  the  rest— **  Ltt  tUJM 
(they  said)  beHuek  in  tk*  frcumdt  and  tngtr  mcA  «/  «t,  ttid 
to  omI  #iipp«r(«i  ^  MM  •/ lUf*  tftaJkc*.  to  *•  fleced  t«  4if  r«ak 
»frtt««»d««/aMimi(  smu.*'  **  Between  tevaii  ^^^  ^^t 
handled  woonded  men,  (adds  O'Halloian,)  pale,  ^^^^^ 
and  supported  in  this  manner,  appeared  mind  W\^^r|g|r 
most  of  the  troops ;— never  was  snch  another  &i»v  ^^v*. 
ed.**~lli«tory  •/  Mimii,  book  HL  chap.  i. 
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With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  eariiest  lore ; 

Every  thoaght  of  my  reason  was  thine ; 
In  my  last  hmnble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above, 

Thy  name  shall  be  mmgled  with  mine. 
Oh !  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 

The  days  of  thy  glory  to  see ; 
Bat  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  Heaven  can  give 

Is  the  pride  of  thus  dying  for  thee. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH 
TARA'S  HALLS. 

The  haip  that  once  through  Tara*s  halls 

The  soul  of  music  shed. 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls, 

As  if  that  soul  were  fled. — 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 

So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 
And  hearts,  that  once  beat  high  for  praise, 

Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells ; 
The  chord  alone,  that  breaks  at  night. 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes, 

.  The  only  throb  she  gives. 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


FLY  NOT  YET 

Fly  not  yet,  'tis  just  the  hour. 
When  pleasure,  like  the  midnight  flower 
That  scorns  the  eye  of  vulgar  light. 
Begins  to  bloom  for  sons  of  night. 

And  maids  who  love  the  moon. 
"Twas  but  to  bless  these  hours  of  shade 
That  beauty  and  the  moon  were  made; 
Tis  then  their  soft  attractions  glowing 
Set  the  tides  and  goblets  flowing. 

Oh !  stay,— Oh !  stay,— 
Joy  so  seldom  weaves  a  chain 
LDie  this  to-night,  that  oh !  'tis  pain 

To  bnak  its  links  so  soon. 


I  loUi  FoM,  Bear  ths  Tsmple  of  Amnion. 


Fly  not  yet,  the  fount  that  play'd 

fa  times  of  old  through  Ammon's  diade,' 

Though  icy  cold  by  day  it  ran, 

Yet  still,  Uke  souls  of  mirth,  began 

To  bum  when  night  was  near. 
And  thus,  should  woman's  heart  and  looks 
At  noon  be  cold  as  winter  brooks, 
Nor  kindle  till  the  night,  retummg. 
Brings  their  geni  il  hour  for  burning. 

Oh!  stay,— Oh!  stay^- 
When  did  morning  ever  break. 
And  find  such  beaming  eyes  awake 

As  those  that  sparkle -here  7 


OH!   THINK  NOT  MY  SPIRITS  ARE 
ALWAYS  AS  UGHT. 

Oh  !  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  as  light. 

And  as  free  from  a  pang  as  they  seem  to  you 
now; 
Nor  expect  that  the  heart-beaming  smile  of  to-night 

Will  return  with  to-morrow  to  brighten  my  brow. 
No : — life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  atinike  to  the  flowers. 

Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  tbonis. 
But  send  round  the  bowl,  and  be  happy  awhile — 

May  wo  never  meet  wone,  in  our  pflgiimage  hen» 
Than  the  tear  that  enjoyment  may  gild  with  a  smile. 

And  the  smile  that  compassion  can  torn  to  a  tear. 

The  thread  of  our  life  would  be  daikt  Heaven 
knows! 
If  it  were  not  with  friendahip  and  knre  inter- 
twined; 
And  I  care  not  how  soon  I  may  ank  to  npose. 
When  these  Ueanngs  shaH  oease  to  be  dear  to  my 
mmd. 
But  they  who  have  loved  the  fondest,  the  parMt, 

Too  often  have  wept  o'er  the  draam  they  beUevad ; 
And  the  heart  that  has  simnber'd  m  fti^mMiip 
securest, 
Is  happy  mdeed  if  'twas  never  deeehred. 
But  send  round  the  bowl ;  while  a  relie  of  tnifli 
Is  in  man  or  in  woman,  this  prayer  diaO  be 
mine, — 
That  the  sunshine  of  love  may  flhimfaid  cor  youth* 
And  the  moonlight  of  frianddiip  oooiold  our  d^ 
dine. 
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THO'  THE  LAST  6UMPSE  OF  ERIN  WITH 
SORROW  I  SEE 

Too'  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see, 
Yet  wberarer  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me  ; 
In  exOe  thy  bosom  diall  still  be  my  home, 
And  thine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam. 

To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore,  * 
Where  the  eye  of  the  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 
I  win  fly  with  my  Coulin,  and  thmk  the  rough  wind 
Less  rude  than  the  foes  we  leave  frowning  behind. 

And  m    gaxe  on  thy  gold  hair  as  graceful  it 

wreaths, 
And  hang  o*er  thy  soft  haip,  as  wildly  it  breathes ; 
Nor  dread  that  the  cold-hearted  Sazon  will  tear 
One  choid  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  irom  that 

hair.' 


RICH  AND  RARE  WERE  THE  GEMS  SHE 
WORE* 

RicB  and  rare  were  the  gems  die  wore. 
And  a  bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  die  bore ; 
Bat  oh !  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 
Her  ipttikfing  gems,  or  snow-white  wand. 

"iMfdjl  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

"  So  kne  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  way  ? 

"  Are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold, 

"  As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold?" 

**  Sir  Knight !  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm, 

**  No  son  of  Erin  will  offer  me  harm : — 

**  For  though  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 

•*  Sir  Knight !  they  love  honor  and  virtue  more  \" 

>  *Ia  the  twenty-eighth  year  of  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII^ 
SB  Act  was  made  respecting  the  habits,  and  dress  in  general, 
of  the  Iilsh,  whereby  all  persons  were  restrained  from  being 
ihom  or  alMvea  mboTe  the  ears,  or  from  wearing  Glibbes,  or 
Otmintf  (kmg  locks,}  on  their  heads,  or  hair  on  their  upper 
npi,  ealled  Crommeal.  On  this  occasion  a  song  was  written 
ky  oae  of  oar  bards,  in  which  an  Irish  virgin  is  made  to  give 
fbe  piefeienee  to  her  dear  Cni/i»  (or  the  youth  with  the 
flowing  locks)  to  all  strangers,  (by  which  the  English  were 
MCMint.)  or  those  who  wore  their  habits.  Of  this  song,  the 
•Ir  mHoBB  has  reached  us,  and  is  universally  admired.'*  — 
WmUttf^t  HUtorifl  Mtwuir*  of  frisk  Bards,  p.  134.  Mr. 
Wmikm  InfiMM  us  also,  that,  about  the  same  period,  there 
wcas  MOM  harsh  measures  taken  against  the  Irbk  Min* 

a  This  ballad  Is  foonded  upon  the  following  anecdote  :— 


On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  roimd  the  Green  Isle ; 
And  blest  forever  is  she  who  relied 
Upon  Erin*s  honor  and  Erin's  pride. 


AS  A  BEAM  O'ER  THE  FACE  OF  TUE 
WATERS  MAY  GLOW. 

As  a  beam  o*er  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow 
While  the  tide  nms  in  darkness  and  coldness  below. 
So  the  cheek  maybe  tinged  with  a  warm  sunny  smile. 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the  while. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  soircw  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o*er  our  joys  aad  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring, 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting — 

Oh !   this  thought  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment  will 

stay, 
Like  a  dead,  leafless  branch  in  the  summer's  bright 

ray; 
The  beams  of  the  warm  sun  play  round  it  in  vain. 
It  may  smile  in  his  light,  but  it  blooms  not  again. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  WATERS." 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  worid  a  valley  so  sweet 
As  that  vale   in  whose   bosom  the  bright  waters 

meet  ;* 
Oh  !  the  last  rays  of  fefeling  and  life  must  depart, 
Ere  the  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my 

heart 

Yet  it  W€U  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er  the  scene 
Her  purest  of  crystal  and  brightest  of  green  ; 

"  The  people  were  inspired  with  such  a  spirit  of  honor,  vir 
tae,  and  religion,  by  the  great  example  of  Brien,  and  by  his 
excellent  administration,  that,  as  a  proof  of  it,  we  are  informed 
that  a  yoang  lady  of  great  beauty,  adorned  with  jewels  and 
a  costly  dress,  undertook  a  Journey  alone,  from  one  end  of  the 
kingdom  to  the  other,  with  a  wand  only  in  her  hand,  at  the 
top  of  which  was  a  ring  of  exceeding  great  value ;  and  such 
an  impression  had  the  laws  and  government  of  this  Monarch 
made  on  the  minds  of  all  the  people,  that  no  attempt  was 
made  upon  her  honor,  nor  was  she  robbed  of  her  clothes  or 
jewels."— fFam«r'*  History  of  Ireland,  vol.  I.,  book  x. 

«  "  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters'*  forms  a  part  of  that  beau- 
tlAil  scenery  which  lies  between  Rathdrum  and  Arklow,  in 
the  county  of  Wlcklow,  and  these  lines  were  suggested  by  a 
visit  to  this  romantic  spct  in  th3  snranier  of  tLe  rear  1807. 

*  The  rivers  Avon  and  Avoea 


283 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Twas  not  her  aoft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hi!!* 
Oh !  DO, — it  was  somethmg  more  exquisite  stiU. 

Twas  that  friends,  the  belored  of  my  bosom,  were 
near. 

Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchantment  more 
dear. 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of  nature  im- 
prove, 

When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  we  lore. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could  I  rest 
In  thy  bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best. 
Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  m  this  cold  world 

should  cease, 
And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  peace. 


HOW  DEAR  TO  ME  THE  HOUB. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies, 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea ; 

For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise, 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

And,  as  I  watch  the  line  of  light,  that  plays 
Along  the  smooth  wave  tow'rd  the  burning  west, 

I  long  to  tread  that  golden  path  of  rays. 
And  think  'twould  lead  to  some  bright  isle  of  rest 


TAKE  BACK  THE  VIRGIN   PAGE. 

WJUTTEN  ON  EBTURNINO  A  BLANK  BOOK. 

Take  back  the  virgin  page, 

White  and  unwritten  still ; 
Some  hand,  more  calm  and  sage. 

The  leaf  must  fill 
Thoughts  come,  as  pure  as  light. 

Pure  as  even  you  require : 
But,  oh !  each  word  I  write 

Love  turns  to  fire. 

Yet  let  me  keep  the  book : 

Oft  shall  my  heart  renew, 
When  on  its  leaves  I  look. 

Dear  thoughts  of  you. 
like  you,  'tis  fair  and  bright ; 

like  you,  too  bright  and  fair 
To  let  wild  passion  write 

One  wrong  wish  there. 


Haply,  when  fix>m  those  eyes 

Far,  far  away  I  roam. 
Should  calmer  thoughts  arise 

Tow'rds  you  and  home ; 
Fancy  may  trace  some  line. 

Worthy  those  eyes  to  meet, 
Thoughts  tliat  not  bum,  bat  shine. 

Pure,  cahn,  and  sweet 

And  as,  o'er  ocean  far,  • 

Seamen  their  records  keep. 
Led  ly  some  hidden  star 

Through  the  cold  deep ; 
So  may  the  words  I  write 

Tell  thro'  what  storms  I 
You  still  the  unseen  ighf. 

Guiding  my  way. 


THE  LEGACY. 

When  in  death  I  shall  calmly  redine, 

O  bear  my  heart  to  my  mistress  dear ; 
Tell  her  it  lived  upon  smiles  and  winer 

Of  the  brightest  hue,  while  it  Unger'd  here. 
Bid  her  not  shed  one  tear  of  sorrow 

To  sully  a  heart  so  brilliant  and  light ; 
But  balmy  drops  of  the  red  grape  boirow. 

To  bathe  the  relic  from  mom  till  nigfat 

When  the  light  of  my  song  is  o'er. 

Then  take  my  harp  to  ydur  ancient  hiU  ; 
Hang  it  up  at  that  friendly  door. 

Where  weary  travellers  love  to  ealL* 
Then  if  some  bard,  who  roams  fonaken. 

Revive  its  soft  note  in  paseing  along. 
Oh !  let  one  thought  of  its  master  waken 

Your  wannest  smile  for  the  child  of  song. 

Keep  this  cup,  which  is  now  o'eiflowing. 

To  grace  your  revel,  when  Fm  at  rest ; 
Never,  oh !  never  its  balm  bestowing 

On  lips  that  beauty  hath  seldom  Ueai^d. 
But  when  some  warm  devoted  lover 

To  her  he  adores  shall  bathe  its  brim, 
Then,  then  my  spirit  around  shall  hover. 

And  hallow  each  drop  that  foams  for  hink 


1  **  In  eyer7  home  wai  one  or  two  htrps,  ftee  to  all  lwv> 
ellen,  who  were  the  more  eaiMMd,  the  inoie  tbey  esMDii 
In  music'*— cribttMwi. 
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low  OFT  HAS  THE  BENSHEE  CRIED. 

How  oft  has  the  Benabee  cried, 

How  oft  has  death  untied 

Bright  linka  that  GUny  wove, 

Sweet  bonds  entwined  by  Love ! 
Peace  to  each  manly  soul  that  deepeth ; 
Rest  to  each  fiuthful  eye  that  weepeth ; 

Long  may  the  fair  and  braye 

Sigh  o'er  the  hero's  grave. 

We're  fall'n  upon  gloomy  days!* 

Star  after  star  decays, 

Every  bright  name,  that  shed 

light  o'er  the  land,  is  fled. 
Dark  faDs  the  tear  of  him  who  moometh 
Liat  joy,  or  hope  that  ne'er  retometh ; 

But  brightly  flows  the  tear. 

Wept  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 

Qoench'd  are  onr  beacon  lights — 
Tboo,  of  the  Hundred  Fights  !* 
Thoo,  on  whose  burning  tongue 
Truth,  peace,  and  freedom  hung  !* 

Both  mute,— but  long  as  valor  shineth. 

Or  mercy's  soul  at  war  repineth. 
So  long  diall  Erin's  pride 
TeO  how  they  lived  and  died. 


WE  MAT  ROAM  THROUGH  THIS 
WORLD. 

^B  may  roam  through  this  world,  like  a  child  at  a 


Who  but  rips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 

rest  J 
ad,  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east. 
We  nlay  order  onr  wings,  and  be  00*  to  the  west ; 
at  if  hearts  that  fed,  and  eyes  that  smile, 
Are  the  dearsst  gifts  that  heaven  supplies, 
e  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle. 
For  sensitive  hearts,  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 
ben  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd, 
Thro^  thii  worid,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
yon  roam, 

I  keve  endeavofed  here,  without  lotlng  that  Iriah  ehai  • 
er  which  It  Is  my  object  to  piwwnre  thrcmghoat  thU 
fk.  ID  allnde  to  the  lad  and  ominom  fttallty,  by  which 
lliMi  has  been  deprlTed  of  lo  many  peat  and  g«)od  men, 
a  ■iwfiiil  when  the  moit  leqaires  all  the  aids  of  talent 
Itaiacrfty. 
I  TMa  dealfBation,  wUeh  has  beea  befim  applied  to  La0 


When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 
Oh!  remember  the  smile  which  adorns  her  at 
home. 

In  England,  the  garden  of  Beanty  is  kept 

By  a  dragon  of  prudery  placed  within  call ; 
But  so  oft  this  unamiaUe  dragon  has  slept. 

That  the  garden's  but  carelessly  watch'd  after  all 
Oh !  they  want  the  wild  sweet-briery  fence. 

Which  round  the  flowers  of  Erin  dwells ; 
Which  waiUB  the  touch,  while  wiimmg  the  sense, 

Nor  charms  us  least  when  it  most  repeU 
Then  remembei,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  world,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
ytfi  roam. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 

Oh !  lemember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home 

In  France,  when  the  heart  of  a  woman  c«tt  sail. 

On  the  ocean  of  wedlock  its  fortune  to  try. 
Love  seldom  goes  far  in  a  vessel  so  fraO, 

But  just  pilots  her  off*,  and  then  bids  her  good-by. 
While  the  daughters  of  Erin  keep  the  boy. 

Ever  smiling  beside  his  faithful  oar, 
Tlirougfa  billows  of  wo,  and  beams  of  joy. 

The  same  as  he  look'd  when  he  left  the  shore. 
Then  remember,  wherever  your  goblet  is  crown'd. 

Thro'  this  worid,  whether  eastward  or  westward 
you  roam. 
When  a  cup  to  the  smile  of  dear  woman  goes  round. 

Oh !  remember  the  smile  that  adorns  her  at  home. 


EVELEEN'S  BOWER. 

On !  weep  for  the  hour. 

When  to  Eveleen's  bower 
The  Lord  of  the  Valley  with  false  vows  came ; 

The  moon  hid  her  light 

^rom  the  heavens  that  night, 
And  wept  behind  hor  clouds  o'er  the  maiden's  shame 

The  clouds  poss'd  soon 

From  the  chaste  cold  moon. 
And  heaven  smiled  again  with  her  vestal  flame ; 

But  none  will  see  the  day. 

When  the  clouds  shall  pass  away. 
Which  that  dark  hour  left  upon  Eveleen's  fame. 

Nelson,  Is  the  title  given  to  a  celebrated  Irish  Hero,  in  a 
Poem  by  0*Gulve,  the  bard  of  0*Niel,  which  is  qnnted  in  the 
"  Philosophical  Survey  of  the  South  of  Ireland,**  page  433. 
"  Con,  of  the  Hundred  Fights,  sleep  In  thy  grass-grown  tomb 
and  upbraid  notour  defeau  with  thy  victoiles." 
>  Fox,  **  Romanomm  ultimus.*' 
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The  white  snow  lay 

On  the  narrow  path-way, 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Valley  crosB'd  over  the  moor ; 

And  many  a  deep  print 

On  the  white  snow'a  tint 
8how'd  tho  track  of  hia  footstep  to  Eveleen's  door. 

The  next  sun's  ray 

Soon  melted  away 
£  rary  trace  on  the  path  where  the  false  Lord  came ; 

Bat  there's  a  light  above 

Which  alone  can  remove 
That  stain  upon  the  snow  of  fair  Eveleen's  fame. 


LET  ERIN  REMEMBER  THE  DAYS  OF 
OLD. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old, 

Ere  her  faithless  sons  betray'd  her ; 
When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold,' 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader, 
When  her  kings,  with  standard  of  green  unfuil'd. 

Led  the  Red-Branch  Knights  to  danger  f — 
Ere  the  emerald  gem  of  the  western  worid 

Was  set  in  the  crowA  of  a  stranger. 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank»  as  the  fisherman  strays, 

When  the  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shining ; 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublune. 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over ; 
Thus,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long  faded  glories  they  cover.' 

1  **Thls  brought  on  an  encounter  between  Malichi  (the 
Monarch  of  Ireland  in  the  tenth  century)  and  the  Danes,  in 
which  Malachi  defeated  two  of  their  champions,  whom  he 
encountered  successively,  hand  to  hand,  taking  a  collar  of 
gold  from  the  necic  of  one,  and  carrying  off  the  sword  of 
the  other,  as  trophies  of  his  victory.**— M^am«r'«  HUtory  of 
irdandy  vol.  i.  book  \x. 

s  **  Military!  orders  of  knights  were  very  early  established 
In  Ireland:  long  before  tho  birth  of  Christ  we  find  an  hered- 
itary order  of  Chivalry  in  Ulster,  called  CuraidAe  na  Crai- 
obke  ruadht  or  the  Knights  of  the  Red  Branch,  from  their 
chief  teat  In  Emania,  adjoining  to  tho  palace  of  the  Ulster 
kings,  called  Teagk  na  Craxohhe  ruadh,  or  the  Academy  of 
the  Red  Branch;  and  contiguous  jto  which  was  a  largo  hos- 
|4tal,  founded  for  the  sick  knights  and  soldiers,  called  Bron- 
MMfy,  or  the  House  of  the  Sorrowfkil  Soldier.**— 0*l/a^/«- 
run^g  tntroduetin,  trt.^  part  L  chap.  5. 

>  It  was  an  old  tradition,  in  the  time  of  Glraldus,  that 
Lough  Neagh  had  been  originally  a  fountain,  by  whose  sud- 
den overllowlnf  the  country  was  inundated,  and  a  whole 


THE  SONG  OF  FIONNUALA.* 

Silent,  oh  Moyle,  be  the  roar  of  thy  water, 

Break  not,  ye  breezes,  your  cham  of  repose, 
While,  murmuring  mournfully,  Lir's  lonely  dang- 
ler 

Tells  to  the  night-star  her  tale  of  woes. 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep  with  ^vings  in  darkness  furled? 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing. 

Call  my  spirit  from  this  stormy  worid? 

Sadly,  oh  Moyle  \x.  why  winter-wave  weeping. 

Fate  bids  me  lan|^h  long  ages  away ; 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Erin  lie  deeping. 

Still  doth  the  pure  light  its  dawning  delay. 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  7 
When  will  heaven,  its  sweet  bell  r^Lpng, 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above? 


COME,  SEND  ROUND  THE  WINE. 

Come,  send  round  the  wine,  and  leave  points  of 
belief 
To  simpleton  sages,  and  reasoning  fools ; 
This  moment's  a  flower  too  fair  and  brief, 
To  be  withered  and  stam'd  by  the  dust  of  the 
schools. 
Your  glass  may  be  purple,  and  mine  may  be  bine. 
But  while  they  are  fill'd  from  the  same  bright 
bowl. 
The  fool  who  would  quarrel  for  diff*renoe  of  hue, 
Deserves  not  the  comfort  they  shed  o'er  tho  oouL 

region,  like  the  Atlaatii  of  Plato,  overwhelmed.  He  says 
that  the  fishermen,  in  clear  weather,  used  to  point  oat  to 
strangers  the  tall  ecdeslastlctd  towers  nader  the  water. 
PiicatoreM  aqum  illiu*  tmrrts  teeUnattieaM^  fum  wtart  pQtrim 
areta  miU  tt  aitm,  lucnon  H  rvtmute,  mtk  nudU  wMmtfnU 
aereno  tempore  conapiciunU  *t  ntrantU  trmn  umm  rft— .  rgtfg 
eautao  admirantiiuM,  froftumter  etCmiiml.— Topogr.  Hik 
dist.  S,  c.  9. 

*  To  make  this  s'tory  intelligible  la  a  loog  would  leqalie  a 
much  greater  number  of  verses  than  any  (me  la  anthoriaed  to 
inflict  upon  an  audience  at  onee ;  the  reader  nmst  theiefbie 
be  content  to  learn,  in  a  note,  that  Flooaaala,  the  daoghlsr 
of  Lir,  was,  by  some  supernatural  power,  tranafbnned  iato  a 
s^van,  and  condemned  to  wander,  fta  many  huadrad  yean, 
o/er  certain  laJcos  and  riven  In  Ireland,  tlU  theeomUvef 
Christianity,  when  the  flnt  aoand  of  the  manhbeU  was  to 
be  the  signal  of  her  releaae^— I  fimad  thl«  fkadAil  lletloa 
among  some  manuscript  translations  ftom  the  Irish,  wkkk 
were  begun  under  the  dlreclkm  nfthstsnllghtsnei  Msaiif 
Ireland,  the  Iato  Coaateis  oTMoiia. 
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Shan  I  aik  tlie  bfsve  soldier,  who  fights  hy  my  side 

In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  oar  croeds  agree  7 
Shall  I  give  up  the  friend  I  have  valued  and  tried, 

If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me  ? 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  should  I  fly, 

To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss  7 
No  ^  perish  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 

Truth,  valor,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this ! 


SUBLIME  WAS  THE  WARNING. 

SiTBUXK  was  the  warning  that  Liberty  spoke. 
And  grand  was  the  moment  when  Spaniards  awoke 
Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chain. 
Oh,  Liberty !  let  not  this  spirit  have  rest, 
Till  it  move,  like  a  breeze,  o*er  the  waves  of  the 


Give  the  light  of  your  look  to  each  sorrowing  spot. 
Nor,  oh,  be  the  shamrock  of  Erin  forgot 

While  you  add  to  your  gariand  the  Olive  of 
Spain! 

If  the  &me  of  our  fathers,  bequeathed  with  their 

rights. 
Give  to  country  its  charm,  and  to  home  its  delights. 

If  deceit  be  a  wound,  and  suspicion  a  stain. 
Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  our  cause  is  the  same ! 
And  oh !  may  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name. 
Who  would  ask  for  a  nobler,  a  holier  death. 
Than  to  torn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breath. 

For  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain ! 

Ye  Blakea  and  0*Donnels,  whose  fathers  reeign'd 
The  green  hUb  of  theur  youth,  among  strangers  to 

find 
That  repose  iHiich,  at  home,  they  had  sigh'd  for 

in  vain. 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  that  the  flame,  which  you 

light. 
May  be  fislt  yet  in  Erin,  as  calm,  and  as  bright, 
Aad  fosgive  even  Albion  while  blushing  she  draws. 
Like  a  tmant,  her  sword,  m  the  long-slighted  cause 
Of  the  Shamrock  of  Erin  and  Olive  of  Spain ! 

God  prosper  the  cause !— oh,  it  cannot  but  thrive. 
While  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive, 

'  Its  devotion  to  feel,  uid  its  rights  to  maintam  ; 
Then,  how  samted  by  sorrow,  its  martyrs  will  die ! 
The  finger  of  glory  shall  point  where  they  lie ; 

Tto  loeztlBgnUbsble  llie  of  8l  BridiA  ai  KUdaie, 

whkh  GlmMos  meatioiM :— **  Apod  Klldafiam  occorrit  Icnii 

0tMtB  Bilgkte,  q;Mm  iaeitiBgnibllem  vocant ;  bob  qood  ex- 

a  posilt,  Md  qood  tua  lelklte  Booiales  et  Hwcts 


WhUe,  far  from  the  footstep  of  coward  or  slave. 
The  young  spirit  of  Freedom  shall  shelter  their 
grave 
Beneath  Shamrocks  of  Erin  and  Olives  of  Spam ! 


BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEAR. 
ING  YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Belikvk  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms. 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day, 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  aims. 

Like  fairy-gifts  fading  away. 
Thou  wouldst  still  be  adored,  as  this  moment  thou 
art, 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will. 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  ^insh  of  my  heart 

Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  stilL 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear 
That  the  fervor  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known, 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear ; 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close, 
As  the  sun-flower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets. 

The  same  look  which  she  tum'd  when  he  rose. 


ERIN,  OH  ERIN. 

LiKK  the  bright  lamp,  that  shone  in  Kildare*s  holy 
fane,* 

And  bum*d  thro'  long  ages  of  darkness  and  storm, 
Is  the  heart  that  sorrows  have  frown'd  on  in  vain, 

Whose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfadmg  and  warm. 
Erin,  oh  Erin,  thus  bright  thro*  tlie  tears 
Of  a  long  night  of  bondage,  thy  spirit  appears.  ^ 

The  nations  have  fallen,  and  thou  still  art  young. 
Thy  sun  is  but  rising,  when  others  are  set ; 

And  tho'  slavery's  cloud  o*er  thy  morning  hath  hung. 
The  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee 
yet 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  tho'  long  m  the  shade. 

Thy  star  shall  shme  out  when  the  proudest  shall  fade. 

nralleres  Icnem,  sappetente  materia,  fovent  et  aatrlunt,  ut  a 
tenpofB  virginis  per  tot  annoram  cunicala  Mniper  manMi  In- 
•7ainctiu,"—OirmU,  Comb.  i$  Miraba.  Hih^rn.  dUt.  S,  c.  34. 
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Unchiird  by  the  rain,  axid  imwaked  by  the  wind, 
The  lily  lies  deeping  thro'  wintei's  cold  boor. 

Tin  Spring's  light  touch  her  fetten  unbind. 
And  daylight  and  liberty  UesB  the  young  flower.* 

Thus  Erin,  oh  EIrin,  thy  winter  is  past, 

And  the  hope  that  lived  thro*  it  shaQ  blosBom  at  last 


DRINK  TO  HER 

Drink  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  girl,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  coold  never  buy. 
Oh  !  woman's  heart  was  made 

For  minstrel  hands  alone ; 
By  other  fingers  play'd. 

It  yields  not  half  the  tone, 
fhen  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigL, 
The  giri,  who  gave  to  song 

What  gold  could  never  buy. 

At  Beauty's  door  of  glass. 

When  Wealth  and  Wit  once  stood. 
They  aak'd  her, "  which  might  pass  7" 

She  answer'd,  '*  he,  who  could." 
With  golden  key  Wealth  thought 

To  pass — ^bat  'twould  not  do : 
While  Wit  a  diamond  brought. 

Which  cut  his  bright  way  through 
So  here's  to  her,  who  long 

Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh. 
The  giri,  who  gave  to  song 

'What  gold  could  never  buy. 

The  love  that  seeks  a  home 

Where  wealth  or  grandeut  shines, 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome. 

That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines. 
But  oh  !  the  poet's  love 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere ; 
Its  native  home's  above, 

Tho'  woman  keeps  it  here. 

>  Mrs.  H.  Tighe,  In  her  exquisite  lines  on  the  Lily,  has 
applied  this  Image  to  a  still  more  important  object. 

*  We  may  snppoee  this  apology  to  have  been  uttered  by 
one  of  those  wandering  bards,  whom  Spenser  so  severely, 
and,  perhaps,  truly,  describes  in  his  State  of  Ireland,  and 
whose  poems,  he  tells  us,  **  were  sprinkled  with  some  pretty 
flowers  of  their  natural  device,  which  have  good  grace  and 
eomeliness  onto  them,  the  which  it  is  great  pity  to  see 
abused  to  the  giaclog  of  wickedness  and  vice,  which,  with 
good  aaagt,  would  Mrvs  to  adwn  and  beautify  virtue." 


Then  drink  to  her,  who  long 
Hath  waked  the  poet's  sigh, 

The  giri,  who  gave  to  song 
What  gold  could  never  buy. 


OH!  BLAME  NOT  THE  BARD.' 

Cfi  i  blame  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowen. 

Where  Pleasure  lies,  carelessly  smiting  at  Fame ; 
He  was  bom  for  much  more,  and  in  happier  hours 

His  soul  might  have  bum'd  with  a  holier  flame. 
The  string,  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre. 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's 
dart;* 
And  the  lip,  which  now  breathes  bat  the  song  cf 
desire. 

Might  have  pour'd  the  full  tide  of  a  patriot's  heart 

But  alas  for  his  country ! — ^her  pride  is  gone  by. 
And  that  spirit  is  broken,  wluch  never  would 
bond; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  children  in  secret  must  sigh. 

For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
Unprized  are  her  sons,  till  they've  leam'd  to  betray ; 
Undistmguish'd  they  live,  if  they  diame  not  their 
sires; 
And  the  torch,  that  would  light  them  tfaio*  dignity's 
way. 
Must  be  caught  from  the  pile,  where  their  ooontry 
expires. 

Then  blame  not  the  bard,  if  in  pleasure's  soil 
dream. 
He  should  try  to  forget  what  he  never  can  heal : 
Oh !  give  but  a  hope— let  a  vista  but  gleam 
Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how 
he'll  feel  I 
That  mstant,  his  heart  at  her  duine  would  lay  down 

Every  passion  it  nursed,  every  bliss  it  adorad ;  * 
While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  entwined  with  his  crown. 
Like  the  wreath  of  Haimodius,  shonld  cover  his 
BwonL* 

s  It  is  coiOectnred  by  Wormius,  that  the  naas  of  Inland 
is  derived  (hnti  Fr,  the  Runic  for  a  Ams,  Id  the  aseof  whkh 
weapon  the  Irish  wore  once  very  expert.  ThlsdsilvallQiiii 
certainly  more  creditable  to  us  than  the  fbUowlaf :  **8otliat 
Ireland,  called  the  land  of  Irt,  ftom  the  enastaat  teoUs 
therein  for  400  years,  was  now  beeosM  the  land  of  eoo- 
cord.**— Zi9f«r«  Stau  Worlktm,  ait  TU  Lmr4  armnUmn, 

«  See  the  Hymn,  attributed  to  Aleaas,  Bp/nfm  cXoli  ye 
lt;^tfopn9t,»-^l  will  eairy  my  swoid,  IdMstt  In 
like 
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But  tbo^  gfany  be  pnie,  and  tho^  hope  fode  away, 

Thy  name,  knred  Erin,  AnSl  fire  in  his  aonga ; 
Not  ev^  in  the  hoar,  when  hii  heart  is  moat  gay. 

Win  he  h»e  the  remembranoe  of  thee  and  thy 
wranga. 
The  atranger  shall  hear  thy  lamMit  on  his  plains ; 

The  Bgfa  of  thy  harp  ahaU  be  sent  o'er  the  deep, 
TiD  thy  mastets  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chahia. 

Shall  panse  at  the  8oii|^  of  their  captive,  and  weepi 


VnOLR  GAZING  ON  THE  MOON'S  UGHT. 

Weom  gasng  on  the  moon's  light, 

A  moment  from  her  smile  I  tom'd. 
To  look  at  ori«,  that,  more  bright. 
In  lone  and  distant  glory  bum'd. 
Bat  too  far 
Each  proud  star. 
For  me  to  feel  its  warming  flame ; 
Moehmore  dear 
That  mild  sphere, 
Whidi  near  oar  planet  smiling  came ;' — 
Tlias,  Mary,  be  bat  thou  my  own ; 

While  brighter  eyes  nnheeded  play, 
m  love  thoae  moonlight  looks  alone, 
lliat  Uess  my  home  and  guide  n^  way 

Hm  day  had  sunk  in  dim  showers. 

Bat  midnight  now,  with  lostre  meet, 
nhmined  aD  the  pale  flowexs, 
like  hope  upon  a  mourner's  cheek. 
I  said  (while 
The  UKKHi's  smile 
Flay'd  o^er  a  stream,  in  dimplmg  Uiss,) 
"  The  moon  looks 
"  On  many  brooks 
"  Tlie  brook  can  see  no  moon  but  this  ;"* 
And  thus,  I  thought,  our  fortunes  nm, 

For  many  a  lover  looks  to  thee. 

While  eh !  I  feel  there  is  but  one, 

One  Maiy  in  the  worid  for  me. 


ILL  OMENS. 

WnM  daylight  was  yet  sleeping  under  the  billow. 
And  Stan  in  the  heavens  still  lingering  shone, 

I  *  Of  soeh  cetoitial  bodies  u  are  visible,  the  son  excepted, 
te  do^  BMXja,  as  desfileeble  as  it  Is  IneompsrUon  to  most 
if  As  odMiB,  Is  orach  mote  beaefieial  than  they  ail  pat  to- 
pMbsr.**— IFMttra'«  Tftesry,  4re. 

la  dw  Waintime  £Ariei§,  asMmg  other  iofenloos  em- 


Young  Kitty,  all  Uuriiing,  rose  up  from  her  pillow, 

The  last  time  she  e'er  was  to  press  it  alone. 
For  the  youth  whom  she  treasured  her  heart  and  her 
soul  in. 
Had  promised  to  link  the  last  tie  before  noon ; 
And,  when  once  the  young  heart  of  a  maiden  is 
stolen. 
The  maiden  herself  will  steal  after  it  soon. 

As  she  look'd  in    he  glass,  which  a  woman  ne'er 
misBes, 

Nor  ever  wants  time  for  a  sly  glance  or  two, 
A  butterfly,'  fresh  from  the  night-flower's  kiami, 

Fiew  over  the  mirror,  and  shaded  her  view. 
Enraged  with  the  insect  for  hiding  her  graces. 

She  brush'd  him— he  fell,  alas!  never  to  rise: 
'<Ah!  such,"  said  the  giri,  <'is  the  pride  of  our 
faces, 

<*  For  which  the  soul's  innocence  too  often  dies." 

While  she  stole  thro'  the  garden,  where  heart's-ease 
was  growing, 
She  cuird  some,  and  kisa'd  offits  night-fall'n  dew : 
And  a  rose,  farther  en,  look'd  so  tempting  and 
glowing, 
That,  spite  of  her  haste,  she  must  gather  it  too : 
But  while  o'er  the  roses  too  carelesriy  leaning. 
Her  zone  flew  m  two,  and  the  heart's-ease  was 
lost: 
■<  Ah !  this  means,"  said  the  giri,  (and  she  sigfa'd  at 
its  meaning,) 
**  That  love  is  scarce  worth  the  repose  i  will  cost !" 


BEFORE  THE  BATTLE 

By  the  hope  within  us  springing. 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 
By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  cringing 

Chains  or  freedom,  death  or  life — 
Oh !  remember  life  can  be 
No  charm  for  him,  who  lives  not  free ! 

Like  the  day-star  in  the  wave. 

Sinks  a  hero  in  his  grave. 
Midst  the  dew-fall  of  a  nation's  tears. 

Happy  is  he  o'er  whose  decline 
The  smiles  of  home  may  soothing  shine, 
And  light  him  down  the  steep  of  years : — 

blems,  we  find  a  starry  sky  withoat  a  moon,  with  these 
words,  JWm  miUe^  quod  absens. 

•  Tills  image  was  suggested  by  the  following  thoaght, 
whleh  occurs  somewhere  In  Sir  William  Jones's  works : 
"The  mooD  looks  upon  many  night-flowers,  the  night-flower 
s  An  emblemof  the  soal. 


238 


MOORE'S  WOltks. 


Bat  oh,  how  hiest  they  nnk  to  root, 
Who  close  their  eyes  on  Victory's  breast ! 

0*er  his  watch-fire's  fading  embers 

Now  the  foeman*s  cheek  turns  white, 
When  his  heart  that  field  remembers, 

Where  we  tamed  his  tyrant  might 
Never  let  him  bind  again 
A  chain,  like  that  we  broke  from  then. 

Hark !  the  horn  of  combat  calls — 

Ere  the  golden  evening  falls. 
May  we  pledge  that  horn  in  triumph  round !' 

Many  a  heart  that  now  beats  high. 
In  slumber  cold  at  night  shall  lie. 
Nor  waken  even  at  victory's  sound : — 
But  oh,  how  blest  that  hero's  sleep. 
O'er  whom  a  wond'ring  world  shall  weep . 


AFTER  TilE  BATTLE. 

Night  closed  around  the  conqueror's  way. 

And  lightnings  show'd  the  distant  hill, 
Where  those  who  lost  that  dreadful  day, 

Stood  few  and  faint,  but  fearless  stilL 
The  soldier's  hope,  the  patriot's  zeal, 

Forever  dimm'd,  forever  cross'd — 
Oh  !  who  shall  say  what  heroes  feel. 

When  all  but  life  and  honor's  lost? 

The  last  sad  hour  of  freedom's  dream, 

And  valor's  task,  moved  slowly  by. 
While  mute  they  watch'd,  till  morning's  beam 

Should  rise  and  give  them  light  to  die. 
There's  yet  a  world,  where  souls  are  free. 

Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  bliss ; — 
If  death  that  worid's  bright  opening  be, 

Oh  !  who  would  live  a  slave  m  this  ? 


'TIS  SWEET  TO  THINK. 

'Tn  sweet  to  think,  that,  where'er  we  rove. 
We  are  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear, 

1  **  The  Irish  Coraa  was  not  entirely  devoted  to  mar- 
tial purposes.  In  the  heroic  a^s,  our  ancestors  qnafied 
Meadh  out  of  them,  as  the  Danish  hunters  do  their  bever- 
age at  this  day."— ITa/irer. 

*  I  believe  U  Is  Mannontel  who  says, "  Qtutnd  on  n*a  pas 
C9  fu»  Vtm  ainu,  U  famt  aimtr  ee  que  Von  a.'*— There  are  so 
many  matter-of-fact  people,  who  take  such  jeuz  tPeoprit  as 
this  defence  of  inconstancy,  to  be  the  actual  and  genuine 


And  that,  when  we're  fu  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near.* 
The  heart,  like  a  tendril,  accustom'd  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  where  it  will,  cannot  flourish  aloue, 
But  will  lean  to  tlie  nearest,  and  loveliest  thing, 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  make  closely  its  cwiL 
Then  oh  !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  «till,  that  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  ips  we  love. 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  iips  we  are  near. 

'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  around  us  rise. 

To  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  isn't  there  ; 
And  the  world's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

'Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a  pair. 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  neeHy.  alike. 

They  are  both  of  them  bright,  but  they're  change- 
able too, 
And,  wherever  a  now  beam  of  beauty  can  strike. 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a  different  hue. 
Then  oh !  wliat  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove. 

To  be  sure  to  find  something,  still,  that  is  dear, 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We've  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  wo  are  near. 


THE  nUSH  PEASANT  TO  HIS  MISTRESS.* 

Through  grief  and  through  danger  thy  smile  hath 

cheor'd  my  way. 
Till  hope  seem'd  to  bud  from  each  thorn  that  roiind 

me  lay ; 
The  darker  our  fortime,  the  brighter  our  pure  love 

bum'd. 
Till  shame  into  glory,  till  fear  into  zeal  was  tnm'd ; 
Yes,  slave  as  I  was,  m  thy  aims  my  wpint  Mi  firee, 
And  bless'd  even  the  sorrows  that  made  me  more 

dear  to  thee. 

Thy  rival  was  honor'd,  wlule  thou  weit  wrong'd 

and  scom'd. 
Thy  crown  was  of  briers,  wfaHe  gold  her  brows 

adom'd ; 

sentimenU  of  him  who  writes  them,  that  Huifcampfli  one,  !b 
self-defence,  to  be  as  matter-of-ftet  as  themsriTes,  and  to 
remind  them,  that  Democrltas  was  not  the  wone  physlolo 
gist,  for  having  playAilly  contended  that  mow  was  black; 
nor  Erasmos,  in  any  degree,  the  less  wlie,  Ibrhavlag  wiliaia 
an  Ingenious  encomium  of  fdly. 
*  Bleanlng,  aliegoiically,  the  aadeat  Chueh  of  IralaBd. 
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SbB  woo'd  me  to  templeB,  while  tbon  lay'st  hid  in 

cavei, 
Her  friends  were  all  masten,  while  thine,  alas !  were 

darea; 
Tet  cold  in  the  earth,  at  thy  feet,  I  would  rather 

be, 
Than  wed  what  I  lored  not,  or  tnm  one  thought 

finom  thee. 

Tliey  ilander  thee  aordy,  who  say  thy  towb  are 
fraU— 

Hadst  thoa  been  a  false  one,  thy  cheek  had  look*d 
lea  pale.  . 

They  say,  too,  ao  long  thou  hart  worn  those  linger- 
I  ing  chains. 

That  deep  in  thy  heart  they  have  printed  their  ser- 
vile stains — 

Oh !  fool  is  the  slander, — ^no  chain  could  that  soul 

subdue — 
Wbero  shmeth  thy  qiirit,  there  Uberty  shineth  too  !* 


ON    MUSIC. 

Whin  thro*  life  unUest  we  rove, 

Losing  all  that  made  life  dear, 
Should  some  notes  we  used  to  love. 

In  days  of  boyhood,  meet  our  ear. 
Oh  r  how  welcome  breathes  the  strain ! 

Wakening  thoughts  that  long  have  slept ; 
Kindling  former  smiles  again 

In  faded  eyes  that  long  have  wept 

like  the  gale,  that  sighs  along 

Beds  of  oriental  flowers. 
Is  the  grateful  breath  of  song, 

That  once  was  heard  in  happier  horns ; 
Fill*d  with  babn,  the  gale  sighs  on, 

Though  ttfe  flowers  have  sunk  in  death ; 
So,  when  pleasure's  dream  is  gone. 

Its  memory  lives  in  Music's  breath. 

Music,  oh  how  faint,  how  weak. 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell ! 
Why  should  FeeUng  ever  speak. 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  7 
Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  ev'n  more  false  than  they ; 
Oh !  'tii  only  music's  stram 

Can  sweetly  sooth  and  not  betray. 

1  **  Wbm  die  9pMt  of  the  Lord  Is.  thara  Is  Ubsftjr.**^ 
^•'•irf.JCor.lU.n. 


IT   IS   NOT  THE  TEAR  AT   THIS    MO- 
MENT  SHED.« 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  ^od. 

When  the  cold  turf  has  just  been  laid  o'er  him. 
That  can  tell  how  beloved  was  the  friend  that's  fled, 

Or  how  deep  in  our  hearts  we  deplore  him. 
"I^  the  tear,  thro'  many  a  long  day  wept, 

'Tis  life's  whole  path  o'ershaded ; 
'TIS  the  one  remembrance,  fondly  kept, 

When  all  lighter  griefe  have  faded. 

Thus  :u»  memory,  like  some  holy  light, 

Kept  alive  in  our  hearts,  will  improve  them. 
For  worth  shall  look  fahrer,  and  truth  more  bright. 

When  we  think  how  he  lived  but  to  love  them. 
And,  as  fresher  flowers  the  sod  perfume 

Where  buried  saints  are  lying. 
So  our  hearts  shall  borrow  a  sweet'ning  bloom 

From  the  image  he  left  there  in  dying ! 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  THE  HARP. 

'Tn  believed  that  this  Haip,  which  I  wake  now  for 

thee, 
Was  a  Syren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea ; 
And  who  often,  at  eve,  thro'  the  bright  waters  roved. 
To  meet,  on  the  green  shore,  a  youth  whom  she 

loved. 

But  she  loved  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep. 
And  in  tears,  all  the  night,  her  gold  tresses  to  steep ; 
Till  heav'n  look'd  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
And  changed  to  this  soft  Haip  the  sea-maiden's 
form. 

Still  her  bosom  rose  fair — still  her  cheeks  smiled  the 

same — 
While  her  sea-beauties  gracelilly  form'd  the  light 

frame; 
And  her  hair,  as,  let  loose,  o'et  'ler  white  arm  it  fell. 
Was  changed  to  bright  chords  utt'ring  melody's  spelL 

Hence  it  came,  that  this  soft  Harp  so  long  hath  been 

known 
To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's' sad  tone ; 
Till  thou  didst  divide  them,  and  teach  the  fond  lay 
To  wpeak  kve  when  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  when 

away. 

t  These  lines  were  oeeasioned  by  the  loss  of  a  yerj  teu 
and  dear  leUtlve,  who  had  died  lately  at  Uadelim. 


240 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


LOVE'S  YOUNG  DREAM. 

Oh  !  the  days  are  gone,  when  Beauty  bright 

My  heart'*  cham  wove ; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  mom  till  night, 
Was  love,  Btill  lore. 
New  hope  may  bloom, 
And  days  may  come, 
Of  milder,  cahner  beam, 
But  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  m  life, 

As  love's  young  dream : 
No,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 
As  love's  young  dream. 

Though  the  baid  to  purer  fame  may  soar, 

When  wild  youth's  past ; 
Though  he  win  the  wise,  who  firown'd  beforei 
To  smile  at  last ; 
Hell  never  meet 
A  joy  so  sweet. 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame, 
As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  flame. 
And  at  every  close,  she  blush'd  to  hear 
The  one  loved  name. 

Nor-that  hallow'd  foim  is  ne'er  forgot 

Which  first  love  traced ; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste. 
*Twas  cdor  fled 
As  soon  as  died ; 
>Twas  morning's  winged  dream ; ' 
Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  doll  stream ; 
Oh !  'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 


There  comes  a  new  Imk 
Our  spirits  to  sink — 
Oh !  the  joy  that  we  taste,  like  the  light  of  the 
poles. 
Is  a  flash  amid  darkness,  too  brilliant  to  stay ; 
But,  though  'twere  the  last  little  spaik  in  our  souls, 
We  must  light  it  up  now,  on  our  Prince's  Day. 

Contempt  on  the  minion,  who  calls  you  disloyal ! 
Tho'  fierce  to  your  foe,  to  your  iriends  you  are 
true; 
And  the  tribute  most  high  to  a  head  that  is  xoyal» 
Is  love  fiom  a  heart  that  loves  liberty  tea 
While  cowards,  who  blight 
Your  fame,  your  right. 
Would  shrink  from  the  Uaze  of  the  battle  array, 
The  Standard  of  Green 
In  front  would  be  seen« — 
Oh,  my  life  on  your  faith !  were  you  snnmum'd  this 
minute. 
You'd  cast  every  bitter  remembrance  away, 
And  show  what  the  arm  of  old  Erin  has  m  it. 
When  roused  by  the  foe,  on  her  Prince's  Day, 

He  loves  the  Green  Isle,  and  his  love  is  recorded 

In  hearts  which  have  sufier'd  too  much  to  forget ; 
And  hope  shall  be  crown'd,  and  attadhment  re- 
warded, 
And  Erin  s  gay  jubOee  shme  out  yet 
The  gem  may  be  broke 
By  many  a  stroke, 
But  nothing  can  cloud  its  native  ray ; 
Each  fragment  wiU  cast 
A  light  to  the  lastr- 
And  thus,  Erin,  my  country,  tho*  broken  thou  ait. 

There's  a  lustre  withm  thee,  that  ne'er  will  decay ; 
A  spirit,  which  beams  through  each  sofiSning  part. 
And  now  smiles  at  all  pain  on  the  Prince's  Day. 


THE  PRINCE'S  DAY.' 

Tho'  darit  are  our  sorrows,  to-day  well  forget  them, 
And  smile  through  our  teare,  like  a  sunbeam  in 
showers: 
There  never  were  hearts,  if  our  rulers  would  let 
them, 
More  form'd  to  be  grateful  and  blest  than  ours. 
But  just  when  the  chain 
Has  ceased  to  pain, 
And  hope  has  euwreath'd  it  round  with  floweni, 

1  This  fOBg  was  written  for  a  Ate  In  honor  of  the  Prinee 
cC  Wale.»t  Mrtbday,  fiVMi  by  my  friend.  Blijor  Bryan,  at  hto 
seat  in  the  oonnty  of  Kilkenny. 


WEEP  ON,  WEEP  ON. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  your  boor  is  pMt ; 

Your  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er ; 
The  fatal  cham  is  round  yon  cut» 

And  yon  are  men  no  more. 
In  vain  the  hero's  heart  hath  bled; 

The  sage's  tongue  hath  wam'd  m  Tain ; 
Oh,  Freedom!  once  thy  flame  hath  fled. 

It  never  lights  again. 

Weep  01^— perhaps  in  after  dayib   * 
TheyHl  learn  to  lore  your  BUM ; 
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When  many  a  deed  may  wake  in  praise 

That  long  hath  dept  in  Uame. 
And  when  they  tiead  the  rain*d  Isle, 

Where  rest^  at  length,  the  lord  and  dave, 
They'll  wond*ring  ask,  how  hands  so  yile 

Coold  conquer  hearts  so  hrave? 

«  Twas  fate,"  theyTl  say,  "  a  wayward  fate 

"  Your  web  of  discord  wore ; 
**  And  while  yoor  tyrants  join'd  in  hate, 

"  You  never  join'd  in  love. 
«<  But  hearts  fell  off,  that  ought  to  twine, 

«  And  man  profaned  what  God  had  pven. ; 
**  Till  some  were  heard  to  curse  the  shrine, 

«  Where  others  knelt  to  heaven !" 


LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE 

Lnau  hath  a  beaming  eye. 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth ; 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly, 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 
Sweeter  'tis  to  gaxe  upon 

My  Nom's  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  kMks,  but  every  one, 
like  mexpeeted  light,  surprises ! 

Oh,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  gentle,  badifhl  Nova  Creina, 
Beantylies 
In  many  eyes, 
But  Love  in  youis,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Leebia  weazi  a  robe  of  gold. 

But  an  so.ekMPe  the  nymph  hath  laced  it. 
Not  a  diaim  of  beauty's  mould 

I^resomes  to  stay  where  natura  placed  it 
Oh !  my  Nora's  gown  for  me. 

That  floats  as  wild  as  mountam  breezes, 
Leaving  every  beauty  finee 
To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  jHetmB. 

Yes,  my  Nom  Crema,  dear, 
My  ample,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Natnn's  dress 
Islorelinww 
The  dress  fm  wear,  my  Nora  Crehia. 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  lefined. 

Bat,  wheo  its  points  are  gleaming  round  ns^ 

>  1  iMive  toie  BMde  a  feeble  eflbfft  to  Unitate  that  eiqnlsils 
iMOtptloa  of  BheBttoiM's,  **BraI  qoMito  minuB  est  oua 


Who  can  tell  if  they're  design^ 

To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound  nal 
Pillow'd  on  my  Nora's  heart, 

In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes — 
Bed  of  peace !  whose  roughest  part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses. 

Oh !  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Crema  \ 
Wit,  though  bright. 
Hath  no  such  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Creina 


I  SAW  THY  FORM  IN  YOUTHFUL  PRIME. 

I  SAW  thy  form  in  youthful  prime. 

Nor  thought  that  pale  decay 
Would  steal  before  the  steps  of  Tune, 

And  waste  its  bloom  away,  Mary ! 
Yet  still  thy  features  wore  that  light. 

Which  fleets  not  with  the  breath ; 
And  life  ne'er  look'd  more  truly  bright 

Than  in  thy  smile  of  death,  Mary ! 

As  streams  that  run  o'er  golden  mines. 

Yet  humbly,  calmly  glide. 
Nor  seem  to  know  the  wealth  that  shines 

Within  their  gentle  tide,  Mary  I 
So  veil'd  beneath  the  simplest  guise, 

Thy  radiant  genius  shone, 
And  tiiat,  which  chann'd  all  other  eyes, 

Seem'd  worthless  in  thy  own,  Mary ! 

If  souls  could  always  dwell  above. 

Thou  ne'er  hadst  left  that  sphere ; 
Or  could  we  keep  the  souls  we  love. 

Wo  ne'er  had  lost  thee  here,  Mary ! 
Though  many  a  gifted  mind  we  meet. 

Though  fairest  forms  we  see. 
To  live  with  them  is  far  lees  sweet, 

Than  to  remember  thee,  Mary !' 


•TUi  balled  bfimndsdnpoBoae  of  the  Biany  itoiiet  le- 
IUiA«rBLKevla,wboM  b«l  la  tbe  nek  Is  to  be  seen  at 


BY  THAT  LAKE,  WHOSE  GLOOMY 
SHORE* 

Bt  that  Lake,  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  waibles  o'er,* 

Glendalongh,  a  moit  gloomy  aad  romaiitic  ipot  la  tli«  tml^ty 
ofWleklow. 

s  There  are  many  other  cnrioiu  tradltioiis  ceaeen^*^^ 
Lake,  which  nay  be  found  la  Glraldos,  Ooliaa,  lt^  ^  V^ 


^ 
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Where  the  cliff  ^angs  high  and  steep 

She  sings  the  wild  song  of  her  dear  native  pteinib 

Young  Saint  Kevin  stole  to  deep. 

«  Here,  at  least,"  he  cahnly  said, 

Ah !  little  they  thmk  who  delight  m  her  strains. 

"  Woman  ne'er  shaU  find  my  bed." 

How  the  heart  of  the  Minstrel  is  breaking. 

Ah !  the  good  Saint  UtUe  knew 

What  that  wily  sex  can  da 

He  had  lived  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died. 

They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwined  him ; 

Twas  from  Kathleen's  eyes  he  flew^— 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  his  country  be  dried. 

Eyes  of  most  unholy  blue ! 

Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him. 

She  had  loved  him  well  and  long, 

Wish'd  him  hers,  nor  thought  it  wrong. 

Oh !  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest. 

Wheresoe'er  the  Saint  would  fly. 

StiU  he  heard  her  light  foot  nigh ; 

Theyni  shine  o'er  her  sleep,  like  a  smOe  tnm  the 

East  or  west,  where'er  he  tum'd, 

West, 

Still  her  eyes  before  him  bum'd. 

From  her  own  loved  island  of  sonuw 

On  the  bold  cliff's  bosom  cast. 

Tranquil  now  he  sleeps  at  last ; 

Dreams  of  heav'n,  nor  thmks  tiiat  e'er 
Woman's  smile  can  haunt  him  there. 

But  nor  earth  nor  heaven  is  free 

From  her  power,  if  fond  she  be : 

Even  now,  while  calm  he  sleeps. 

Kathleen  o'er  him  leans  and  weeps. 

NAY,  TRLL  ME  NOT,  DEAR. 

Fearless  she  had  track'd  his  feet 

To  this  rocky,  wOd  retreat ; 

One  charm  of  feelmg,  one  fond  regret ; 

And  when  morning  met  his  view, 

Believe  me,  a  few  of  thy  angry  flpowns 

Her  mild  glances  met  it  too. 

Are  all  Fve  sunk  in  its  bright  wave  yet 

Ah,  your  Saints  have  cruel  hearts ! 

Ne'er  hath  a  beam 

Sternly  from  his  bed  he  starts. 

Been  lost  in  the  stream 

And  with  rude  repulsive  shock, 

That  ever  was  shed  from  thy  form  or  aoal; 

Hails  her  from  the  beetling  rock. 

The  speU  of  those  eyes, 

The  bahn  of  thy  sigfas. 

Glendalougfa,  thy  gloomy  wave 

Still  float  on  the  surfkce,  and  haDow  my  bowL 

Soon  was  gentle  Kathleen's  grave ! 

Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wme  can  aleat 

Soon  the  Sahit,  (yet  ah !  too  late,) 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  ftom  me ; 

Felt  her  love,  and  moum'd  her  fate. 

like  founts  that  awaken  the  pilgrim's  seal. 

When  he  said,  "  Heaven  rest  her  soul !" 

The  bowl  but  brightens  my  ky?e  fbr  thee. 

Round  the  Lake  light  music  stole  ; 

* 

And  her  ghost  was  seen  to  glide, 

They  teU  us  that  Love  in  hk  hsry  bowar 

SmiUng  e'tL*  the  fatal  tidfu 

Had  two  blush-roses,  of  both  divine ; 

He  q>rinkled  the  one  with  a  rainbow^  shower, 

Soon  did  the  bads 
That  drank  of  the  floods 

Distm'd  by  the  rainbow,  decline  and  fade; 

While  those  which  the  tide 

Of  ruby  had  dyed 

SHE  IS  FAR  FROM  THE  LAND. 

AH  Uush'd  into  beauty,  like  thee,  fweet  nnU! 

Then  fancy  not,  dearest,  that  wine  can  itaal 

Bin  is  far  from  the  land  where  her  young  lero 
deeiM, 

One  blissful  dream  of  the  heart  from  me ; 

like  founts,  that  awaken  the  pOgnm's  leal^ 

The  bowl  but  brightens  my  bve  Ibr  thaa. 

Bat  coldly  she  turns  tnm  their  gaze,  and  weeps. 

i 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 

/ 
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AVENGING  AND  BRIGHT. 

AfKnoiNo  and  bright  fUl  the  awift  iword  of  Erin' 
On  him  who  the  braye  aons  of  Uana  betray'd  !r— 

For  eT«ry  ibnd  eye  he  hath  waken'd  a  tear  in, 
A  drop  fiom  his  heart-wonnda  riiall  weep  o*er  her 


By  the  red  clood  that  hung  over  Conor's  dark 
dweDing,* 
When  UladV  three  champions  lay  sleeping  m 


By  the  biDows  of  war,  which  so  often,  high  swelling, 
HaTB  wafted  these  heroes  to  victoiy's  shore— 


We  swear  to  revenge  them ! — ^no  joy  shall  be  tasted. 
The  harp  shall  be  nlent,  the  maiden  unwed, 

Oar  haUa  shaU  be  mnte,  and  our  fields  shall  lie 
wasted, 
Itn  Tengeance  is  wreak*d  on  the  murderer's  head. 

Tee,  mooareh  I  tho'  sweet  are  our  home  recollections. 
Though  sweet  are  the  tears  that  from  tenderness 
frO; 
Tlioqgli  sweet  are  our  friendships,  our  hopes,  our 


Beveoge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  all  I 


WHAT  THE  BEE  IS  TO  THE  FLOWERET. 

Be^WBAT  the  bee  is  to  the  flow'ret. 
When  he  looks  for  honey-dew, 
Throogfa  the  leaves  that  close  embower  it. 
That,  my  love,  111  be  to  you. 

9Ui— What  the  bank,  with  verdure  glowing, 
Is  to  waves  that  wander  near 
Whisp'ring  kisMS,  while  they're  going, 
That  III  be  to  you,  my  dear. 

Aie^— But  they  say,  the  bee's  a  rover. 

Who  win  fly,  wh«i  sweets  are  gone  ; 

*Tht  w«dt  of  this  fong  wen  suggested  by  the  very  an- 
cfsM  Irish  story  called  **  DeirdrU  or  the  Lamentable  Fate  of 
AtfiossorUsaaeb,**  which  has  been  translated  literally  firom 
AsOsfsDcby  Mr.  0*Flanagaa,  (see  vol.  1.  of  TVmtuactions  of 
III  OnUs  <M0Cr  ^  DnKim,)  and  npon  which  it  appears 
<kis  ihs  ••  DvthiUa  of  Ifaepherson**  U  founded.  The  treach- 
«y  of  Ooaor,  Klag  of  Ulster,  In  patting  to  death  the  three 
*«i  «f  Usaa,  was  the  cause  of  a  desolating  war  against 
UhlM;  vbkh  tamlaaied  ta  the  destruction  of  Eman.  **Thi8 
MVy  (ssfi  Mr.  O^ltaasfan)  has  been,  ftom  time  immemo- 
iHlhiidlB  high  repute  as  one  of  the  three  tragic  stories  of 
iks  fekh.  These  are,  *  The  death  of  the  children  of  Toaran  ;* 
llvdnih  of  dw  children  of  Lear,'  (both  regarding Toatha 


And,  when  once  the  kiss  is  over. 
Faithless  brooks  will  wander  on 

He* — ^Nay,  if  flowers  vdUI  lose  their  looks, 
If  sunny  banks  toi/Z  wear  away, 
"Tis  but  right,  that  bees  and  brooks 
Should  sip  and  kiss  them  while  they  may. 


LOVE  AND  THE  NOVICE. 

"  Here  we  dwell,  in  holiest  bowers, 

"  Where  angels  of  light  o'er  our  orisons  bend ; 
«  Where  sighs  of  devotion  and  breathings  of  flowers 
**  To  heaven  in  mingled  odor  ascend. 
«  Do  not  disturb  our  calm,  oh  Love ! 
"  So  like  is  thy  form  to  the  cherubs  abcire, 
"  It  well  might  deceive  such  hearts  as  ours' 

Love  stood  near  the  Novice  and  listen'd. 

And  Love  is  no  novice  in  taking  a  hint ; 
His  laughing  blue  eyes  soon  with  piety  glisten'd ; 
His  rosy  wing  tum'd  to  heaven's  own  tint 
**  Who  would  have  thought,"  the  urchin  cries, 
"  That  Love  could  so  well,  so  gravely  disguise 
**  His  wandering  wings  and  wounding  eyes  7" 

Love  now  warms  thee,  waking  and  sleeping, 
Yotmg  Novice,  to  him  all  thy  orisons  rise. 
He  tinges  the  heavenly  fount  with  his  weeping. 
He  brightens  the  censer's  flame  with  his  sighs. 
Love  is  the  Saint  enshrined  m  thy  breast. 
And  angels  themselves  would  admit  suoh  a 
guest. 
If  he  came  to  them  clothed  in  Fiety's  vest 


THIS  LIFE   IS  ALL   CHECKER'D  WITH 
PLEASURES  AND  WOES. 

Tms  life  is  all  checker'd  with  pleasures  and  woes. 
That  chase  one  another  like  waves  of  the  deep, — 

de  Danans,)  and  this, '  The  death  of  the  children  of  Usnach,* 
wliich  is  a  Milesian  story/'  It  will  be  recollected,  that,  in 
the  Second  Number  of  these  Melodies,  there  is  a  ballad 
upon  the  story  of  the  children  of  Lear  or  Lir ;  **  Silent,  oh 
Moyle!"4u:. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  those  sangnine  claims  to 
antiquity,  which  Mr.  O'Flanagan  and  others  advance  for  the 
literature  of  Ireland,  it  would  be  a  lasting  reproach  upon  our 
nationality,  if  the  Gaelic  researches  of  this  gentleman  did  not 
meet  with  all  the  liberal  encouragement  they  so  well  merlL 

s  "  Oh  Nasi !  view  that  cloud  that  I  here  see  in  the  sky !  I 
see  over  Eman-groen  a  chilling  cloud  of  blood-tinged  red  **— 
DeMrTt  S^ng,  >  UUter. 
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Each  brightly  or  darkly,  as  onward  it  flows, 

Says  Valor, «  See, 

Reflecting  our  eyes,  as  they  sparkle  or  weep. 

"They  spring  for  me, 

So  closely  our  whims  on  our  miseries  tread, 

"  Those  leafy  gems  of  mormng !"— . 

That  the  langh  is  awaked  ere  the  tear  can  be 

Says  Love,  "  No,  no. 

dried; 

**  For  me  they  grow. 

And,  as  fast  as  the  rain-drop  of  Pity  is  shed. 

"  My  fragrant  path  adommg." 

The  goose-plumage  of  Folly  can  turn  it  aside. 

But  Wit  perceives 

But  pledge  me  the  cup— if  existence  would  cloy, 

The  triple  leaves. 

\^ith  hearts  ever  happy,  and  heads  ever  wise, 

And  cries,  *'  Oh !  do  not  sever 

Be  ouTB  the  light  Sorrow,  half-sister  to  Joy, 

"  A  type,  that  blends 

And  the  light,  briUiant  FoUy  that  flashes  and  dies. 

«  Three  godlike  friends. 

«  Love,  Valor,  Wit,  forever  !*• 

When  Hylas  was  sent  with  his  urn  to  the  fount, 

Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrecc . 

Through  fields  fuU  of  light,  and  with  heart  fuU  of 

Chosen  leaf 

.    piay» 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 

Light  rambled  the  boy  over  meadow  and  mount. 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

And  neglected  his  task  for  the  floweis  on  the 

way." 

So  firmly  fond 

Thus  many,  like  me,  who  m  youth  diould  have 

May  last  the  bond 

tasted 

They  wove  that  mom  together. 

The  fountain  that  runs  by  Philosophy's  shrine. 

And  ne'er  may  fall 

Their  time  with  the  flowers  on  the  margin  hare 

One  drop  of  gall 

wasted. 

On  Wit's  celestial  feather. 

And  left  their  light  urns  all  as  empty  as  mme. 

May  Love,  as  twine 

But  pledge  me  the  goblet ;— whUe  Idleness  weaves 

His  flowora  divine. 

These  flow*rets  together,  diould  Wisdom  but  see 

Of  thorny  falsehood  weed  'em ; 

One  bright  drop  or  two  that  has  fall'n  on  the  leaves. 

May  Valor  ne'er 

IVom  her  fountain  divine,  'tis  sufficient  for  me. 

His  standard  rear 

Agamst  the  cause  of  Freedom ! 

Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  unmortal  Shamrodt ! 

Chosen  leaf 

Of  Baid  and  Chief, 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock! 

OH  THE  SHAMROCK. 

Through  Erin's  Isle, 
To  sport  awhUe, 

As  Love  and  Valor  wander'd, 

With  Wit,  the  epnit, 

Whose  quiver  bright 

AT  THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIGHT. 

A  thousand  arrows  squander'd. 

Where'er  they  pasi. 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  when  ttaxi  an  weeping. 

A  triple  grass* 

ifly 

Shoots  up,  with  dew-drops  streammg, 

As  softly  green 

m  thine  eye ; 

As  emeralds  seen 

And  I  thmk  oft,  if  spirifa  can  steal  fkom  the  re- 

Through purest  crystal  gleammg. 

gions  of  air. 

Oh  the  Shamrock,  the  green,  immortal  Shamrock 

To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thoQ  wiU  com 

Chosen  leaf, 

to  me  there. 

Of  Bard  and  Chief, 

And  ten  me  our  love  is  remembered,  eren  ia  the 

Old  Erin's  native  Shamrock ! 

dLy. 

to  that  ipedes  of  trefoil  called  in  IvBlaad  by  the  aame  of  dw 

PaopsaT.  lib.  I  eleg.  90. 

this  idantas  her  national  emblem.  Hope,  amoof  the aaetaHiH 

t  It  b  nLd  that  BL  Patrick,  when  prwching  the  Trinity  to 

thsPli«aa  Irish,  used  to  Uloatrate  hb  taliioct  by  raibrenee 
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Him  I  ang  the  wild  ffHig  twai  onoe  mch  pleasure 

to  hear! 
When  our  Toioee  commingiing,  fareathed,  like  one, 

oothe  ear; 
Andy  as  Echo  far  off  through  the  rale  my  sad 

orison  nfls, 
I  thmk,  oh  my  love!   tie  thy  voice  from  the 

KfakgdomofSoub,' 
FaiDthr  answering  still  the  notes  that  onoe  were  so 

dear. 


And  oh !  may  our  life's  happy  i 
Of  moments  like  this  he  made  up, 

'Twas  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasuio, 
It  dies  'mid  the  tean  of  the  cupw 


ONE  BUMPER  AT  PARTING 

On  hamper  at  paiting !— thoof^  many 

Hsve  circled  the  board  nnee  we  met. 
The  f oDest,  the  saddest  of  any, 

PfnviSiMi  to  he  erown'd  by  u&yet 
The  sweetness  that  pleasure  hath  m  it. 

Is  always  so  dow  to  come  forth. 
That  seldom,  also,  till  the  minute 

It  diss,  do  we  know  half  its  woith. 
But  comer— may  oar  life's  happy  measore 

Be  aD  of  soch  moments  made  up ; 
TheyVe  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleasure, 

They  die  "mtdst  the  tears  of  the  cup. 

As  onward  we  journey,  how  pleasant 

To  panne  and  mhabit  awhile 
TTmss  few  sonny  spots,  like  the  present, 

Tliat  'mid  the  dull  wikbmess  smile ! 
But  Time,  like  a  jntileaB  master. 

Cries  **  Onward !"  and  q>nn  the  gay  hours — 
Ah,  never  doth  Tfane  travel  faster, 

Than  when  his  my  lies  among  flowers. 
But  come, — may  our  life*8  hmppy  ^oewnn 

Be  an  of  such  moments  made  up ; 
They're  bom  on  the  bosom  of  Pleesare, 

Tlwy  die  'midst  the  teaxs  of  the  cu|i 

We  saw  how  the  sun  look'd  in  nddng, 

Hie  watere  beneath  him  how  bright ; 
And  now,  let  our  farewell  of  drinking 

Resemble  that  farewell  of  light 
Ton  saw  how  he  finirii'd,  by  daztmg 

Hie  beam  o'er  a  deep  billow's  1 
8sk  fil  op,  let's  dune  lit  our  parting, 

la  faH  liqaid  gkry,  like  hioL 


s*Then  ate  cooatriei,**  nys  Moiiaag— ,  "wImm  fbcy 
What  dw  aoato  of  the  hamr  Uve  fa  aU  SMBMr  eriacfty, 
liiJ^hlAil  fldJi;  aadtbatltisthoMMSKiepealiiviks 
WmttwrnOtK,  whSeh  we  csll  EAo." 

••■mki&aafly  io]fona*ifiove.''-«ei^talfr.  Boilire 


'TIS  THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

'TIS  the  last  rose  of  ujnmer 

Left  blooming  alone ; 
All  her  lovely  companions 

.Vre  faded  and  gone ; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rosebud  is  nigh, 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes, 

Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

m  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  am  '• 

To  pine  on  the  stem ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

Go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed. 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /  follow. 

When  friendships  decay. 
And  from  Love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away. 
When  true  hearts  lie  withei'd. 

And  fond  ones  are  flown, 
Oh !  who  would  inhabit 

This  Ueak  world  alone? 


THE  YOUNG  MAY  MOON 

The  yomig  May  moon  is  beaming,  love, 
The  giow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love, 

How  sweet  to  nwe 

Through  Moma*s  grove,* 
When  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love ! 
Then  awake ! — the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear, 
Tis  never  too  late  for  delight,  my  dear, 

And  the  bert  of  all  ways 

To  lengthen  oar  days. 
Is  to  steal  a  lew  hoars  from  the  night,  my  dear ! 

celkcftos,  a  poca  tim«tei<4  ihm  dM  Ifftob.  Ivy  tiM  l«l«  iolM 
ow  of  «y  eartiMl  eMUpt  e^mpMrnUmtt  and  (tSm^^^ 
iaXk  mm  m  tisf  hily  s»eteaeM|r  siMf  mmUphmm^ 
hfa  UA  hsi  1MB  MrisMs,  iMwmMe,  siMf  SMnpterr. 
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iSow  an  the  woild  is  deeping,  love, 

But  the  Sage,  his  star-watch  seeping,  love, 

And  I,  whose  star, 

More  glorious  far, 
Is  the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  love. 
Then  awake ! — till  rise  of  son,  my  dear. 
The  Sage's  glass  we'll  shun,  my  dear. 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight 

Of  bodies  of  light, 
|T.\  might  happen  to  take  thee  for  one,  my  dear. 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY. 

Thb  Minstrel  Boy  to  the  war  is  gone. 

In  the  ranks  of  death  youll  find  him ; 
His  lather's  sword  he  has  girded  on, 

And  his  wild  harp  swung  behind  him^— 
**  Land  of  song !"  said  the  warrior-baid, 

«  Though  all  the  world  betrays  thee, 
"  One  sword,  at  least,  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

«  One  faithful  haip  shall  praise  thee!" 

The  Minstrel  feQ !— hut  the  foeman's  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 
The  harp  he  loved  ne'er  spdie  again. 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 
And  said,  *<  No  chains  shaO  sully  thee, 

"  Thou  soul  of  love  and  brayery ! 
"  Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

'*  They  riiall  never  sound  in  sUvery." 


THE  SONG  OF  O'RUARK, 
nmcB  or  mkowkl} 

Thb  valley  lay  smiling  before  me. 

Where  lately  I  left  her  behind; 
Yet  I  trembled,  and  something  hung  o'er  me. 

That  sadden'd  the  joy  of  my  mind. 


are  founded  upon  an  event  of  most  mel- 
aneholy  Importance  to  Ireland;  if,  u  we  are  told  by  oar 
Iilsh  hletoriaas,  it  gave  England  the  first  opportanlty  of 
profltlnf  by  onr  divisions  and  snbdoing  us.  The  following 
aie  the  dmmstaneee  as  related  by  0*Halloran:— '*The 
Unf  of  Lelnster  had  long  conceived  a  violent  afltetion  for 
DearMMSgUfdanghter  to  the  Ung  of  Meath,  and  though  she 
had  been  flxr  •ometlne  married  to  0*Ruark,  prince  ofBreflhl, 
yet  It  coald  aoC  restrsla  his  passion.  They  carried  on  a 
prtvals  eoneepondeace,  and  she  informed  him  that  0*Ruark 
tolendsd  eooa  to  fo  oa  a  pilgrimage,  (an  act  of  piety  flreqnent 
Uk  tlmee  dayiw  aid  conloied  htan  to  embrace  th 


I  look'd  for  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me, 
Should  shine,  when  her  Pilgrim  retum'd ; 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  mfold  me, 
No  lamp  from  the  battlements  bum'd  I 

I  flew  to  her  chamber — ^'twas  lonely. 

As  if  the  loved  tenant  lay  dead ; — 
Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only  I 

But  no,  the  young  false  one  had  fled. 
And  there  hung  the  lute  that  could  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  blisB ; 
While  the  hand,  that  had  waked  it  so  often. 

Now  throbb'd  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 

There  woe  a  time,  falsest  of  women. 

When  Brefihi's  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man,  thro'  a  million  of  foemen. 

Who  dared  but  to  wrong  thee  tn  thomght ! 
While  now—- oh  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fali'n  is  thy  fame ! 
And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  daughter. 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame. 

Already,  the  curse  is  upon  her. 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane ; 
They  come  to  divide,  to  dishonor. 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain. 
But  onward ! — the  green  banner  rearing. 

Go,  flesh  every  sword  to  the  hilt. 
On  cur  side  is  Virtue  and  Eiin, 

On  thehre  is  the  Saxon  and  guilt 


OH! 


HAD  WE  SOME  BRIGHT  LITTLE 
ISLE  OF  OUR  OWN. 


Oh  !  had  we  some  bright  little  isle  of  our  own. 
In  a  blue  summer  ocean,  far  off  and  alone» 
Where  a  leaf  never  dies  in  the  stiU  M«*««"»pg  bow- 
en, 
And  the  bee  banquets  on  through  a  whole  year  of 
flowers ; 


nity  of  conveying  her  ftom  a  husband  she  detested  to  a  lover 
she  adored.  Bfac  Mnrehad  too  punctaally  obeyed  the  sam- 
mons,  and  had  the  lady  conveyed  to  his  eapUal  of  Fans.** 
The  monarch  Roderick  espoused  the  caase  of  0*&aaift^ 
while  Mac  Murchad  fled  to  England,  and  obtataed  the  as 
sLitance  of  Henry  U. 

**  Such/*  adds  GIraldus  Cambreasls,  (as  I  flaa  him  hi  aa 
old  translation,)  ''is  the  variable  aad  flekle  aataie  of  wo- 
man, by  whom  all  mischief  hi  the  world  (fiar  the  asost  paM^ 
do  happen  and  tome,  as  may  appear  by  Maicsu  AatoalBi^ 
and  by  the  destractioa  of  Troy.** 
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Wh6C6  uM  KBI  low  tO  pUM 

With  to  fond  a  delay, 
That  the  nigfat  only  dxawe 

A  thm  Toil  o'er  the  day ; 
Where  amply  to  feel  that  we  breathe,  that  we  live, 
U  wocth  the  beet  joy  that  life  elaewheie  can  ghre. 

There,  with  eooli  ever  ardent  and  pure  as  the  clime, 
We  A/avid  knre,  at  they  loyed  in  the  first  golden 

time; 
The  glow  of  the  nnudune,  the  balm  of  the  air, 
Would  iteal  to  our  hearts,  and  make  all  sonmier 
tfaanu 
With  affbctioD  at  free 

FVom  decline  at  the  bowen, 
Aad,  with  hope,  like  the  bee, 
liring  alwayi  on  flowen, 
Our  file  ihoald  reeemhle  a  long  day  of  light, 

I  on,  holy  and  calm  as  the  nigfat 


FAREWELL!— BUT  WHENEVER  YOU 
WELCOME  THE  HOUR. 

Fauwell!— Init    whenerer    yon    welcome    the 

hour, 
IW  awakeno   the  night-eong  of   mirth    in  your 


1W  flunk  of  the  friend  who  once  welcomed  it  too, 
Aad  ftigoi  hie  own  griefii  to  be  happy  with  you. 
Hbgriefii  may  return,  not  a  hope  may  remain 
Of  the  few  that  have  brighten'd  hie  pathway  of 


Bat  he  ne^er  will  forget  the  short  vision,  that  threw 
hi  cndiantment  around  hhn,  while  ling'ring  with 
yon. 

Aad  Mill  ci  that  evening,  when  pleasure  fills  up 
Td  the  higfaeit  top  spazkle  each  heart  and  each  cup, 
Wliera'er  my  path  lies,  be  it  gloomy  or  bright, 
Kj  BBol,  happy  friends,  shall  be  with  you  that 

night; 
Shall  join  in  your  revels,  your  sports,  and  your 


to  me,  beaming  all  o*er  with  your 


Tm  liest,  if  it  tells  me  that,  'mid  the  gay  cheer, 

had  mnnnur'd,  *'  I  wiafa  he  were 


lit  Fate  do  her  wont,  there  are  relics  of  joy, 
ft^  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot  de- 


Which  come  in  the  night-time  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 
Long,  long  be  my  heart  with  such  memories  fiU'd ! 
Like  the  vase,  m  which  roses  have  once  been  dis- 

tin'd— 
You  may  break,  you  may  shatter  the  vase,  if  you 

will. 
But  the  scent  of  the  roses  will  hang  round  it  still 


OH!  DOUBT  ME  NOT. 

Oh  !  doubt  me  not — the  season 

Is  o'er,  when  FoQy  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awaked  by  Love. 
Although  thii  heart  was  eariy  i  pym. 
And  fairest  hands  disturb*d  the  tree. 
They  only  shook  some  Uoswms  down. 
Its  fruit  has  all  been  kept  for  thee. 
Then  doubt  me  notr--the^season 

Is  o'er,  when  Folly  made  me  rove. 
And  now  the  vestal,  ^ason. 
Shall  watch  the  fire  awaked  by  Love. 

And  though  my  lute  no  longer 

May  sing  of  Passion's  ardent  spell. 
Yet,  trust  me,  all  the  stronger 
I  feel  the  bliss  I  do  not  teU. 
The  bee  through  many  a  garden  roves, 

And  hums  his  lay  of  courtship  o'er. 
But  when  he  finds  the  flower  he  loves. 
He  settles  there,  and  hums  no  more. 
Then  doubt  me  not — the  season- 
Is  o'er,  when  Folly  kept  me  free, 
And  now  the  vestal.  Reason, 
Shall  guard  the  flame  awaked  by  thee. 


his 


YOU  REMEMBER  ELLEN.> 

You  remember  Ellen,  our  hamlet's  pride, 

How  meekly  she  bless'd  her  humble  lot. 
When  the  stranger,  William,  had  made  her 
bride, 

And  love  was  the  light  of  their  lowly  cot 
Together  they  toil'd  through  winds  and  rains, 

Till  William,  at  length,  in  sadness  said, 
"  We  must  seek  our  fortune  on  other  plains ;" — 

Then,  sighing,  she  left  her  lowly  shed.  » 


1  This  ballad  was  suggested  by  awell-known  and  Interest- 
iag  story  told  of  a  certain  noble  &mily  hi  England. 
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Th07  roam'd  a  long  and  a  weary  way, 

Nor  much  was  the  maiden's  heart  at  ease, 
When  now,  at  close  of  one  stormy  day. 

They  see  a  prond  castle  among  the  trees. 
«  To-night,"  said  the  youth,  «  well  shelter  there ; 

«  The  wind  blows  cold,  the  hour  is  late :" 
Sc  he  blew  the  horn  with  a  chieftain's  air. 

And  the  Porter  bow'd,  as  they  pass'd  the  gate. 

<*  Now,  welcome,"  Lady,  exclaim'd  the  yonthr— 

**  This  castle  is  thine,  and  these  dark  woods  all !" 
She  believed  hun  crazed,  but  his  words  were  truth. 

For  Ellen  is  Lady  of  Rosna  Hall! 
And  dearly  the  Loid  of  Rosna  loves 

What  William,  the  stranger,  wooM  and  wed ; 
And  the  light  of  bliss,  in  these  lordly  groves. 

Shines  pure  as  it  did  in  the  lowly  shed. 


FD  MOURN  THE  HOPES. 

Pd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me. 

If  thy  smiles  had  left  me  too ; 
I'd  weep  when  friends  deceive  me. 

If  thou  wert,  like  them,  untrue. 
But  while  I've  thee  before  me. 

With  hearts  so  warm  and  eyes  so  bright, ' 
No  clouds  can  linger  o'er  me. 

That  smile  turns  them  all  to  Ii|^t 

Tis  not  in  fate  to  harm  me. 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me ; 
Tis  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Unless  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 
One  minute's  dream  about  thee 

Were  worth  a  long,  an  endless  year 
Of  waking  bliss  without  thee. 

My  own  love,  my  only  dear ! 

And  though  the  hope  be  gone,  love. 

That  long  sparkled  o'er  our  way, 
Oh !  we  shall  journey  on,  love. 

More  safely,  without  its  ray. 
Far  better  lights  shall  win  me 

Along  the  path  I've  yet  to  roam'-^ 
The  mind  that  bums  within  me. 

And  pure  smiles  from  thee  at  home 

Tliiy  when  the  lamp  that  lighted 

Tht  traveller  at  first  goes  out. 
He  feels  awhile  benighted, 

And  kwka  roond  hi  fear  and  doubt 


But  soon,  the  proapeot  clearing. 
By  cloudless  starlight  on  he  treads, 

And  thinks  no  lamp  so  cheering 
As  that  light  which  Heaven  sheds 


COME  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

CoMS  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Mine  through  sunshine,  stomi,  and  i 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes. 
Let  fate  N>wn  on,  so  we  love  and  part  not : 
'Tis  life  where  thou  art,  'tis  death  where  tbcjt 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea. 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Come  wherever  the  wild  wind  blows ; 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  true  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goes 

Was  not  the  sea 

Made  for  the  Free, 
Land  for  courts  and  chains  alone  T 

Here  we  are  daves, 

But,  on  the  waves, 
Love  and  Liberty's  all  our  own. 
No  eye  to  watch,  and  no  tongue  to  wound  oii 
All  earth  forgot,  and  all  heaven  around  i 

Then  come  o'er  the  sea, 

Maiden,  with  me. 
Mine  through  snnshme,  storm,  and  i 

Seasons  may  roll. 

But  the  troe  soul 
Bums  the  same,  where'er  it  goesi 


HAS  SORROW  THY  YOUNG  DAYS 
SHADED. 

Has  sorrow  thy  young  days  diaded» 

As  clouds  o'er  the  morning  fleet? 
Too  fast  have  those  young  days  faded* 

That,  eVn  in  sorrow,  were  sweet ! 
Does  Time  with  his  cold  wing  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear?— 
Then,  child  of  misfortune,  oome  hitlisr, 

111  weep  with  thee,  tear  Sbt  tear. 
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Htf  lofe  to  that  fool,  m  tender, 

Been  like  our  Legenian  mine,' 
Where  ipaiUee  of  golden  splendor 

All  over  the  aorface  ahine— 
Bat,  if  in  pnrrait  we  go  deeper, 

Allnied  by  the  gleam  that  shone. 
Ah !  false  as  the  dream  of  the  sleeper. 

Like  Lore,  the  bright  ore  is  gone. 

Has  Hope,  Eke  the  bird  in  the  story,' 

That  flitted  from  tree  to  tree 
With  the  talisman's  gtitt'ring  glory^ 

Has  Hope  been  that  bird  to  thee? 
On  branch  after  branch  alighting, 

'nie  gem  did  die  still  display, 
And,  when  nearest  and  most  inviting. 

Then  waft  the  fiur  gem  away  7 

If  thus  the  yoong  boors  hare  fleeted, 

When  sorrow  itself  krak'd  bright ; 
If  thns  the  fiur  hope  hath  cheated,    * 

That  led  thee  along  so  Ii|^t ; 
If  thos  the  cold  world  now  wither 

Each  feeling  that  once  was  dear  :~^ 
Come,  child  of  misfortnne,  come  hither, 

rn  weep  with  thee,  tear  for  tear. 


NO,  NOT  MORE  WELCOME. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  numbers 

Of  mosie  &11  on  the  sleeper's  ear. 
When  half-awaking  from  fearful  slumbers, 

He  thinks  the  full  quire  of  heaven  is  near, — 
Than  came  that  voice,  when,  all  forsaken. 

This  heart  kmg  had  deeping  Iain, 
Nor  thoogfat  its  cold  pulse  would  ever  waken 

To  sooh  benign,  blessed  sounds  again. 

Sweet  voice  of  comfort !  'twas  like  the  stealing 

Of  sommer  wind  tli*)'  some  wreathed  shell — 
Each  aecrBt  wuKfing,  each  inmost  feeling 

Of  all  my  seal  echoed  to  its  epelL 
"Twas  wfaiqier'd  balm— 'twas  sunshine  spoken  !^ 

rd  live  yean  of  giief  and  pain 
To  have  my  kmg  sleep  of  sorrow  broken 

By  meh  benign,  blessed  sounds  agam. 


>  Ov  Wkklow  GoM  Iflats,  to  wUeh  this  VMM  aUadet, 

Hiartii,  I  tnr. tat  loo  weU  tbsdMiacler bsra glveaorthsak 

••The  Mfi  havlaf  foc  tli  irias,  MttM  not  te  oC  with 


WHEN  FIRST  I  MET  THEE. 

When  first  I  met  thee,  warm  and  young, 

There  shone  such  truth  about  thee. 
And  on  thy  lip  such  promise  hung, 

I  did  not  dare  to  doubt  thee. 
I  saw  thee  change,  yet  still  relied. 
Still  clung  with  hope  the  fonder. 
And  thought,  though  false  to  all  beside. 
From  me  thou  couldst  not  wander. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go. 

The  heart,  whose  hopes  could  make  it 
Trust  one  so  false,  so  low. 
Deserves  that  thou  shouldst  broak  it 

When  every  tongue  thy  follies  named, 

I  fled  the  unwelcome  story ; 
Or  found,  in  even  the  faults  they  blamed, 

Some  gleams  of  future  glory. 
/  still  was  true,  when  nearer  friends 
Conspired  to  wron^,  to  digfat  thee  ; 
The  heart  that  now  thy  falsehood  rends 
Would  then  have  bled  to  right  thee. 
But  go,  deceiver !  go, — 

Some  day,  perhaps,  thoult  waken 
From  pleasure's  dream,  to  know 
The  grief  of  hearts  forsaken. 

Even  now,  though  youth  its  bloom  has  shed. 

No  lights  of  age  adorn  thee : 
The  few,  who  loved  thee  once,  have  fled. 

And  they,  who  flatter,  scorn  thee. 
Thy  midnight  cup  is  pledged  to  daves, 

No  genial  ties  enwreath  it ; 
The  smiling  there,  like  light  on  graves. 
Has  rank  cold  hearts  beneath  it 
Go— go— though  worids  were  thine, 

I  would  not  now  surrender 
One  tamtless  tear  of  mme 
For  all  thy  guilty  spender ! 

And  days  may  come,  thou  false  one!  yet. 

When  even  those  ties  shall  sever  ; 
When  thou  wilt  call,  with  vain  regret. 

On  her  thou'st  lost  forever ; 
On  her  who,  in  thy  foKune's  fall. 

With  smiles  had  still  received  thee, 
And  gladly  died  to  prov^  thee  all 

Her  fancy  first  believed  thee. 


the  taltsoMui  la  bU  nofath.  Tbe  prince  drew  nt^y^^  ^^ 
It  would  dropit;  bat,  as  he  approached,  the  blM  l«^^^^>'^^ 
aBdiSta«diirfB,"fce.-Jlr«M«iAT(r*t».  ^^^^^^ 
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Go— go— 'tia  vain  to  cune, 
Tis  weakness  to  upbraid  thoe ; 

Hate  cannot  wish  thee  worse 
Than  guilt  and  shame  have  made  thee. 


WHILE  HISTORY'S  MUSE. 

WmLi  History's  Muse  the  memorial  was  keepmg 

Of  all  that  the  dark  hand  of  Destiny  weaves, 
Beside  her  the  Genius  of  Erin  stood  weeping, 

For  her's  was  the  story  that  Uotted  the  leaves. 
But  oh !  how  the  tear  in  her  eyelids  grew  bright, 
When,  after  whole  pages  of  sorrow  and  shame. 
She  saw  History  write. 
With  a  pencil  of  light 
That  illumed  the  whole  volume,  her  Wellington's 


«  Hail,  Star  of  my  Isle  !*  said  the  Spirit,  all  q>ar- 
kling 
With  beams,  such  as  break  from  her  own  dewy 


*'  Through  ages  of  sorrow,  deserted  and  darkling, 

'*  Tve  watch'd  for  some  glory  like  thine  to  arise. 
**For,  though  Heroes  Tve  numher'd,  unblestwas 

their  lot, 
«  And  unhaUow'd  they  deep  in  the  croesways  of 
Fame  ;— 

"But  oh!  there  is  not 
«  One  dishonoring  blot 
"On  the  wreath  that  enciioles  my  Wellington's 


"  Yet  still  the  last  crown  of  thy  toils  is  remaining, 
"The  grandest,  the  purest,  ev'n  thou  hast  yet 
known; 
**  Though  proud  was  thy  task,  other  nations  un- 
chaining, 
« Far  prouder  to  heal  the  deep  wounds  of  thy 
own. 
"  At  the  foot  of  that  throne  for  whose  weal  thou 

hast  stood, 

"  Go,  plead  for  the  land  that  first  cradled  thy  fame, 

"And,  brigh  o'er  the  ^ood 

"  Of  her  tean  and  her  Uood, 

"  Let  the  rainbow  of  Hope  be  her  Wellmgton's 


1  This  anodes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  it  to  be  met 
with,  they  say,  in  the  fields  at  dosk.  As  long  as  you  keep 
your  eyes  upon  him.  he  is  fixed,  and  in  yoor  power ;— but 
the  mooMBt  you  look  away  (and  he  is  ingenioas  in  Aimish> 
lag  soiDe  indueenMBt)  he  vanishes.    I  had  thought  that  this 


THE  TIME  I'VE  LOST  IN  WOOING 

The  tune  I've  lost  in  woomg. 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  lii^t,  that  Ues 

In  woman's  eyes. 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 
Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me, 
I  scom'd  the  lore  she  brought  me, 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks. 
And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted. 

Like  him  the  sprite,'    . 

Whom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  haunleo. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me. 
But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me, 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  tum'd  away, 
O !  winds  could  not  outnm  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growuig 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing? 
No,  vain,  alas !  th'  endeavor 
F^m  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever; 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

Against  aglanoe 
Is  now  as  weak  at  ever. 


WHERE  IS  THE  SLAVE. 

Oh,  Where's  the  slave  so  lowty^ 
Condemn'd  to  chains  unholy, 

Who,  could  he  bunt 

His  bonds  at  first. 
Would  pine  beneath  them  atowly  t 
What  Bpul,  whose  wrongs  degrade  il^ 
•Vould  wait  till  time  decay'd  it* 

ViThen  thus  its  wing 

At  once  may  qmng 
To  the  throne  of  Him  who  made  it? 


was  the  si^te  wtiich  we  eall  the  Leprecham;  hut  a  U|jk 
authority  apon  such  subjects.  Lady  Moifaa,  (in  a  ads  apse 
her  national  and  interesting  novel,  OlkaBilJ  Ims  gifMa 
▼wry  difleient  account  of  tliat  gobUa.  i 
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Faiewellt  Erin^— £u«weD,  «n, 
Wlw  lif»  lo  wwp  our  £iU ) 

Le«  detf  tbe  lamel  growing, 
A]iTe»  nntOQoh'd  and  Uowinjp, 

Than  that,  whoM  braid 

la  plnck'd  to  ahade 
Tbe  browB  with  yictorjr  gkywing 
We  tiead  the  land  that  bore  ui, 
Her  green  flag  glitten  o*er  xm. 

The  fkienda  we've  tried 

Axeby  ourade, 
And  the  foe  we  hate  beiSne  na. 

FareweD,  Erinr— larewellt  all. 
Who  life  to  weep  oar  fon ! 


COBiE,  REST  IN  THIS  BOSOM. 

iMx,  reat  in  thia  boBom,  my  own  ttricken  deer, 
boagfa  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  ia 

itiQhero; 
9re  atiU  is  the  amile,  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 
\d  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last 

!  what  was  lo?e  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 
ongh  joy  and  through  torment,  through  glory  and 

shame? 
vw  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  m  that  heart, 
know  that  I  love  thee,  whaterer  thou  art 

hMt  calTd  me  thy  Angel  in  moments  of  bliai, 
\y  Angel  Fll  be,  'mid  the  horrors  of  this, — 
"h  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pur- 
ine, 
\eld  thee,  and  save  thee,— or  perish  then 


S  GONE,  AND  FO|tEVER. 

id  foferer,  the  fight  we  saw  breaking. 
Ten's  first  dawn  o'er  the  sleep  of  the 

^rom  the  slumber  of  ages  awaking, 
rard,  and  blesi^d  the  pore  ray,  en  it 


'Tie  gone,  and  the  gleams  it  has  left  of  its  burning 
But  deepen  the  long  night  of  bondage  and  mourning 
That  dark  o'er  the  kingdomB  of  earth  m  returning. 
And  darkest  of  all,  lii^)lesB  Erin,  o'er  thee. 

For  high  was  thy  hope,  when  those  glcries  were 

Atkrtiner 

Around  thee,  through  all  the  gross  clouds  of  the 
worid; 
When  Truth,  fixim  her  fetten  indignantly  starting. 
At  once,  like  a  Sun-bunt,  her  banner  unfuri'd.' 
Oh !  never  shall  earth  see  a  moment  so  splendid ! 
Then,  then — had  one  Hymn  of  Deliverance  blended 
The  tongues  of  all  nations  —  how  sweet  had  as- 
cended 
The  first  note  of  Liberty,  Erin,  fimn  thee ! 

But,  shame  on  those  tyrants,  who  envied  the  Mess- 
ing! 

And  shame  on  the  light  race,  unworthy  its  good. 
Who,  at  Death's  reeking  altar,  like  furies,  caressing 

The  young  hope  of  Freedom,  baptized  it  in  Uood. 
Then  vanish'd  forever  that  fair,  sunny  vision, 
Which,  qnte  of  the  slavish,  the  cold  heart's  deriaon, 
Shall  long  be  remember'd,  pure,  bright,  and  elyrian 

As  first  it  arose,  my  lost  Erin,  on  thee. 


I  SAW  FROM  THE  BEACH 

I  SAW  fixim  the  beach,  when  the  morning  was 
shining, 
A  bark  o'er  the  waters  move  gloriously  on ; 
I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  declimng, 
The  baik  was  still  there,  but  the  waters  were 
gone. 

And  such  m  the  fate  of  our  life's  eariy  promise. 
So  passing  the  qmng-tide  of  joy  we  have  known  ; 

Each  wave,  that  we  danced  en  at  morning,  ebba 
from  US, 
And  leavea  us,  at  eve,  on  the  bleak  riiore  alone. 

Ne'er  teO  me  of  glories,  serenely  adornuig 

The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our  night; — 
Give  me  back,  give  me  back  the  wild  freshness  of 
MonUng, 
Her  ckmds  and  her  teas  are  wcrth  E^^rijti^i 
best  light 


»**TlM8aB-taiBt**wss  the  IkadAd  i 
aadrnt  Irish  to  the  Boyall 
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Oh,  who  would  not  welcome  that  momenf  s  letnm- 

But  oh  his  joy,  when,  round 

ingf 

The  halls  of  Heaven  qvying, 

When  paarion  first  waked  a  new  life  thzoogfa  his 

Among  the  stars  he  found 

frame, 

A  bowl  of  Bacchus  lying ! 

And  hie  eool,  like  the  wood,  that  growa  precioiiB  in 

boming, 

Some  drops  were  in  that  bowl, 

Gave  out  all  its  sweets  to  love's  exquisite  flame. 

Remains  of  last  night's  pleasure. 

With  which  the  Sparks  of  Soid 

Miz'd  theur  burning  treasmtt. 

Hence  the  goblet's  shower 
Hath  such  spells  to  win  us ; 

Hence  its  mighty  power 

O'er  that  flame  withm  ns. 

HLL  THE  BUMPER  FAIR. 

Fdl  the  bumper  fair ! 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

Fill  the  bumper  fair ! 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

O'er  the  brow  of  Core 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle. 

Wit's  electric  flame 
Ne'er  so  swiftly  passes. 

As  when  through  the  £rame 

It  shoots  from  brimming  glasses. 

•  Fdl  the  bumper  fair! 

DEAR  HARP  OF  MY  COUNTRY. 

Every  drop  we  sprinkle 

O'er  the  brow  of  Care 

Deak  Harp  of  my  Country !  in  daikneas  I  foond 

Smooths  away  a  wrinkle 

thee. 

The  cold  cham  of  silence  had  hung  o^er  thee  kog,' 

Sages  can,  they  say, 

When  proudly,  my  own  Uand  Haip,  I  mAtmnA 

thee, 

And  bring  down  its  ray 

And  gave  aU  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom,  nad 

From  the  starred  dominions : — 

song! 

So  we.  Sages,  sit, 

The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  ghdneas 

And,  'mid  bumpers  bright'nmg. 

Have  waken'd  thy  fondest,  thy  UveQest  thriU ; 

From  the  Heaven  of  Wit 

But,  so  oft  hast  thou  echo'd  the  deep  sigh  of  sad- 

Draw  down  all  its  lightning. 

nesB, 

That  ev'n  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  stilL 

Wouldst  thou  know  what  first 

Made  our  souls  inherit 

Dear  Haip  of  my  Country !  farewell  to  thy  nmn- 

This  ennobling  thirst 

be«. 

For  wine's  celesUal  spirit  7 

This  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shaD 

It  chanced  upon  that  day, 

twine! 

When,  as  bards  inform  us, 

Go,  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  Fame  on  thy  slimi- 

Fhmietheus  stole  away 

beis, 

The  living  fires  that  wann  us: 

Tdl  touch'd  by  some  hand  leas  miwortfay  than 

The  careless  Youth,  when  up 

mine , 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  knrer. 

To  Glory*8  fount  aspiring. 

Have  throbb'd  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  gloiy  akne; 

Took  nor  um  nor  cup 

I  was  &ta  as  the  wind,  paanng  heedlesriy  over, 

To  hide  the  pilfer'd  fixe  hu- 

And  aU  the  wild  sweetness  I  waked  was  thyow^ 

1  b  that  rebellkms  bat  beaatinil  song,  «•  When  Erin  first 

roM,**  then  U,  if  I  lecoUect  right,  the  foUowing  Une  :- 

••  The  darit  ehahi  of  Silence  was  thrown  o'er  the  deep.** 

anzlons.  if  possible,  to  prodvee  a  eessaHoa  of  iMvtilltlii, 

tanks.**    Bee  also  the  CM*  Is  OmJ,  tk»  Sm  ^  Jttmi,  la 

ofle  aBBoof  the  aadsat  Irish    Wallmr  tells  as  of  •*  a  cele- 

Hiss  Brooke's  AsftfMt  ^  Msk  iWvy. 
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BCT  GENTLE  HARP. 

Mr  gentle  Hazp,  once  more  I  waken 

The  sweetneM  of  thy  alanih'nng  itnin ; 
In  teas  our  lut  farewell  was  taken, 

And  now  in  tean  we  meet  again. 
No  light  of  joy  hath  o*er  thee  broken, 

But,  like  tlMMO  Harps  whose  heaVnly  skill 
Of  slarery,  dark  as  thine,  hath  spoken, 

Thoa  hang'st  i^Nm  the  willows  stilL 

And  yet,  since  last  thy  chord  resoonded. 

An  boor  of  peace  and  triumph  came. 
And  many  an  ardent  bosom  bounded 

With  hopes    that  now  are  tum'd  to  riiame 
Yet  eren  then,  whfle  Peace  was  singing 

Her  halcyon  song  o'er  land  and  sea. 
Though  joy  and  hope  to  others  bringing. 

She  only  brought  new  tears  to  thee. 

Then,  idio  can  ask  for  notes  of  pleasure. 

My  drooping  Harp,  from  chords  like  thine  7 
Alas,  the  lark's  gay  morning  measure 

As  ill  would  suit  the  swan's  decline ! 
Or  bow  shall  I,' who  love,  who  bless  thee, 

luToke  thy  breath  for  Freedom's  strains, 
When  er'n  tiie  wreaths  in  which  I  dress  thee. 

An  sadly  miz'd—4ialf  flow'ra,  half  chains  7 

But  eome— if  yet  thy  frame  can  borrow 

One  broath  of  joy,  oh,  breathe  for  me. 
And  show  the  world,  m  chains  and  sorrow. 

How  sweet  thy  music  still  can  be ; 
How  gayly»  er^  mid  gloom  surrounding, 

TboQ  yet  canst  wake  at  pleasnro's  thrill — 
like  Memnon's  broken  iniBge  sounding, 

'Mid  dsMdatioa  tnnefol  stiU  !> 


IN  THE  MORNING  OF  LIFE. 

Is  the  mocning  of  life,  when  its  cares  aro  unknown. 

And  Its  pleaiiures  m  Oii  their  new  lustre  begin, 
When  we  live  in  a  bright-beaming  world  of  our 
own, 
And  the   fight  that  surrounds  us  is  all  from 
within; 
Oh  tb  Mty  beliaife  me,  hi  that  happy  time 
Wa  ean  kfre,  as  in  houxs  of  less  transport  we 
^9— 


Of  our  smiles,  of  our  hopes,  'tis  the  gay  sunny 
prime. 
But  affection  is  truest  when  these  fade  away 

When  we  see  the  first  glory  of  youth  pass  us  by, 

Like  a  leaf  on  the  stream  that  will  neyer  return ; 
When  our  cup,  which  had  sparkled  with  pleasure  so 
high, 

First  tastes  of  the  other,  the  dark-flowing  um ; 
Then,  then  is  the  time  when  afiection  holds  sway 

With  a  depth  and  a  tenderness  joy  never  knew ; 
Love,  nursed  among  pleasures,  is  faithless  as  they, 

But  the  Love  bom  of  Sorrow,  like  Sorrow,  is  true. 

In  climes  full  of  sunshine,  though  splendid  the 
flowers. 
Their  sighs  have  no  freshness,  their  odor  no 
worth; 
Tis  the  cloud  and  the  mist  of  our  own  Isle  of 
showers. 
That  call  the  rich  spirit  of  fragrancy  forth 
So  it  is  not  mid  splendor,  prosperity,  mirth, 
That  the  depth  of  Love's  generous  spirit  a;> 
pears; 
To  the  sunshine  of  smiles  it  may  first  owe  its  l»rth, 
But  the  soul  of  its  sweetness  is  drawn  out  by 
tears. 


AS  SLOW  OUR  SHIP 

As  dow  our  ship  her  foamy  track 

Against  the  wind  was  cleaving, 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

To  that  dear  Ide  'twas  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love, 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us ; 
So  turn  our  hearts  as  on  we  rove. 

To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

When,  round  the  bowl,  of  Tanish'd  yean 

We  talk,  with  joyous  seeming, — 
With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears, 

So  faint,  so  sad  their  beaming ; 
While  mem'ry  brings  us  back  agam 

Each  eariy  tie  that  twined  us. 
Oh,  sweet's  the  cup  that  circles  then 

To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

And  when,  in  other  dimes,  we  meet 
Some  isle,  or  vale  enchanting. 

Where  all  looks  flow'ry,  wikl,  and  s^e^i* 
And  naught  but  love  is  wanting  • 
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We  think  how  great  had  been  our  blw, 

If  HeaVn  had  but  aarigu'd  us 

REMEMBER  THEE. 

To  live  and  die  in  scenes  like  this. 

With  some  weVe  left  behind  us ! 

Remember  thee  ?  yes,  while  there's  life  m  this  hMft, 

It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thou  art ; 

As  trav^era  oft  look  back  at  eve, 

More  dear  in   thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom,  and  thy 

When  eastward  darkly  going, 
To  gaze  upon  that  light  they  leave 

showers. 

Still  faint  behind  them  glowing, — 
So,  when  the  close  of  pleasure's  day 

Wert  thou  aU  that  I  wish  thee,  great,  gkirioiis,  and 

To  gloom  hath  near  consgn'd  us, 
Wo  turn  to  catch  one  fading  ray 
Of  joy  that's  left  behind  us. 

free. 
First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  ses, 

I  might  hail  thee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow. 

But  oh  !  could  I  love  thee  more  deeply  than  now  t 

No,  thy  chains  as  they  ra:ji>,  thy  Uood  as  it  runs, 

But  make  thee  more  pamfully  dear  to  thy  sons— 

Whose  hearts,  like  the  young  of  the  deMtt-bird's 

nest, 
Drink  love  in  each  life-dnp  that  flowa  from    ny 

WHEN  COLD  IN  THE  EARTH. 

breast 

Whsn  cold  in  the  earth  lies  the  friend  thou  hast 

loved, 

Be  his  faults  and  his  fc^es  forgot  by  thee  then ; 

Or,  if  from  their  slumber  the  veil  be  removed. 

Woep  o'er  them  in  silence,  and  close  it  again. 

And  oh  !  if  'tis  pain  to  remember  how  far 

WREATH  THE  BOWL. 

From  the  pathways  of  light  he  was  tempted  to 

roam. 

Wreath  the  bowl 

Be  it  blisB  to  remember  that  thou  wert  the  star 

With  flowers  of  soul. 

That  arose  on  his  darkness,  and  guided  hun 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  «; 

home* 

We'll  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  heaven  to-night, 

From  thee  and  thy  innocent  beauty  first  came 

And  leave  dull  earth  behmd  na. 

The  revealings,  that  taught  him  true  love  to 

Should  Love  amid 

adore. 

The  wreaths  be  hid, 

To  feel  the  bright  presence,  and  turn  him  with 

That  Joy,  th'  enchanter,  faongi  m. 

shame 

No  danger  fear. 

From  the  idols  he  bUndly  had  kn^lt  to  before. 

While  wine  is  near, 

O'er  the  waves  of  a  life,  long  benighted  and  wild, 

We'll  drown  him  if  he  stmgs  m  • 

Thou  cam'st,  like  a  soft  golden  calm  o'er  the 

Then,  vn^ath  the  bowl 

sea; 

With  flowers  of  soul. 

And  if  happiness  purely  and  glowingly  smiled 

The  brightest  Wit  can  find  w ; 

On  his  ev'ning  horizon,  the  light  was  from  thee. 

We'U  take  a  flight 

Tow'rds  heaven  to-night. 

And  though,  sometimes,  the  shades  of  past  folly 

And  leave  duU  earth  behind  «. 

might  nse, 

And  though  falsehood  again  would  allure  him  to 

'Twas  nectar  fed 

■tray. 

Of  old, 'tis  said. 

He  but  tum'd  to  the  glory  that  dwelt  in  those  eyes. 

Their  Junoe,  Joves,  ApoHos ; 

And  the  folly,  the  falsehood,  soon  vanish'd  away. 

And  man  may  brew 

As  the  Priests  of  the  Sun,  when  their  altar  grew 

His  nectar  too. 

dun, 

The  rich  receipt's  as  ibnoira 

Take  wine  like  this^ 

So.  if  virtue  a  moment  grew  languid  m  him. 

Let  looks  of  bliss 

He  but  flew  to  that  smile,  and  rekmdled  it  there. 

Around  it  weU  be  btended. 

- 
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But  fin  the  cup— where'er,  hoy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall, 
We*re  sure  to  find  Loye  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all  I  bo  drink  them  all ! 

In  some,  as  in  a  minor. 

Love  B6GIDB  poitra/d.  Lore  seems  poitra/d. 
But  shun  the  flatt'ring  error, 

'Tis  but  his  shade,  'tis  but  his  shade. 
Himself  has  fiz*d  his  dwelling 

In  eyes  we  know,  in  eyes  we  know. 
And  lips — but  this  is  telling — 

So  here  they  go !  so  here  they  go ! 
Fill  up,  fill  up— where'er,  boy. 

Our  choice  may  fall,  our  choice  may  fall, 
We*re  sure  to  find  Lore  there,  boy, 

So  drink  them  all !  so  diink  them  all ! 


FORGET  NOT  THE  FIELD 

FoROBT  not  the  field  where  they  perish'd, 

The  truest,  the  last  of  the  braye. 
All  gone — and  the  bright  hope  we  cherish'd 

Gone  with  them,  and  quench'd  in  then:  graye ! 

Oh !  could  we  from  death  but  recoyer 
Those  hearts  as  they  bounded  before. 

In  the  face  of  high  heaVn  to  fight  oyer 
That  combat  for  fireedom  once  more ; — 

Could  the  chain  for  an  instant  be  riyen 
Which  Tyranny  flung  round  us  then, 

No,  'tis  not  in  Man,  nor  in  Heayen, 
To  let  Tyranny  bind  it  agam ! 

But  'tis  past— and,  tho'  blazon'd  in  story 

The  name  of  our  Victor  may  be. 
Accursed  is  the  march  of  that  glory 

Which  treads  o'er  the  hearts  of  the  free 

Far  dearer  the  graye  or  the  prison. 

Illumed  by  one  patriot  name, 
Than  the  trophies  of  all,  who  haye  risen 

On  Liberty's  ruins  to  fame. 


1  Tool  let 
IftniM. 

•  Lateire 


da  ICercnxe  toat  }r\&.—Plur^Ui  i*» 
le  poor  y^nui  r^totle  du  bei|er  et  la 


THEY  MAY  RAIL  AT  THIS  LIFE. 

Thkt  may  rail  at  this  life— from  the  hour  I  began 
H, 

I  found  it  a  life  frill  of  kindness  and  Uiss ; 
And,  until  they  can  show  me  some  happier  planety 

More'  social  and  bright,  111  content  me  with  this. 
As  long  as  the  world  has  such  lips  and  such  eyes. 

As  before  me  this  moment  enraptured  I  see, 
Thoy  may  say  what  they  will  of  their  oibs  in  the 
skies. 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yon,  knre,  and  me. 

In  Mercury's  star,  where  each  moment  can  bring 
them 

New  sunshine  and  wit  from  the  fountain  on  high, 
Though  the  nymphs  may  haye  liydier  poets  to  sing 
them,' 

They've  none,  even  there,  more  enamor'd  than  L 
And,  as  long  as  this  harp  can  be  waken'd  to  kve. 

And  that  eye  its  divine  mapiratioa  shall  be. 
They  may  talk  as  they  will  of  their  Edens  above, 

But  this  earth  is  the  planet  for  yon,  knre,  and  me. 

In  that  star  of  the  west,  by  whose  diadowy  spfendor. 

At  twilight  so  often  we've  roam'd  through  the 
dew. 
There  are  maidens,  perhaps,  who  have  booooM  as 
tender. 

And  look,  m  then:  twilights,  as  lovely  as  yoo.' 
But  tho'  they  were  even  more  bright  than  the  queen 

Of  that  ide  they  inhabit  in  heaven's  Ude  sea. 
As  I  never  those  fair  young  celestials  have  aeen. 

Why— this  earth  is  the  planet  frir  yon,  knre,  and 


As  for  those  chilly  oibs  dn  the  verge  of 

Where  sunshine  and  smiles  must  be  equally  me. 

Did  they  want  a  supply  of  cold  hearts  far  that 

station, 

HeaVn  knows  we  have  plenty  on  earth  we  oooM 

spare. 

Oh !  think  what  a  worid  we  diould  have  of  k  here. 

If  the  haters  of  peace,  of  afibctioii,  and  i^ee. 
Were  to  fly  up  to  Saturn's  oomfiNrtlesi  iphera. 
And  leave  earth  to  such  sptiits  as  yon,  kive»  aul 
me. 


Bitoadesi 


»y«Bntl*Mpoar 
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OH  FOR  THE  SWORDS  OF  FORBfER 
TUfE! 

Oh  ftr  the  swoicb  of  (baler  tune ! 

CHi  Sbt  the  msn  idio  bore  them, 
When  mn'd  kt  Right,  thej  itood  nfalmia. 

And  lyniitB  cmich'd  before  them : 
Whan  ikee  yet,  en  eomti  began 

With  booon  to  enriave  him. 
Hie  bflift  booon  worn  by  lian 

Wen  tfaoae  which  Vhtue  gave  him 
(%  ftr  the  swocdib  &a,  dec. 

Oh  ftr  tlM  Km^i  who  flonririi'd  then ! 

Oh  te  tlie  pomp  that  crown*d  them, 
When  heaiti  and  handi  of  freebom  men 

Wen  aD  the  xampazti  nmnd  them. 
Vfht&Bf  aaib  hoilt  on  boaome  true, 

The  thraoa  was  bat  the  centre, 
''*'^*^  which  liore  a  ciicle  draw, 

Thai  Twjaini  dnnt  not  enter. 
Oh  for  the  Km^i  who  floondi'd  then ! 

Oh  te  fhb  pomp  that  crown'd  them, 
When  heaiti  and  hands  of  freebom  men 

W«a  an  the  xamparti  nmnd  them ! 


ST.  SENANUS  AND  THE  LADY 

«r.  BENAiiua.' 

**  On !  haate  and  leaye  this  sacred  isle, 
«  Unholy  baA,  era  moniing  smile ; 
"  For  on  thy  deck,  though  dark  it  be, 

**  A  ftoiale  fosm  I  see; 
**  And  I  have  awom  this  sainted  sod 
[  ne'er  by  woman's  feet  be  trod.*' 


"  Oh !  Father,  send  not  hence  my  bark, 
«  Thnngfa  wintry  winds  and  billows  dark . 
"  I  eomo  with  humble  heart  to  shara 
"  Thy  mom  and  evening  prayer ; 
**  Nor  mfaie  the  feet,  oh !  hdy  Saint, 
"  Tho  brightness  of  thy  sod  to  taint" 

1  la  aaMtrieil  lift  of  St.  Benaniu,  which  is  taken  fh>m  an 
4i  KUkaany  MS.*  and  may  be  fonnd  among  the  Jleta  Sane- 
fc—  aatrnim,  we  are  told  of  hto  flight  to  the  ialand  of  Scat- 
lay,  aad  his  naolatkm  not  to  admit  any  woman  of  the  par- 
%;  aad  that  he  reftued  to  reeeive  even  a  sister  saint,  St 
iUHBoa,  whom  an  angel  had  taken  to  the  island  for  the  ex- 
oflatrodneiaghertohim.  Thefidlowingwas 
answer  of  Senanns,  according  to  his  poetical 


The  Lady's  prayer  Senanus  tpam'd ; 
The  winds  blew  fresh,  the  baik  retum'd ; 
But  legends  hint,  that  had  the  maid 

Till  morning's  light  delay'd ; 
And  giv'n  the  saint  one  rosy  smile. 
She  ne'er  had  left  his  lonely  ide. 


NE'ER  ASK  THE  HOUR. 

Nb'er  ask  the  hooi^— what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  deals  out  his  treasures  7 
The  golden  moments  lent  us  thus. 

Are  not  hit  com,  but  Fleasure'a 
If  counting  them  o'er  could  add  to  their  blisBes, 

rd  nimiber  each  glorious  second : 
But  moments  of  joy  are,  like  Lesbia's  kisses. 

Too  quick  and  sweet  to  be  reckon'd. 
Then  fill  the  cup — ^what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  his  circle  measures? 
The  fairy  houis  we  call  up  thus. 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasure's. 

Young  Joy  ne'er  thought  of  counting  houn^ 

Till  Care,  one  summer's  morning. 
Set  up,  among  his  smiling  flowen, 

A  dial,  by  way  of  warning. 
But  Joy  loved  better  to  gaze  on  the  sun. 

As  long  as  its  light  was  glowing. 
Than  to  watch  with  old  Care  how  the  riiadow  a 
on. 

And  how  fast  that  light  was  going. 
So  fill  the  cup — ^what  is  it  to  us 

How  Time  his  circle  measures? 
The  fairy  hours  we  call  up  thus. 

Obey  no  wand,  but  Pleasure's. 


SAH.  ON,  SAIL  ON 

Sail  on,  sail  on,  thou  fearless  bark — 
Wherever  blows  the  welcome  wind. 

It  cannot  lead  to  scenes  more  dark. 
More  sad  than  those  we  leave  behind. 


Cut  PrmnJ,  quidfmminu 
Qnnmtcne  est  cum  monaeki*  t 
JVce  te  nee  ullam  aliam 
jSdmittemut  in  intulam. 
See  the  JSeta  Sanet.  Hib.^  page  61U. 
According  to  Dr.  Ledwich,  St  Senanus  was  no  I 
sonage  than  the  river  Shannon ;  but  O'Connor  a 
antiquarians  deny  the  metamorphose  indignantly. 
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Each  waye  that  paases  seenii  to  lay, 
**  Though  death  henoath  oar  amfle  may  be, 

**  Less  cold  we  are,  len  false  than  they, 
"  Whose  smilmg  wieck'd  thy  hopes  and  thee." 

San  on,  safl  on, — throngfa  endless  space-* 

Thioueh  cahn — through  tempest — stop  no  more 
The  stormiest  sea's  a  resting-place 

To  hun  who  leayes  such  hearts  on  shore. 
Or — ^if  some  desert  land  we  meet. 

Where  never  yet  false-hearted  men 
Pkofaned  a  woild,  that  else  were  sweet, — 

Then  rest  thee,  bark,  bat  not  till  then. 


THE  PARALLEL. 

Yes,  sad  one  of  Sion,*  if  closely  resemblmg. 

In  shame  and  in  sorrow,  thy  wither'd-up  heart — 

If  drinking  deep,  deep,  of  the  same  "  cap  of  trem- 
bling," 
Could  make  us  thy  children,  our  parent  thou  art 

Like  thee  doth  our  nation  lie  conqaer*d  and  broken, 
And  fallen  from  her  head  is  the  once  royal  crown ; 

In  her  streets,  in  her  halls.  Desolation  hath  spoken. 
And  "while  it  is  day  yet,  her  sun  hath  gone 
down.'** 

Like  thine  doth  her  exile,  'mid  dreams  of  returning. 
Die  far  from  the  home  it  were  life  to  behold ; 

Like  thine  do  her  sons,  in  the  day  of  their  mourning ; 
Remember  the  bright  things  that  bless'd  them  of  old. 

Ah,  well  may  we  call  her,  like  thee, "  the  Forsaken,"* 
Her  boldest  are  ranquish'd,  her    proudest  are 
slaves; 
And  the  harps  of  her  minstrels,  when  gayest  they 
waken. 
Have  tones  'mid  their  mirth  like  the  wind  over 
graves! 

Yet  hadst  thou  thy  vengeance— yet  came  there  the 
morrow. 
That  shines  out,  at  last,  on  the  longest  dark  night. 
When  the  sceptre,  that  smote  thee  with  slavery  and 
sorrow. 
Was  shiver'd  at  once,  like  a  reed,  m  thy  sight 

i  Tbeae  venes  were  written  after  the  perusal  of  a  treatiie 
bf  Ifr.  Hamtlton,  professing  to  prove  that  the  Irish  were 
originally  Jews. 

*  **IIer  BOB  Is  gone  down  while  it  was  yet  day.**— J«r. 
xw  9. 

*  *'Thoa  ibalt  no  mofe  be  termed  Forsaken.*'— liraiaA, 
litt  4 


When  that  cop,  which  for  othen  the  proud  GoUeii 

City* 
Had  brimm'd  full  of  bittemeM^  drench'd  her  own 

lips; 
And  the  worid  she  had  trampled  on  heard,  without 

p«ty» 

The  howl  in  her  halls,  and  thecry  ftom  harafaipi 

When  the  curw  Heaven  keeps  for  the  banghty 
came  over 

Her  merchants  rapacious,  her  ndeis  mijiMt, 
And,  a  ruin,  at  last,  for  the  earthworm  to  cover/ 

The  Lady  of  Eingdomi^  lay  kw  in  the  dost 


DRINK  OF  THIS  CUP. 

Drink  of  this  cup ;  you'll  find  there's  a  qidl  in 
Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality ; 

Talk  of  the  cordial  that  spaikled  for  Helen ! 
Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  hot  this  is  reality. 

Would  you  forget  the  daik  worid  we  are  in* 
Just  taste  of  the  bubble  that  gteame  on  the  top  of 

it; 

But  would  you  rise  above  earth,  tiU  akin 
To  Immortals  themselves,  yon  mnat  drahi  every 
drop  of  it ; 

Send  round  the  cup— for  oh,  there's  a  wptSi  in 
Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  flls  of  mortality ; 

Talk  of  the  cordial  that  ipaiUed  for  Helen! 
Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  realitj. 


Never  was  philter  form'd  with 

To  charm  and  bewilder  as  this  we  are  qoaffing ; 
Its  magic  began  when,  in  Autonm's  rich  hour, 

A  harvest  of  gold  m  the  fields  it  stood  laqgfaing 
There  having,  by  Nature's  enchantment,  been  fill'd 

With  the  balm  and  the  Uoom  of  her  kindheit 
weather. 
This  wonderful  juice  from  its  ooie  was  diitSPd 

To  enliven  such  hearts  as  are  here  brought  to- 
gether. 
Then  drink  of  the  cup— yoaH  find  there^  m  spefl  io 

Its  every  drop  'gainst  the  iUi  of  mortafity ; 
Talk  of  the  cordial  that  spaikM  fbr  Helen ! 

Her  cup  was  a  fiction,  but  this  is  leali^. 


«  *'How  hath  the  oppressor  eeossdl  the 
eeased  !**— Xrotdk,  ziv.  4. 

•  "Thy  pomp  is  brought  down  to  the  giave  , 
the  worms  cover  thee.**— /Miaft,  xhr.  11* 

•  *'  Thon  Shalt  no  moie  be  called  the  Lady  of 
— /raiaA,ilviL5w 
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A^^  tlMMgh,  p6riia|»-4iiit  bteaUie  It  to  bo  om» 

like  fiqaor  the  wkch  brew  ent  midnight  so  awfnli 
Thii  philter  in  eecret  was  first  taught  to  flow  on, 

Yet  *tii  B*t  le«  potent  for  being  nnlawf oL 
And,  er^  thcmgh  it  taste  of  the  imoke  of  that  flamOi 

Which  m  iQence  extracted  ita  yirtoe  forbidden — 
ra  up— lbere*s  a  fire  in  some  hearts  I  could  name, 

Whidi  may  worii  to6  its  charm,  though  as  law- 
less and  hidden. 
80  drink  of  the  ciq»— for  oh  there's  a  spell  in 

Its  erery  dnp  'gainst  the  ills  of  mortality ; 
Tbik  of  the  ooidial  that  sparkled  for  Helen ! 

Her  cap  was  m  fictioD,  but  this  is  reality. 


THE  Fortune-teller. 

Down  m  the  yafley  come  meet  me  to-night. 
And  m  toD  you  your  fortune  truly 

As  efer  was  toU,  by  the  new-moon's  light, 
To  a  young  maklen,  riiining  as  newly. 

But,  §BBt  the  world,  let  no  ene  be  nigh. 
Lest  haply  the  stars  should  deceiye  me ; 

Saeh  secrets  between  yon  and  me  and  the  sky 
SbooU  nerer  go  farther,  beliere  me. 

If  at  that  boor  the  heaVna  be  not  dim. 
My  vience  shall  call  up  before  yon 

A  male  apparition^— the  image  of  hhn 
Wboae  destmy  'tis  to  adore  you. 

And  if  to  that  phantom  youll  be  kind, 
80  fondly  around  you  hell  hover, 

You'll  hardly,  my  dear,  any  difl^nce  find 
"Twizt  him  and  a  true  living  lover. 

IXiwn  at  your  iSset,  in  the  pale  moonlight. 
Hell  kneel,  with  a  warmth  of  devotion — 

An  ardor,  of  which  such  an  innocent  sprite 
Yoa'd  scarcely  believe  had  a  notion. 

What  other  thoughts  and  events  may  arise. 
As  in  destiny's  book  I've  not  seen  them, 

Most  only  be  left  to  the  stars  and  your  eyes 
To  settle,  ere  mommg,  between  them. 


mtioM  that  there  It  a  mountain  in 
put  of  Ifelaad,  where  the  ghosts  of  persons  who  have  died 
la  feffcigs  lands  walk  aboat  and  converse  with  those  they 
,  Ilka  Uvlaf  people.  Ifasked  why  they  do  not  return  to 
^  they  say  they  an  obUfed  to  goto  Mount  Heda, 
r  isMwdlaiely. 
*The  pantcalaia  of  the  tiadltkm  respecting 0*Dooohae 
^  Hd  Us  While  Bocae,  may  be  ftmnd  In  Mr.  Weld*s  Account 
•  Mty  deailed  la  Derrick's  Letters.  For 
i  any  yean  after  bis  death,  the  spirit  of  this  hero  is  sop- 
i  |wi  to  have  been  seen  oa  the  Momhig  of  May-day,  glkttnf 


OH,  YE  DEAD! 

Ob,  ye  Dead !  oh,  ye  Dead !'  whom  we  know  by 

the  light  you  give  ' 

From  your  cold  gleaming  eyes,  though  yon  mova 
like  men  who  live, 
Why  leave  you  thus  your  graves 
In  far-off  fields  and  waves. 
Where  the  worm  and  the  sea-bird  only  know  your 
bed, 
To  haunt  this  spot  where  all 
Those  eyes  that  wept  your  fall. 
And  the  hearts  that  wail'd  you,  like  your  own,  lie 
dead? 

It  is  true,  it  is  true,  we  are  shadows  cold  az  d  ran; 
And  the  fair  and  the  brave  whom  we  loved  as  earth 
aro  gone; 

But  still  thus  eVn  in  death, 
So  sweet  the  living  breath 
Of  the  fields  and  the  flow'rs  in  our  youth  we  wan- 
der*d  o'er, 
That  ere,  condemn'd,  we  go 
To  freeze  'mid  Hecla's  snow. 
We  would  tasto  it  awhile,  and  think  we  live  onoo 
more! 


O'DONOHUE'S  MISTRESa 

Or  all  the  fair  months,  that  round  the  sun 
In  light-link'd  dance  their  circles  run, 

Sweet  May,  shine  thou  for  me  ; 
For  still,  when  thy  earliest  beams  arise. 
That  youth,  who  beneath  the  blue  lake  lies, 

Sweet  May,  returns  to  me. 

Of  all  the  bright  haunts,  where  daylight  leaves 
Its  lingering  smile  on  golden  eves, 

Fair  Lake,  thou'rt  dearest  to  me ; 
For  when  the  last  April  sun  grows  dim. 
Thy  Naiads  prepare  his  steed'  for  him 

Who  dwells,  bright  Lake,  in  thee. 

over  the  lake  on  his  fkvortte  white  horse,  to  the  soond  of 
sweet  unearthly  moaic,  and  preceded  by  groups  of  youths 
and  maidens,  who  flung  wreaths  of  delicate  spring  flowers 
In  hU  path. 

Among  other  stories,  connected  with  this  Legon^  of  the 
Lakes,  it  is  said  that  there  was  a  yonng  and  b«%^||f^  ^ 
whose  imagination  was  so  impressed  with  the  |^^^  nf  thl* 
visionary  chleHain,  that  she  fiineled  herself  \||^^     «VCh 
him,  and  at  last,  in  a  fit  of  insanity,  00  a  Hay.||^^^^kl«  ^V^ 
herself  into  the  lake  ^^^4^ 
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Of  an  the  proud  steeds,  that  erer  hore 
Toung  plumed  Chiefii  on  sea  or  shore, 

White  Steed,  most  joy  to  thee ; 
Who  still,  With  the  first  young  glance  of  spring, 
FVom  under  that  glorioQs  lake  dost  bring 

My  loye,  my  chief,  to  me. 

While,  white  as  the  sail  some  hark  unfmis, 
When  newly  launch'd,  thy  long  mane*  curls, 

Fair  Steed,  as  white  and  free ; 
And  spirits,  from  all  the  lake's  deep  bowers. 
Glide  o'er  the  blue  wave  scattering  flowers, 

Around  my  lore  and  thee. 

Of  an  the  sweet  deaths  that  maidens  die, 
Whose  loyers  beneath  the  cold  wave  lie. 

Most  sweet  that  death  wiU  be. 
Which,  under  the  next  May  evening's  light, 
When  thou  and  thy  steed  are  lost  to  sight. 

Dear  love,  FU  die  for  thee. 


ECHO. 


Bow  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 

To  music  at  night. 
When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakea, 
And  frur  away,  o'er  lawns  and  lakes, 

Goes  answering  light 

Yet  Lore  hath  echoes  truer  tu, 

And  far  more  sweet, 
Than  e'er  beneath  the  moonlight's  star, 
Of  horn,  or  lute,  or  soft  guitar. 

The  songs  repeat 

'TIS  when  the  sigh,  in  youth  sincere, 

And  only  then, — 
The  sigh  that's  breathed  for  one  to  hear, 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  dear. 

Breathed  back  again  I 


OH  BANQUET  NOT. 

Ob  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bowers. 
Where  Youth  resorts,  but  come  to  me : 

For  nune's  a  garden  of  faded  flowers. 
More  fit  for  sorrow,  for  age,  and  thee. 

^  The  boatBMB  at  KUlamey  call  those  waves  which  come 
B  a  windy  day,  crested  with  foam,  •*  0*DonobiB*s  white 


And  there  we  shaU  hare  our  feasts  of  taan^  • 
And  many  a  cup  in  silence  pour : 

Our  guests,  the  shades  of  former  years, 
Our  toasts,  to  lips  that  b^xim  no  more. 

Tliere,  while  the  myrtle's  withMing  bon|^ 

Their  lifeless  leaves  around  us  shed, 
We'U  brim  the  bowl  to  broken  vows. 

To  friends  long  lost,  the  changed,  the  dead. 
Or,  while  some  blighted  laurel  waves 

Its  branches  o'er  the  dreary  spot, 
We'll  drink  to  those  neglected  graves. 

Where  valor  sleeps,  unnamed,  foigot 


THEE,  THEE,  ONLY  THEE. 

Thb  dawning  of  mom,  the  daylight's  sinkings 
The  night's  long  hours  still  find  me  thhikmg 

Of  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
When  friends  are  met,  and  goblets  cmni'd. 
And  smiles  are  near,  that  once  enchanted, 
Unreach'd  by  all  that  sunshine  immd. 
My  soul,  like  some  daik  spot,  ii  haunted 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

Whatever  in  fame's  high  path  ooold  waken 
My  spirit  once,  is  now  frnsaken 

For  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  shores,  by  which  some  headlcmg  ImA. 

To  th'  ocean  hurries,  resting  never. 
Life's  scenes  go  by  me,  bri|^  or  dark, 
I  know  not,  heed  not,  hastening  ever 
To  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 

I  have  not  a  joy  but  of  thy  bringing. 

And  pam  itself  seems  sweet  when  qpringiBg 

From  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 
Like  speUs,  that  naught  on  earth  can  break, 

TiU  lips,  that  know  the  charm,  have  i^qIbhi, 
This  heart,  howe'er  the  worid  may  wika 
Its  grief,  its  scorn,  can  bat  be  broken 
By  thee,  thee,  only  thee. 


I 


SHALL  THE  HARP,  THEN,  BE  SILENT. 

Shaix  the  Harp,  then,  be  silent,  when  he  whe  fint 
gave 

To  our  country  m  suune,  is  witfadnwn  from  tM 
eyes? 
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SWEET  INNISFALLEN. 

SwEBT  Innisfalleny  faro  thee  weO, 
May  calm  and  nmihiiie  long  be  thine ! 

How  fair  thou  art  let  others  tell, — 
To  feel  how  fair  ahall  long  be  minOi 

Sweet  Innisfallen,  long  shall  dwell 
In  memory'f  dreanci  that  sonny  smilei 

Which  o'er  thee  on  that  evening  fell. 
When  first  I  saw  thy  fairy  isle. 

Twas  light,  indeed,  too  blest  for  one, 
Who  had  to  turn  to  paths  of  care— 

Throogfa  crowded  haunts  again  to  run. 
And  leaye  thee  bright  and  silent  there ; 

No  more  unto  thy  shores  to  come. 
But,  on  the  worid's  rude  ocean  tosi^d. 

Dream  of  thee  sometimes,  as  a  home 
Of  sunshine  he  had  seen  and  lost 

Far  better  in  thy  weeping  hours 
To  part  from  thee,  as  I  do  now, 

When  mist  is  o'er  thy  Uoommg  bowers, 
like  soirow's  yeil  on  beauty's  brow. 

For,  though  unrivall'd  stiU  thy  grace, 
,  Thou  dost  not  look,  as  then,  too  blest. 
But  thus  in  shadow,  seem'st  a  place 
Where  ening  man  might  hope  to  rest — 

Might  hope  to  rest,  and  find  in  thee 
A  gloom  like  Even's,  on  the  day 

He  left  its  shade,  when  every  tree. 
Like  thine,  hung  weeping  o'er  his  way 

Weeping  or  smiling,  lovely  isle ! 

And  all  the  lovelier  for  thy  tears — 
For  though  but  rare  thy  sunny  smile, 

HTis  heav'n's  own  glance  when  it  qipears. 

like  feeling  hearts,  whose  joys  are  few. 
But,  when  indeed  they  come,  divin»-^ 

The  brightest  light  the  sun  e'er  threw 
Is  lifeless  to  one  gleam  of  thine  I 


TWAS  ONE  OF  THOSE  DREAMS.> 

TwAi  one  of  those  dreams,  that  by  music  are 

brought, 
like  a  bright  summer  haze,  o'er  the  poet  s  wann 

thought— 

1  WflttMi  daring  a  visit  to  Laid  Kenmare,  at  Killaraey. 


When,  lost  in  the  fbtnre,  his  soul  wanders  on, 
And  all  of  this  life,  but  its  sweetness,  is  gone. 

The  wild  notes  he  heard  o'er  the  water  were  those 
He  had  taught  to  sing  Erin's  daik  bondage  and  woes^ 
And  the  breath  of  the  bugle  now  wafted  them  o'er 
From  Dinis'  green  isle,  to  Glenii's  wooded  shoce. 

He  lislenM — while,  high  o'er  the  eagle's  rude  nest. 
The  lingering  sounds  on  their  way  krred  to  rest ; 
And  the  echoes  sung  back  from  their  full  mountain 

quire. 
As  if  loath  to  let  song  so  enchantnig  eipire. 

It  seem'd  as  if  ev'ry  sweet  note,  that  died  here. 
Was  again  brought  to  life  in  some  airier  sphere, 
Some  heaVB  in  these  hills,  where  tho  soul  of  th» 

strain 
That  had  ceased  upon  oaith  was  awaking  again ! 

Oh  forgive,    if,  while    list'oing  to  arasie,  whose 

breath 
Seem'd  to  circle  his  namft  with  a  charm  against 

death,  • 

He  should  feel  a  proud  Spirit  withb  him  prodahn, 
**  Even  so  shalt  thou  live  in  the  echoes  of  Fame : 

"  Even  so,  tho'  thy  mem'ry  should  now  die  away, 
« 'Twill  be  caught  up  again  in  some  happier  day, 
"  And  the  hearts  and  the  voices  of  Erin  prolong, 
"  Through  the  answering  Future,  thy  name  and 
thy  song." 


•     FAIREST!  PUT  ON  AWHILE. 

Faiebst  !  put  on  awhile 

These  pinions  of  light  I  bring  thae. 
And  o'er  thy  own  Green  Lie 

In  fancy  let  me  wing  thee. 
Never  did  Ariel's  plume. 

At  golden  sunset  hover 
O'er  scenes  so  full  of  bloom* 

As  I  shall  waft  thee  omr. 

Fields,  where  the  Spring  delays. 

And  feariessly  meets  the  ardor 
Of  the  wann  Sununer's  gaxe. 

With  only  her  tean  to  guard  her. 
Rocks,  through  myrtle  boughs 

In  grace  majestic  frowning; 
Like  some  bold  warriof's  hmra 

That  Love  hath  Jost  bets  ( 
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UstaHiDiSmUyfrir, 

Shame,  oh  shame  unto  thee. 

That  ii0Yer  hath  biid  come  nigh  than. 

If  ever  thou  seest  that  day. 

Bat  fhun  hii  oouxae  through  air 

When  a  cup  or  lip  sbaU  woo  thee. 

Ho  hath  beea  won  down  hy  th«m  ;*— 

And  turn  untonch'd  away  I 

Types,  sweet  m^id,  of  thee, 

Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second. 

Whose  look,  whose  UoBh  inviting. 

FiU  round,  fiU  round,  while  you  may ; 

Nevwlfid  Lore  yet  see 

1    For  Tune,  the  churi,  hath  beckon'd. 

Fnm  Heay'n,  without  alighting 

And  we  must  away,  away  I 

Lakes,  where  the  peari  lies  hid,* 

And  eaves,  where  the  gem  is  deeping, 

Bright  as  the  teazs  thy  lid 

Lets  Mmhmely  weeping. 

Glens,'  where  Ocean  comes, 

To  'scape  the  wild  wind's  rancor. 

AND  DOTH  NOT  A  MEETING  LIKE  THia 

And  HarbcHS,  worthiest  homes. 

Where  Freedom's  fleet  can  anchoi^ 

AivD  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends. 

For  aU  the  long  yean  I've  been  wand'ring  away — 

Then,  if,  while  scenes  so  grand. 

To  see  thus  around  me  my  youth's  eariy  friends. 

As  ■mfln'g  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  ? 

Pride  fiir  thy  own  dear  land 

Though  haply  o'er  some  of  your  brows,  as  c^er  mine. 

Should  haply  be  stealing  o*er  thee^ 

Oh,  let  grief  come  fizBt, 

then? 

O'er  pride  itself  Tictoiioas— 

like  Alps  m  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine. 

lUnknig  how  man  hath  cmsed 

We'U  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  agala 

What  Heaven  had  made  80  gkrioos ! 

What  soflen'd  remembrances  come  o'er  the  heart. 

In  gazing  on  those  we've  been  lost  to  so  long ! 
The  sorrows,  the  joys,  of  which  once  they  were  part. 

Stin  round  them,  like  visions  of  yesterday,  throng. 

QUICK!  WE  HAVE  BUT  A  SECOND. 

As  letters  some  hand  hath  invisibly  traced,      * 

When  held  to  the  flame  win  steal  out  on  the  sight, 

QoKx!  we  have  hot  a  second, 

So  many  a  feelings  that  kmg  seem'd  effiused, 

Fin  roond  the  cnp,  while  yoa  may ; 

The  warmth  of  a  moment  like  this  brings  to  light 

Fcr  Time,  the  chnri,  hath  beckon'd. 

And  we  most  away,  away ! 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shaU  glide. 

Grasp  the  pleasure  that's  flying, 

To  viat  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 

For  oh,  not  Orpheos*  strain 

Thought  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide. 

Coald  keep  sweet  hoois  firom  dying, 

The  wreck  of  fuU  many  a  hope  shinhig  through  ; 

Or  charm  them  to  life  again. 

Yet  stin,  as  m  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers, 

Then,  quick !  we  have  but  a  second. 

That  once  made  a  garden  of  aU  the  gay  shore, 

Fin  round  the  cup,  while  you  may ; 

Deceived  for  a  moment,  We'U  thmk  them  stin  onxs. 

For  Tune,  the  churi,  hath  beckon'd. 

And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once 

And  we  miat  away,  away ! 

more.* 

See  the  glass,  how  it  flushes, 

So  brief  our  exigence,  a  glimpse,  at  the  most. 

Like  some  young  Hebe's  fip^ 

Is  an  we  can  have  of  the  few  we  hold  dear ; 

And  half  meets  thme,  and  Uuriies 

And  oft  even  joy  is  unheeded  and  kist, 

That  thou  diouldst  delay  to  squ 

For  want  of  some  heart,  that  couM  echo  it,  near. 

ifa  leaaiMag  Ibe  SkeHft,   (Waada  of  tae  Baraay  of 

«thO  Dr.  KaaliM  Mya.  *Tlien  to  a  CMtaia  simelive  Tlr- 

•  fai  the  mU  which  diawB  dowB  aU  the  kMi  dMl  snesipC 

s  Gka^ufC 

•j  over  It,  and  oUiges  them  to  Ught  upoB  the  rocfc." 

B  -NenUm,  a  Brittoh  writer  of  the  afath  eeatarr.  Ma- 

«  loanchanMaiw^aaadjaioefvivoahcarvaxloiUMa^ 

fs,  huBf  them  behlad  fhsir  ears:  aai  thto  wa  Ab4  coa- 

El  am  emu,  Mchaai*  sw  aa  itve  flcsvte. 

WihyapMMatBMde  A.  C.  MH  by  Gilbwt,  Btohop  of 

Bopin  eacoM  I'ak  pw  4a  JMtia  4e  la  vie. 
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Ah,  wen  may  we  hope,  when  thii  abort  life  is  gone, 
To  meet  in  some  world  of  more  permanent  hUaa, 

For  a  smile,  or  a  gra^  of  the  hand,  hast'ning  on, 
Is  all  we  enjoy  of  each  other  in  this.' 

Bat,  come,  the  more  rare  such  delights  to  the  heart. 
The  more  we  should  welcome  and  Ueai  them 
the  more ; 
They're  oms,  when  we  meet« — they  are  lost  when 
we  part, 
like  birds  that  bring  smnmer,  and  fly  when  'tis 
o'er. 
Thns  circling  the  cup,  hand  in  hand,  ere  we  drink. 
Let  Sympathy  pledge  us,  thro'  pleasure,  thro'  pain, 
That,  fast  as  a  feelmg  but  touches  one  link. 
Her  magic  shall  send  it  direct  thro'  the  chain. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  8FRITK 

In  yonder  valley  there  dwelt,  alone, 

A  youth,  whose  moments  had  calmly  flown. 

Till  spells  came  o'er  him,  and,  day  and  night, 

He  was  haunted  and  watch'd  by  a  Mountain  Sprite. 

* 
As  once,  by  moonlight,  he  wander'd  o'er 
The  golden  sands  of  that  island  shore, 
A  foot-print  sparkled  before  his  sight — 
'Twas  the  fairy  foot  of  the  Mountain  Sprite ! 

Beside  a  fountain*  one  sunny  day, 

As  bending  over  the  stream  he  lay, 

There  peep'd  down  o'er  him  two  eyes  of  light, 

And  he  saw  in  that  mirror  the  Mountun  Sprite. 

He  tum'd,  but,  lo,  like  a  startled  bird. 

That  spirit  fled !— and  the  youth  but  heard 

Sweet  music,  such  as  marks  the  flight 

Of  some  bird  of  song,  iron  tlie  Mountain  Sprite. 

One  night,  still  haunted  by  that  bright  look, 

The  boy,  bewilder'd,  his  pencil  took. 

And,  guided  only  by  memory's  light. 

Drew  the  once-seen  form  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

*<  Oh  thou,  who  lovest  the  shadow,"  cried 
A  yoice,  low  whisp'ring  by  his  side, 

1  The  lame  thought  has  been  happily  expressed  by  my 
ftiead  lir.  Washington  Jiring,  in  his  Braeebridgt  Hall,  vol. 
L  p.  813.— The  sincere  pleasore  which  I  feel  in  calling  this 
*  genttoman  my  firtend,  is  much  enhanced  by  the  reflection  that 
he  is  too  good  an  American,  to  have  admitted  me  so  readily 
to  such  a  distinction,  if  he  had  not  Iraovim  that  my  (belingi 
towards  the  great  and  flee  country  that  gave  him  birth,  have 
been  long  such  as  every  real  lover  of  the  liberty  and  hapiH- 
BOSS  of  the  human  race  most  entertain. 

*  **  Thomas,  the  hair  of  the  Desmond  fkmily,  had  accl- 


"  Now  turn  and  see," — here  the  youth's  delight 
Seal'd  the  rosy  lips  of  the  Mountain  Sprite. 

"  Of  an  the  SpiriU  of  land  and  sea," 

Then  rapt  he  murmur'd,  « there's  none  like  thee, 

**  And  oft,  oh  oft,  may  thy  foot  thus  light 

**  In  this  lonely  bower,  sweet  Mountain  Sprite  f 


AS  VANQUISH'D  ERIN. 

As  vanquish'd  Erin  wept  beside 

The  Boyne's  ill-fated  river, 
She  saw  where  Discord,  in  the  tide. 

Had  dropp'd  his  loaded  quiyer. 
<<  lie  hid,"  she  cried, "  ye  yenom'd  darts^ 

**  Where  mortal  eye  may  shun  yoa ; 
**  lie  hid — the  stain  of  manly  hearts, 

"  That  bled  for  me,  is  on  you." 

But  vain  her  wbh,  her  weeping  yam^^ 

As  Time  too  well  hath  taught  her — 
Each  year  the  Fiend  returns  again* 

And  dives  into  that  water ; 
And  brings,  triumphant,  from  beneath 

His  shafts  of  desolation. 
And  sends  them,  wing'd  with  worse  than  de«lii« 

Through  all  her  madd'ning  nation. 

Alas  for  her  who  sits  and  mourns, 

Ev'n  now,  beside  that  river — 
Unwearied  still  the  Fiend  returns, 

And  stored  is  still  his  quiver. 
'*  When  will  this  end,  ye  Foweis  of  GoodV 

She  weeping  asks  forever ; 
But  only  hears,  from  out  that  flood. 

The  Demon  answer,  «  Never !" 


DESMOND'S  SONG.* 

By  the  Feat's  wave  benighted. 
No  star  in  the  I 


dentally  been  so  engaged  In  the  chaset  that  be  was  beal|^lad 
near  Traiee,  and  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Abbey  of 
Feal,  in  the  homw  of  one  of  his  dependents,  eaUed  Mu 
Cormac  Catherine,  a  beantUU  dani^ter  of  his  host.  !■- 
stantly  inspired  the  Earl  with  a  vtolent  psMloa,  which  hs 
conld  not  snbdne.  He  married  her,  and  by  thb  laftriar  al- 
liance alienated  his  fbllowers,  whose  bratal  pride  rriiriid 
this  indnlgence  of  his  love  as  an 
of  hla  ikmUy.**— I,sl«id;  voL  tt. 
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To  thy  door  by  Lovo  Ughtodf 
I  fint  mw  thow  eyen 

Some  Toioe  whiipei'd  o*er  me. 
As  the  thiMhold  I  erooi'd. 

Then  woo  rain  before  moy 
If  I  kf?ed,  I  was  loot 

I^yre  camoy  and  bronght  oonow 

Too  Boon  in  hin  train ; 
Tet  so  tweet,  that  to-monow 

'Tweie  welcome  again. 
TboDgfa  mioery's  fall  measure 

My  portion  shoold  be, 
1  would  drain  it  with  pleasore. 

If  poor'd  out  by  thee. 

Ton,  who  can  it  dishonor 

To  bow  to  this  flame, 
If  youVe  eyes,  look  bat  on  her, 

And  bhish  whfle  yon  blame. 
Hath  the  peail  leas  whiteneoi 

Because  of  its  birth? 
Hath  the  violet  lesi  brigfatnesi 

For  growing  near  earth  7 

No— Man  for  his  glory 

To  ancestry  flies ; 
Bat  Woman's  bright  story 

Is  told  in  her  eyes. 
While  the  Monarch  bat  traces 

Through  mortals  his  line, 
Beanty,  bom  of  the  Graces, 

Ranks  next  to  Divine ! 


THEY  KNOW  NOT  MY  HEART 

rr  know  not  my  heart,  who  believe  thero  can  be 
5  ciain  of  this  earth  in  its  feelings  for  thee ; 
to  think,  while  I  see  thee  in  beauty's  young  hour, 
pore  as  the  moiiung's  first  dew  on  the  flow'r, 
ould  harm  what  I  love, — as  the  sun's  wanton 

ray 
t  miles  on  the  dew-drop  to  waste  it  away. 


I  are  meant  to  allnde  to  that  ancient  haunt 
ayentltioD,  eaUed  Patrick*!  Pnrgatory.  **  In  the  midst  of 
la  glooaiy  regUMia  of  Donegall  (wyi  Dr.  Campbell)  lay  a 
I,  whkh  was  to  become  the  myatic  theatre  of  this  fabled 
I  tatanaediate  state.  In  the  lake  weie  seveml  islands ; 
oae  oir  them  was  difnifled  with  that  called  the  Month 
^■|ator7.  which,  during  the  dark  ages,  attracted  the 
!••  of  all  Christendom,  and  was  the  resort  of  penltentt 
l|llgrims  flom  almost  every  cooatry  in  Eorope.** 


No— beaming  with  light  as  those  yoang  featores 

are. 
There's  a  light  roond  thy  heart  which  is  lovelier 

far:  • 

It  if  not  that  cheek — ^'tis  the  soul  dawning  dear 
Thro'  its  hmocent  Mush  makes  thy  beauty  so  dear ; 
As  the  sky  we  look  up  to,  though  glorioos  and  fair, 
Is  look'd  up  to  the  more,  because  Heaven  lies  there ! 


I  WISH  I  WAS  BY  THAT  DIM  LAER 

I  WISH  I  was  by  that  dim  Lake,' 
Where  sinful  souls  their  farewell  take 
Of  this  vain  world,  and  half-way  lie 
In  death's  cold  shadow,  ere  they  die. 
There,  there,  far  from  thee. 
Deceitful  world,  my  home  should  be ; 
Where,  come  what  might  of  gloom  and  pair. 
False  hope  should  ne'er  deceive  again. 

The  lifeless  sky,  the  mournful  sound 

Of  unseen  waters  falling  round ; 

The  dry  leaves,  quiVring  o'er  my  head. 

Like  man,  unquiet  eVn  when  dead ! 

These,  ay,  these  shall  wean  . 

My  souljrom  life's  deluding  scene. 

And  turn  each  thought,  o'ercharged  with  gloom. 

Like  willows,  downward  tow'nls  the  tomb. 

As  they,  who  to  their  couch  at  night 
Would  win  repose,  first  quench  the  light, 
So  must  the  hopes,  that  keep  this  breast 
Awake,  be  quench'd,  ere  it  can  rest 
Cold,  cold,  this  heart  must  grow, 
Unmoved  by  either  joy  or  wo. 
Like  freezing  founts,  where  all  that's  thrown 
Within  their  current  turns  to  stone. 


SHE  SUNG  OF  LOVR 

Shb  sung  of  Love,  while  o'er  her  lyre 
The  rosy  rays  of  evening  fell. 


"  It  was,'*  as  the  same  writer  tells  ns,  "  one  of  the  most 
dismal  and  dreary  spots  in  the  North,  almost  inaccessible, 
through  deep  glens  and  rugged  mountains,  frightAil  with 
impending  rocks,  and  the  hollow  murmurs  of  the  western 
winds  in  dark  caverns,  peopled  only  with  such  fimtastic 
beings  as  the  mind,  however  gay,  is,  (h>m  strange  associa- 
tion, wont  to  appropriate  to  such  gloomy  scenes.'*— 5lrtctiir«# 
en  ths  EctUnaaiieal  and  Literarf  History  tS  JrtUmi, 
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Ab  if  to  feed,  with  their  soft  fire. 
The  soul  within  that  trembting  sheU. 

The  same  rich  light  hung  o*er  her  cheek, 
And  play'd  around  those  lip^that  rang 

And  spoke,  as  flowen  would  sing  and  speak. 
If  Love  could  lend  their  leaves  a  tongue. 

But  soon  the  West  no  longer  bumM, 

Each  rosy  ray  from  heav'n  withdrew ; 
And,  when  to  gaze  again  I  tum'd, 

The  minstrers  form  seem'd  fading  too. 
Asif  her  light  and  heaVn's  were  one. 

The  glory  all  had  left  that  frame ; 
And  from  her  glimmering  lips  the  tone. 

As  from  a  parting  spirit,  came.' 

Who  ever  loved,  but  had  the  thought 

That  he  and  all  he  loved  must  part  7 
Fdl'd  with  this  fear,  I  flew  and  caught 

The  fading  image  to  my  heartp— 
And  cried,  <<  Oh  Love !  is  this  thy  doom? 

**  Oh  light  of  youth's  resplendent  day ! 
'*  Must  ye  then  lose  your  golden  Uoom, 

«  And  thus,  like  sunshine,  die  away  7" 


SING-^ING— MUSIC  WAS  GIVEN. 

Smo— sing— ^Music  was  given, 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 

By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 
Beauty  may  boast  of  her  eyes  and  her  cheeks. 

But  Love  from  the  lips  his  true  archery  wings ; 
And  she,  who  but  feathers  the  dart  when  she 
speaks. 
At  once  seeds  it  home  to  the  heart  when  she 
sings. 
Then  sing — sing — Music  was  given. 

To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  loving ; 
Souls  here,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 
By  harmony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 

When  Love,  rock'd  by  his  mother. 

Lay  sleeping  as  calm  as  slumber  could  make  him, 
'*  Hush,  hoih,''  said  Venus,  <*  no  other 

*<  Sweet  voice  but  his  own  is  worthy  to  wake 


>  The  thought  heie  was  t iifKe><ed  by  some  beaatiihl  lines 
la  Mr.  Bo9en*s  Poem  of  Human,  Life,  beglnniiit— 

*<  Now  fai  the  gUmroerinf ,  dying  Ught  the  grows 
Lets  and  Isis  earthly." 
I  woold  ^aole  the  entire  passage,  did  I  not  fear  to  put  my 
QfWB  hamlile  Imitfitlim  of  It  oat  cf  coantenaaoe. 


Dreaming  of  music  he  slumber'd  the  while 

Till  faint  from  his  lip  a  soft  melody  broke, 
And  Venus,  enchanted,  look*d  on  with  a  smile, 
While  Love  to  his  own  sweet  sin|ring  awoko. 
Then  sing — smg — ^music  was  given. 
To  brighten  the  gay,  and  kindle  the  lov- 
ing; 
Souls  hero,  like  planets  in  Heaven, 
By  hannony's  laws  alone  are  kept  moving. 


THOUGH  HUMBLE  THE  BANQUET. 

Though  humble  the  banquet  to  which  I  invite 
thee, 
Thoult  find  there  the  best  a  poor  boid  can  com- 
mand: 
Eyes,  beaming  with  welcome,  shall  thzong  round, 
to  light  thee, 
And  Love  serve  the  feast  with  his  own  wflling 
hand. 

And  though  Fortune  may  seem  to  have  tum'd  from 
the  dwelling 
Of  him  thou  regardest  her  favoring  ray, 
Thou  wilt  find  there  a  gift,  all  her  treasures  excel- 
ling, 
Which,  proudly  he  feels,  hath  ennobled  his  way. 

'Tis  that  freedom  of  mind,  which  no  vulgar  do- 
minion 
Can  turn  from  the  path  a  pure  oonsciMioe  ap- 
proves; 
Which,  with  hope  in  the  heart,  and  no  chain  on  the 
pinion. 
Holds  upwards  its  course  to  the  light  which  it 
loves. 

Tis  this  makes  the  pride  of  his  humble  retreat. 
And,  with  this,  though  of  all  other  treasures  be- 
reaved. 
The  breezo  of  his  garden  to  him  is  more  sweet 
Than  the  costliest  incense  that  Pomp  e'er  re- 
ceived. 

Then,   come, — if  a   board   so   wntflmpHag  hath 
power 
To  win  thee  from  grandeur,  its  best  shall  be 
thine; 
And  there's  one,  long  the  light  of  the  faanTs  happf 
bower. 
Who,  smiling,  will  blend  her  hd^jbi  mkfoaie  with 
mme. 
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Sum,  swMt  Haip,  oh  nng  to  me 

SomA  nng  of  ancient  days, 
WhoM  tonndh  in  this  lad  memory, 

Long  iMiried  dreams  shall  raise  ^ 
Some  lay  that  tolls  of  Tanish'd  fame, 

WboM  light  once  romid  us  shone ; 
Of  noWo  pride,  now  tum'd  to  shame. 

And  hopes  forerer  gone^ — 
Sing,  sad  Harp,  thus  sing  to  me ; 

Afike  our  doom  is  cast. 
Both  lost  to  all  but  memory. 

We  life  but  in  the  pest 

How  mournfully  the  midnight  air 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh. 
As  if  it  sought  seme  echo  there 

Of  voices  long  gone  by  ;— 
Of  Chieftains,  now  forgot,  wko  seem'd 

The  foremost  then  m  fame ; 
Of  Bar^  who,  once  immortal  deem'd. 

Now  sleep  without  a  name^ — 
In  Tain,  sad  Harp,  the  midnight  ahr 

Among  thy  chords  doth  sigh ; 
In  Tain  it  seeks  an  echo  there 

Of  ToioeB  long  gone  by. 


Cookbt  thou  but  call  those  i^irits  round. 

Who  once,  m  bower  and  hall. 
Sat  lktn!''"g  to  thy  magic  sound. 

Now  mute  and  mouldering  all  }— 
But,  no ;  they  would  but  wake  to  weep 

Their  children's  slavery ; 
Then  leave  them  m  their  dreamless  sleep. 

The  dead,  at  least,  are  free  !— 
Hodi,  hadi,  sad  Harp,  that  dreary  tone. 

That  knell  of  Freedom's  day ; 
Or,  liitening  to  its  death-like  moan. 

Let  me,  too,  die  away. 


SONG  OF  THE  BATTLE  EVE, 
Tms  •"fEM  Norm  Cbstuet. 


\ 


To-Hoanow,  comrade,  we 
Ob  the  battle-plain  must  be. 

There  to  conquer,  or  both  lie  low ! 
TLe  moming  rtar  is  op*— 
But  there's  wine  stiD  hi  the  cop. 

And  well  take  another  jj^  am  we  {O,  boy, 

WeTI(akeaii»«'90«?^^  ^^^  go. 


'TIS  tme,  hi  manliest  eyes 
A  paanng  tear  wQl  rise. 

When  we  think  of  the  friends  we  leave  lone ; 
But  what  can  wailing  do  7 
See,  our  goblet's  weeping  too ! 

With  its  tears  we'll  chase  away  our  own,  boy, 
our  own  \ 

With  its  tears  well  chaee  away  our  own. 

But  daylight's  steaUng  on ; — 
The  last  that  o'er  us  shone 

Saw  our  children  around  us  play ; 
The  next — ah !  where  shall  we 
And  those  rosy  urchins  be  ? 

Bat— no  matter^— grasp  thy  sword  and  away, 
boy,  away ; 

No  matter— grasp  thy  sword  and  away  ? 

Let  those,  who  brook  the  chain 
Of  Saxon  or  of  Dane, 

Ignobly  by  their  firesides  stay ; 
One  sigh  to  home  be  given. 
One  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven. 

Then,  for  Elrin  and  her  cause,  boy,  hurra! 
hurra!  hurra! 

Then,  for  Erin  and  her  cause,  hurra ! 


THE  WANDERING  BARD. 

What  life  like  that  of  the  bard  can  her— 
The  wandering  bard,  who  roams  as  free 
As  the  mountam  lark  that  o'er  him  sings, 
And,  like  that  lariL,  a  music  brings 
Within  him,  where'er  he  comes  or  goes,— 
A  fount  that  forever  flows ! 
The  world's  to  him  like  some  play-ground. 
Where  fairies  dance  their  moonlight  round; 
If  dhnm'd  the  turf  where  late  they  trod. 
The  elves  but  seek  some  greener  sod ; 
So,  when  leas  bright  his  scene  of  glee, 
To  another  away  flies  he ! 

Oh,  what  would  have  been  young  Beauty's  doom* 
Without  a  bard  to  fix  her  bloom? 
They  teU  i»,  in  the  moon's  bright  round. 
Things  lost  in  this  dark  worid  are  found ; 
So  charms,  on  earth  long  pass'd  and  gone, 
In  the  poet's  lay  live  on.— > 
Would  ye  have  smiles  that  ne'er  grow  dimt 
You've  only  to  give  them  all  to  him. 
Who,  with  but  a  touch  of  Fancy's  'W^^i 
Can  lend  them  life,  thk  life  beyond,  ^^» 
And  fix  them  high,  m  Poesy's  dqr« 
Young  stars  that  never  die ! 
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Thoii  welcome  the  bard  where'er  he  oomes, — 
For,  though  he  hath  countleai  airy  homes, 
To  which  his  wing  exonrBiye  roves, 
Yet  still,  from  time  to  tune,  he  tores 
To  light  upon  earth  and  find  such  cheer 
As  brightens  our  banquet  here. 
No  matter  how  far,  how  fleet  he  flies, 
You've  only  to  light  up  kind  young  eyes,     . 
Such  signal-fires  as  here  are  giveni — 
And  down  hell  drop  from  Fancy's  heaven, 
The  minute  such  call  to  love  or  mirth 
Firoclaims  he's  wantmg  on  earth ! 


ALONE  IN  CROWDS  TO  WANDER  ON. 

Alone  in  crowds  to  wander  on, 

And  feel  that  all  the  charm  is  gone 

Which  yoices  dear  and  eyes  beloved 

Shed  round  us  once,  where'er  we  roved— 

This,  this  the  doom  must  be 

Of  all  who've  loved,  and  lived  to  see 

The  few  bright  things  they  thought  would  stay 

Forever  near  them,  die  away. 

Tho'  fairer  forms  around  us  throng. 

Their  smiles  to  others  all  belong. 

And  want  that  charm  which  dwells  alone 

Round  those  the  fond  heart  calls  its  own. 

Where,  where  the  sunny  brow  7 

The  long-known  voice — ^where  are  they  nowt 

Thus  ask  I  still,  nor  ask  in  vain. 

The  silence  answers  all  too  plain. 

Oh,  what  is  Fancy's  magic  worth, 

If  all  her  art  caimot  call  forth 

One  bliss  like  those  we  felt  of  old 

From  lips  now  mute,  and  eyes  now  cold  7 

No,  no^ — ^her  spell  is  vain, — 

As  soon  could  she  bring  back  again 

Those  eyes  themselves  from  out  the  grave, 

As  wake  again  one  bliss  they  gave. 


rVE  A  SECRET  TO  TELL  THEE 

Fvi  a  secret  to  tell  thee,  but  hush !  not  heror^ 
Oh !  not  where  the  world  its  vigil  keeps : 

>  The  God  oTSUeaee,  thus  pictured  by  the  EgyptlaBS. 
•  **  IfUeilQi  remembered  the  remarkable  prediction  of  the 
pf£adpal  Druid,  who  ftntold  that  the  posterity  of  Gadelus 


111  seek,  to  whisper  it  in  thme  ear, 

Some  shore  where  the  Spirit  of  Silence  sleeps ; 
Where  summer's  wave  unmurm'ring  dies, 

Nor  fay  can  hear  the  fountam's  gndi ; 
Where,  if  but  a  note  her  night-bird  sighs, 

The  rose  saith,  chidingly,  «  Hush,  sweet,  hodi  ."* 

There,  amid  the  deep  silence  of  that  hour. 

When  stars  can  be  heard  in  ocean  dip. 
Thyself  shall,  under  some  rosy  bower. 

Sit  mute,  with  thy  finger  on  thy  lip: 
Like  him,  the  boy,'  who  bom  among 

The  flowers  that  on  the  Nile-stream  fahuh. 
Sits  ever  thus, — his  only  song 

To  earth  and  heaven,  **  Hush,  all,  hiidi  V 


SONG  OF  INNISFAIL. 

Thkt  came  from  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 

And  now  o'er  the  western  mam 
Set  sail,  in  their  good  ships,  gaUantly, 

From  the  suimy  land  of  Spam. 
'*  Oh,  Where's  the  Isle  we've  seen  in  dreams, 

<*  Our  destined  home  or  grave  f* 
Thus  sung  they  as,  by  the  morning's  beams. 

They  swept  the  Atlantic  wave. 


And,  lo,  where  afar  o'er  ocean 

A  sparkle  of  radiant  green. 
As  though  in  that  deep  lay  emerald 

Wlioee  light  through  the  wave  wi 
« "Tis  Innisfail*— 'tis  Innisfail !" 

Rmgs  o'er  the  echomg  sea ; 
While,  binding  to  heaVn,  the 

That  home  of  the  brave  and  free. 


hul 


Then  tum'd  they  unto  the  Eastern  wwre. 

Where  now  their  Day-God's  eye 
A  look  of  such  suimy  omen  gave 

As  lighted  up  sea  and  sky. 
Nor  frown  was  seen  through  diy  or  na, 

Nor  tear  o'er  leaf  or  sod, 
When  firat  on  their  Isle  of  DeHiny 

Our  great  forefathea  trod. 


thoold  obtain  the  poesetiUw  o*  a  1 
was  Ireland,)  and  there  InhaUt**— J 

*  The  Islaad  of  Deatlny  one  of  the  i 
kad 


lefbe- 


IRISH  MELODIES. 


269 


^ 


THE  NIGHT  DANCE. 

BruxE  the  gay  haip !  we  the  moon  ii  on  high, 

And,  as  tnie  to  her  beam  as  the  tides  of  the  ocean, 
Toong  hearts  when  they  feel  the  soft  light  of  her 
eye. 
Obey  the  mute  call,  and  heaye  into  motion. 
Tlien,  sound  notes— the  gayest,  the  lightest. 

That  ever  tock  wing,  when  heay'n  look'd  bright- 
est! 

Again!  Again! 
Oh !  oonld  such  heart-stiiring  mnsic  be  heard 

In  that  City  of  Statues  described  by  romancen^ 
So  wak'ning  its  speU,  even  stone  would  be  stizr'd. 
And  statnes  themselves  all  start  into  dancers! 

Why  then  delay,  with  such  sounds  in  our  ears. 

And  the  flower  of  Beauty's  own  garden  before  US| — 
While  Stan  overhead  leave  the  song  of  their  spheres. 

And  list'ning  to  ours,  hang  wondering  o'er  us  7 
Again,  that  strain ! — ^to  hear  it  thus  sounding 

Might  set  even  Death's  cold  pulses  bounding — 
Again!  Agam! 
/  h,  what  delight  when  the  youthful  and  gay, 

Each  with  eye  like  a  sunbeam  and  foot  like  a 
feather. 
Thus  dance,  like  the  Horns  to  the  music  of  May, 

And  mingle  sweet  song  and  sunshme  together ! 


THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  OF  MIRTH. 

Thku  are  sounds  of  mirth  in  the  night-air  ringing. 

And  lamps  from  every  casement  shown ; 
While  voices  blithe  within  are  singing. 

That  seem  to  say  "  Come,"  in  every  tone. 
Ah !  once  how  lij^t,  in  Life's  young  season, 

My  heart  had  leap'd  at  that  sweet  lay ; 
Nor  paused  to  ask  of  greybeard  Reascm 

SbouU  I  the  syren  call  obey. 

And,  see    the  lamps  stiD  livelier  glitter, 

The  syren  lips  move  fondly  sound ; 
No,  seek,  ye  nymphi,  some  victhn  fitter 

To  sink  fai  your  rosy  bondage  bound. 


>T1m  BaeUBf  Stoass  of  the  Draidt,  10010  of  which  ao 
tees  Is  Sbls  to  didodtBikom  tlMir  itatioBik 

«  *  Ths  IshsWf  ats  ctAtnaman  are  rtUl  peisnaded  that, 
la  a  deer  day,  they  eaa  ass  ftom  tUi  eoaat  Hy  Bryiail,  or 


Shall  a  bard,  whom  not  the  worid  in  anns 
Could  bend  to  tyranny's  rude  control. 

Thus  quail,  at  sight  of  woman's  fthnmnM, 
And  yield  to  a  smile  his  freebom  soul  7 

Thus  sung  the  sage,  while,  slyly  stealing. 

The  nymphs  their  fettexs  around  him  cast. 
And,— their  laughing  eyes,  the  while,  concealingr- 

Led  IVeedom's  Bard  theur  dave  at  last 
For  the  Poet's  heart,  still  prone  to  loving. 

Was  like  that  rock  of  the  Druid  race,' 
Which  the  gentlest  touch  at  once  set  moving. 

But  all  earth's  power  couldn't  cast  from  its  base. 


OH!  ARRANMORE,  LOVED  ARRANMC&E. 

Oh  !  Arranmore,  loved  Arranmore, 

How  oft  I  dream  of  thee, 
And  of  those  days  when,  by  thy  shore, 

I  wander'd  young  and  free. 
Full  many  a  path  I've  tried,  since  then 

Through  pleasure's  flowery  maze. 
But  ne'er  could  find  the  bliss  again 

1  felt  m  those  sweet  days. 

How  blithe  upon  thy  breezy  cliffii 

At  sunny  mom  I've  stood, 
With  heart  as  bounding  as  the  skiffi 

That  danced  along  thy  flood  ; 
Or,  when  the  western  wave  grew  bright 

With  dayli^t's  parting  wing, 
Have  sought  that  Eden  in  its  light 

Which  dreaming  poets  sing  ;* — 

That  Eden  where  th'  immortal  brave 

Dwell  m  a  land  serene, — 
Whose  bow'xB  beyond  the  shming  wave. 

At  sunset,  oft  are  seen. 
Ah  dream  too  full  of  sadd'ning  truth ! 

Those  mansions  o'er  the  mam 
Are  like  the  hopes  I  built  in  youth^« 

As  sunny  and  as  vain ! 


the  Enchanted  bland,  the  Faradiie  of  t)|^ 
coneeniinf  wtakh  they  relate  a  nnmb^  q^ 


''**^*^ 
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LAY  HIS  SWORD  BY  HIS  SIDE. 

Lay  hm  Bword  by  his  side,'  it  hath  served  him  too 
well 

Not  to  rest  near  his  piUow  below ; 
To  the  last  moment  true,  fiom*hii  hand  ere  it  fell, 

Its  point  was  still  tum'd  to  a  flying  foe. 
Fellow-lab*rexB  in  life,  let  them  slumber  in  death. 

Side  by  side,  as  becomes  the  reposing  brave, — 
That  sword  which  he  loved  still  unbroke  in  its  sheath. 

And  himself  unsubdued  m  his  grave. 

Yet  pause — ^for,  in  fancy,  a  still  voice  I  hear. 

As  if  breathed  from  his  brave  heart's  remains ; — 
Faint  echo  of  that  which,  in  Slavery's  ear, 

Once  sounded  the  war-word,  <<  Bunt  your  chains !" 
And  it  cries,  from  the  grave  where  the  hero  lies  deep, 

<*  Tho*  the  day  of  your  Chieftain  forever  hath  set, 
'*  O  leave  not  his  sword  thus  inglorious  to  deep,— 

"  It  hath  victory's  life  in  it  yet  I 

"  Should  some  alien,  unworthy  such  weapon  to  wieldi 

**  Dare  to  touch  thee,  my  own  gaUant  sword, 
**  Then  rest  in  thy  sheath,  like  a  talkman  seal'd, 

**  Or  return  to  the  grave  of  thy  chainless  lord. 
*<But,  if  grsip'd  by  a  hand  that  hath  leam'd  the 
proud  use 

**  Of  a  falchion,  like  thee,  on  the  battle-plain, — 
".Then,  at  Liberty's  summonii,  like  lightnmg  let  loose, 

** Leap  forth  from  thy  dark  sheath  again!" 


OH,  COULD  WE  DO  WITH  THIS  yORLD 
OF  OURS. 

Oh,  could  we  do  with  this  world  of  ours 
As  thou  dost  with  thy  garden  bowers. 
Reject  the  weeds  and  keep  the  flowers. 

What  a  heaven  on  earth  we'd  make  it ! 
So  bright  a  dwelling  should  be  our  own. 
So  warranted  free  from  sigh  or  frown, 
That  angels  soon  would  be  coming  down. 

By  the  week  or  month  to  take  it 

>  It  wu  the  cnstoiii  of  the  ancleot  Irish,  in  Uie  manner  of 
the  Scythians,  to  bury  the  fkvorite  swords  of  their  heroes 
along  with  them. 

•  The  Palace  of  Fin  Hac-Camhal  (the  nngal  of  Mae- 
pbenoa)  la  Lelnster.  It  was  built  on  the  top  of  the  hill, 
wkkh  has  letalned  fiPoai  theaee  the  name  of  the  Hill  of  Allen, 


Like  those  gay  flies  that  wing  through  air, 
And  in  themselves  a  lustre  bear, 
A  stock  of  light,  still  ready  there. 

Whenever  they  wish  to  use  it ; 
So,  in  this  world  I'd  make  for  thee. 
Our  hearts  should  all  like  fire-flies  be, 
And  the  flash  of  wit  or  poesy 

tfreak  forth  whenever  we  choose  it 

While  ev'ry  joy  that  glads  our  sphere 
Hath  still  some  shadow  hoVring  near. 
In  this  new  world  of  oms,  my  dear. 

Such  shadows  will  all  be  omitted  >— 
Unless  they're  like  that  graceful  one. 
Which,  when  thou'it  dancing  in  the  wan, 
Still  near  thee,  leaves  a  charm  upon 

Each  spot  where  it  hath  flitted ! 


THE  WINE-CUP  IS  CIRCUNO. 

Tms  wine-cup  is  circling  in  Almhm's  hall,* 
And  its  Chief,  'mid  his  heroes  reclining. 
Looks  up,  with  a  sigh,  to  the  tnqihied  wall. 
Where  his  sword  hangs  idly  shining 

When,  hark !  that  shout 

From  the  vale  without,— 
*'  Arm  ye  quick,  the  Dane,  the  Dane  is  nigh  T 

Ev'ry  Chief  starts  up 

From  his  foaming  cup. 
And  «  To  battle,  to  batUe !"  is  the  Rniaii's  oy. 

The  mmstrels  have  seoed  their  haips  of  gold. 

And  they  sing  such  tiirilling  numbersr— 
TiB  like  the  voice  of  the  Brave,  of  old. 
Breaking  forth  from  their  place  of  dumben ! 
Spear  to  buckler  rang. 
As  the  minstrels  sang. 
And  the  Sun-burst*  o'er  them  floated  wide ; 
While  rememb'ring  the  yoke 
Which  their  fathers  broke, 
"  On  for  liberty,  for  liberty!"  the  Finiau  cried. 

like  clouds  of  the  night  the  Northmen  came. 

O'er  the  valley  of  Almhm  lowerinji^ ; 
Whilo  onward  moved,  in  the  light  of  its  fkme. 

That  banner  of  Erin,  towering. 

in  the  county  of  Kildare.   The  Flnlant,  or  FsbU,  wen  th 
celebrated  National  Militia  of  Iralaad,  which  this  Chief 
commanded.   The  introduction  of  the  Daass  In  the  above 
song  is  an  anachronism  common  to  BBOstof  die  Flnlaa  aai 
Ossiank  legends. 
*  The  name  given  to  the  baaasr  of  die 
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With  the  mbigliBgiboek 

Though  the  sea,  where'  thoa  embaikest. 

Rung  diff  and  rocky 

Ofien  now  a  friendly  shore. 

While,  rank  on  rank,  the  mTadeia  die: 

light  may  come  where  all  looks  darkest, 

And  the  ihoat,  that  lart 

Hope  hath  life,  when  life  seems  o'er 

O'er  the  dying  paM'd, 

And,  of  those  past  ages  dreammg. 

Waa««  Victory!  victory .»"— the  Fmian'i  cry. 

When  glory  dcck'd  thy  brow. 

Oft  I  fondly  think,  though  seeming 

So  fall'n  and  clouded  now. 

None  so  bright,  so  blest  as  thou ! 

THE  DREAM  OF  THOSE  DAYa 

Tm  dream  of  thoae  dayi  when  fint  I  anng  thee  is 

o^er. 
Thy  tmunph  hath  itainM  the  charm  thy  borowb 

/ 

SILENCE  IS  IN  OUR  FESTAL  HALLS.> 

then  wore; 

And  ev'n  of  the  light  which  Qope  once  shed  o*er 

SuJWCE  is  in  our  festal  halls, — 

thy  chaina» 

Sweet  Son  of  Song !  thy  coum  is  o'er ; 

*  Ahwy  not  a  gleam  to  grace  thy  freedom  remains. 

In  vain  on  thee  sad  Erin  calls. 

Her  minstrel's  voice  responds  no  more  \ — 

Say,  if  it  that  davery  sunk  ao  deep  in  thy  heart, 

All  sUent  as  th'  EoUan  sheU 

That  itm  the  dark  brand  ki  there,  though  chainlesB 

Sleeps  at  the  close  of  some  bright  day. 

thoaart; 

When  the  sweet  breeze,  that  waked  its  swell 

And  Freedom's  sweet  fruit,  for  which  thy  spirit  long 

At  sunny  morn,  hath  died  away. 

bumM, 

Now,  leaehmg  at  last  thy  lip,  to  ashes  hath  tum'd? 

Yet,  at  our  feasts,  thy  spirit  long, 

Awaked  by  music's  spell,  shall  rise ; 

Up  Liberty's  steep  by  Troth  and  Eloquence  led. 

For,  name  so  link*d  with  deathless  song 

With  eyes  on  her  temple  fix'd,  how  proud  was  thy 

Partakes  its  charm  and  never  dies: 

tread! 

And  ev'n  within  the  holy  fane. 

AM^better  thoa  ne'er  hadst  lired  that  summit  to 

When  music  wafts  the  soul  to  heaven. 

8*«n»  , 

One  thought  to  him,  whose  eariiest  strain 

Or  died  in  the  porch,  than  thus  dishonor  the  fane. 

Was  echoed  there,  shall  long  be  given. 

But,  whereis  now  the  cheerful  day. 
The  sodal  night,  when,  by  thy  side. 

He,  who  now  weaves  this  parting  lay, 

HisjinicsB  voice  with  Uiine  allied ; 
And  Jfkg  those  songs  whose  every  tone. 

FROM  THIS  HOUR  THE  PLEDGE  IS 

GIVEN. 

When  bard  and  minstrel  long  have  past. 

Shall  still,  in  sweetness  all  their  own. 

FiOM  this  hour  the  pledge  is  given, 

Embalm'd  by  fame,  undying  last 

From  this  hour  my  soul  is  thine : 

Come  what  will,  from  earth  or  heaven, 

Yes,  Erin,  thine  alone  the  fame^— 

Weal  or  wo,  thy  fate  be  mine. 

Or,  if  thy  bard  have  shared  the  crown, 

From  thee  the  borrow'd  glory  came, 

None  dued  thy  rights  to  spurn ; 

And  at  thy  feet  is  now  laid  down 

And  if  now  they're  false  and  fly  thee. 

Enough,  if  Freedom  still  inspire 

Shan  I,  too,  basely  turn? 

His  latest  song,  and  stUl  there  be. 

Ko'^whate'er  the  fires  that  try  thee. 

As  evening  closes  round  his  lyre,                             \ 

la  the  same  this  heart  shaU  bum. 

One  ray  upon  its  chords  from  tHe^ 

1  ftb  bsfdly  neeMnry,  ptrhaiM,  to  iaflinn  the  rMtder. 

to  the  memory  of  an  old  and  valued  cot  *e^.»w.>fik^^"^ 

*M  ihMs  Uaas  are  BMBt  •■  a  Mtals  or  lineen  flrtoDdililp 

372 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


APPENDIX: 

COMTAXMIM* 

THE  ADVERTISEMENTS 

OEIOnfALLT  nxrtXSD  TO  TH^  DIFrKKBNT  ffUMBKU, 

▲ITD 

THE  PREFATORY  LETTER  ON  IRISH  MUSIC. 

ADVERTISEMENT 
nsnxso 

TO  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  NUMBERS. 

PowKR  takes  the  liberty  of  announcing  to  the 
Public  a  Work  which  has  long  been  a  Desideratum 
in  thii  country.  Though  the  beauties  Of  the  Na- 
tional Muric  of  Ireland  have  been  very  generally 
felt  and  acknowledged,  yet  it  has  happened,  through 
the  want  of  appropriate  English  wordi,  and  of  the 
arrangement  necenary  to  adapt  them  to  the  voice, 
that  man/  of  the  most  excellent  compoeitiona  have 
hitherto  remained  m  obecurity.  It  is  intended, 
therefore,  to  form  a  Collection  of  the  best  Original 
Irish  Melodies,  with  characteristic  Symphonies  and 
Accompaniments;  and  with  Words  containing,  as 
frequently  as  possible,  allusions  to  the  mannen  and 
history  of  the  country.  Sir  John  Stevenson  has 
very  kindly  consented  to  undertake  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  Airs ;  and  the  lovers  of  Simple  National 
Music  may  rest  secure,  that,  m  such  tasteful  hands, 
the  native  charms  of  the  original  melody  will  not  be 
sacrificed  to  the  ostentation  of  science.  ' 

In  the  Poetical  Part,  Power  has  had  promises  of 
assistance  from  several  distinguished  Literary  Char- 
acters ;  particularly  from  Mr.  Moore,  whose  lyrical 
talent  is  so  peculiarly  suited  to  such  a  task,  and 
whose  zeal  m  the  undertaking  will  be  best  under- 
stood from  the  following  Extract  of  a  Letter  which 
he  has  addressed  to  Sir  John  Stevenson  on  the 
subject: — 

*<  I  feel  very  anxious  that  a  work  of  this  kind 
should  be  undertaken.  We  have  too  long  neglected 
the  only  talent  for  which  our  English  neighbors 
ever  deigned  to  allow  us  any  credit  Our  National 
Music  has  never  been  properly  collected;*  and, 
while  the  composers  of  the  Continent  have  en- 
riched their  Operas  and  Sonatas  with  melodies 
boROwed  from  Ireland, — ^very  often  without  even 
the  honesty  of  acknowledgment^ — ^we  have  left 
these  treasures,  in  a  great  degree,  unclaimed  and 


iTbe  writer 
thepobUe  ais 


when  he  made  thii  aisertloB,  that 
to  Mr.  BoBtinc  for  a  very  valnafato 


fugitive.  Thus  our  Airs,  like  too  many  of  our 
countrymen,  have,  for  want  of  protection  at  home, 
passed  into  the  service  of  foreigners.  But  we  are 
come,  I  hope,  to  a  better  period  of  both  Politics 
and  Music ;  and  how  much  they  are  connected,  in 
Ireland,  at  leait,  appears  too  plamly  in  the  tone  of 
sorrow  and  depression  which  characterizes  most  of 
our  early  Songs. 

"  The  task  which  you  propose  to  mo,  of  adapt- 
ing words  to  these  airs,  is  by  no  means  easy.  The 
Poet  who  would  follow  the  various  sentiments 
which  they  express,  must  feel  and  understand  that 
rapid  fluctuation  of  spirits,  that  unaccountable  mix- 
ture of  gloom  and  levity,  which  composes  the 
character  of  my  countrymen,  and  has  deeply  tinged 
their  Music.  Even  in  their  Uveliest  strains  we 
find  some  melancholy  note  intrude^  some  minor 
Third  or  flat  Seventh, — ^which  throws  its  shade  as 
it  passes,  and  makes  even  mirth  interesting.  If 
Bums  had  been  an  Irishman,  (and  I  would  willmgly 
give  up  all  our  claims  upon  Ossian  for  him,)  his 
heart  would  have  been  proud  of  such  music,  and  his 
genius  would  have  made  it  immortaL 

**  Another  difficulty  (which  is,  however,  purely 
mechanical)  arises  from  the  irregular  structure  of 
many  of  those  airs,  and  the  lawless  kind  of  metre 
which  it  wiU  in  consequence  be  necessary  to  adapt 
to  them.  In  these  instances  the  Poet  must  write, 
not  to  the  eye,  but  to  the  ear ;  and  must  be  content 
to  have  his  verses  of  that  description  which  Cicero 
mentions,  *  Quae  n  eantu  spoliaveria  nmda  retmamehU 
oraiio,*  That  beautiful  Air,  *  The  Twisting  of  the 
Rope,'  which  has  all  the  romantic  character  of  liie 
Swiss  Ranx  dee  Vachee,  is  one  of  those  wild  and 
sentimental  rakes  which  it  wQl  not  be  very  easy  to 
tie  down  in  sober  wedlock  with  Poetry.  However, 
notwithstanding  all  these  difficulties,  and  the  very 
moderate  portion  of  talent  which  I  can  bting  to 
surmount  them,  the  design  appears  to  me  so  tndy 
National,  that  I  shall  feel  much  pieasuvs  in  fifiBf 
it  all  the  assistance  m  my  powei; 

''Leice$Ur$kir$,r^2BBn/' 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO  THE  THIRD  NUMBER 

In  presenting  the  Third  Number  of  this 
the  Public,  Power  begs  leave  to  oflbr  Us 


eoUeetlon  of  Irtth  Masie ;  aad  that  ths  patriodefsatasenOis 
OwensoB  has  beta  saapiofsd  upon  soBssofe»iasst  sirs 


wvdt  Is 
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IrndgBOMOM  ibr  the  Tery  libend  patronage  with  which 
it  has  been  honoied ;  and  to  ezprev  a  hope  that  the 
oaabated  seal  of  thoie  who  have  hitherto  ao  admi- 
laUy  coiidacted  it,  will  enable  him  to  continue  it 
tfaroogfa  many  future  Nomben  with  equal  ipirit, 
Taziety,  and  taste.  The  stock  of  popular  Melodies 
is  Ua  from  being  exhausted ;  and  there  is  stiU  in 
leserre  an  abundance  of  beautiful  Airs,  which  call 
upon  Mr.  Mooie,  in  the  language  he  so  well  under- 
stands, to  saTO  them  from  the  oblirion  to  which  they 
are  hastening. 

Power  respectfully  trusts  he  will  not  be  thought 
piesumptiioiis  fai  saying,  that  he  feels  proud,  as  an 
Irishman,  in  even  the  very  subordinate  share  which 
be  cam  claim,  in  promoting  a  Work  so  creditable  to 
the  talents  of  the  Country* — a  Work  which,  from 
the  quit  of  nationality  it  breathes,  will  do  more,  he 
is  convinced,  towank  liberalizing  the  feelings  of 
society,  and  producing  that  brotherhood  of  sentiment 
which  it  is  so  much  our  interest  to  cherish,  than 
eonld'ever  be  efiected  by  the  mere  arguments  of 
well-iiitsiitioiied  but  miinteresting  politicians. 


LETTER 

TO 

THB  M ABCHIONE88  DOWAGER  OF  DONEGAL, 

rasrusD  TO 

THE  THOU)  NUMBER. 

WmLB  the  pnbliriier  of  these  Melodies  very  prop- 
efly  inscribes  them  to  the  Nobility  and  Grentry  of 
Iieland  in  general,  I  have  much  pleasure  in  select- 
ing SMS  from  that  number,  to  whom  my  share  of 
the  Work  is  particularty  dedicated.  I  know  that, 
thoogfa  your  Ladyship  has  been  so  long  absent  from 
Ireland,  you  stiU  contmue  to  remember  it  well  and 
wannly* — that  you  have  not  snflfored  the  attractions 
of  English  society  to  produce,  like  the  taste  of  the 
kins,  any  fofgetfhlneos  of  your  own  country,  but 
that  even  the  humble  tribute  which  I  offer  derives 
iti  chief  claim  upon  your  mterest  and  sympathy 


^  A  phrase  whkh  oeem  la  a  Letter  ftooB  the  Eail  of  Det- 
■Qsd  to  the  Esri  of  OniKNid,  la  EUasbeth's  tUaB.^8eHnia 
Iters,  ss  <|DoCsd  by  CfUtjm 

*TImm  svs  some  pstifytof  seeaQBtt  of  the  gsllaatry  of 
ft«  Irtih  aaxiUaiies  la  **  The  coBBplete  History  of  the  Wan 
hSDodsad  wdsr  MoatRMe,**  (1600.)  See  psrtleakurly,  ibr 
ttsoaiaeteraa  IitohBaa  at  the  bsttto  of  Aberdeen,  chap.  vL 
|i«;  aad  Ibr  a  Mbate  to  the  brsfery  of  Colonel  O^Kyan, 
^vILSSb  ClaieadoaowBstbatthellsrqalflofMoatioee 
en  MiMsd  ftr  mneh  of  hto  ■hseatoos  soeesss  to  the 
sMIIsai  ef  Irtoh  heroes  ante 


fh>m  the  appeal  which  it  makes  to  your  patrioikm. 
Indeed,  absence,  however  fatal  to  some  affttctiaaa  of 
the  heart,  rather  tendi  to  strengthen  our  love  for  the 
land  where  we  were  bom;  and  Irelaud  is  tho 
country,  of  all  others,  which  an  exile  from  it  must 
remember  with  most  enthusiasm.  Thotn  few 
darker  and  less  amiable  traits  with  whioti  bigotry 
and  misrule  have  stained  her  character,  and  which 
are  too  apt  to  disgust  us  upon  a  nearer  int^rcotitBes 
become  at  a  distance  softened,  or  altogether  inviat- 
Ue.  Nothing  is  remembered  but  her  virtues  aud 
her  misfortunes, — the  zeal  with  which  she  has  ^U 
ways  loved  Uberty,  and  the  barbarous  policy  which 
has  always  withheld  it  from  her,— the  eiiao  with 
which  her  generous  spirit  might  be  concilint^dt  and 
the  cruel  ingenuity  which  has  been  exerted  to 
"  wring  her  into  undutifulness.'*' 

It  has  been  often  remarked,  and  still  oftcaer  felt, 
that  in  our  music  is  found  the  truest  of  all  com- 
ments upon  our  history.  The  tone  of  defiancp,  suc- 
ceeded by  the  languor  of  despondency, — a  bun^t  of 
turbulence  dying  away  mto  softness, — the  sorroYTa 
of  one  moment  lost  in  the  levity  of  the  next,— and 
all  that  romantic  mixture  of  mirth  and  eadiieae, 
which  is  naturally  produced  by  the  efibrts  of  a  Yivoly 
temperament  to  shake  off,  or  forget,  the  u^ioagB 
which  Ue  upon  it  Such  are  the  features  of  our 
history  and  character,  which  we  find  strongly  and 
faithfully  reflected  m  our  music ;  and  tiiere  are 
even  many  airs,  which  it  is  difficult  to  Listen  to, 
without  recalling  some  period  or  event  to  which  their 
expression  seems  applicable.  Sometimes^  for  in* 
stance,  when  the  strain  is  open  and  spirited,  y«t 
here  and  there  shaded  by  a  mournful  recollection, 
we  can  fancy  that  we  behold  the  brave  dlies  of 
Montrose,*  marohing  to  the  aid  of  the  royal  c&u«e, 
notwithstanding  all  the  perfidy  of  Chariee  and  hia 
ministers,  and  remembering  just  enough  of  pa^  suf- 
ferings to  enhance  the  generosity  of  their  pre-«ent 
sacrifice.  The  plamtive  melodies  of  Carolon  inkn 
us  back  to  the  times  in  which  he  lived,  when  oar 
poor  countrymen  were  driven  to  worship  ilmi  God 
in  caves,  or  to  quit  forever  the  land  of  their  bitth,^ — 
like  the  bird  that  abandons  the  nest  which  human 
touch  has  violated.  In  many  of  these  monrnful 
songs  we  seem  to  hear  the  last  farewell  of  the  exile/ 


*  The  asioclationt  of  the  Hiadn  motie,  thoogh  mope  obvt'- 
OBS  and  defined,  were  tu  lets  toochfaig  and  charutftiiUc 
They  divided  their  fongt  according  to  the  seaicinv  of  ihe 
year,  by  which  (layi  Sir  William  Jones)  **  they  wrie  sb|«  t* 
recall  the  meokory  of  aatnnmal  meniment,  at  th9  dote  of 
the  hsrrert,  orof  lepaiation  and  melancholy  dnriag  thflccild 
rooaths,"  ite^--^$iatU  7V«»Mct<M«,  vol.  iii.  oa  th«  MmVeal 
Modes  of  the  Hindos.— What  the  Abbe  da  Bos  snyi  df  the 
lymphooles  of  Lnlly,  may  be  asserted,  with  much  moie 
probability,  of  oar  bold  and  impsssloned  airs:«>'  EX\^  an- 
rateat  prodait  ds  ess  eflbts,  qoi  BOOS  parolsssAt  IkbbiQiix  dao» 
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minglhi^  regret  for  the  tios  which  he  leevft  at 
home,  with  sanguine  hopes  of  the  high  honors  that 
await  him  abroad, — snch  honors  as  were  won  on 
the  field  of  Fontenoy,  where  the  valor  of  Irish 
Catholics  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day,  and  extorted 
fVom  George  the  Second  that  memorable  exclama- 
tion, "  Cursed  be  the  laws  which  deprive  me  of  such 
subjects !" 

Though  much  has  been  said  of  the  antiquity  of 
our  music,  it  is  certain  that  our  finest  and  most 
popular  ain  are  modem ;  and  perhaps  we  may  look 
no  further  than  the  last  disgraceful  century  for  the 
origin  of  most  of  those  wild  and  melancholy  strains, 
which  were  at  once  the  offipring  and  solace  of  grief, 
and  were  applied  to  the  mind  as  music  was  formeriy 
'  to  the  body,  '<  decantare  loca  dolentia."  Mr.  Pin- 
kerton  is  of  opinion*  that  none  of  the  Scotch  popular 
aua  are  as  old  as  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury ;  and  though  musical  antiquaries  refer  us,  for 
some  of  our  melodies,  to  so  eariy  a  period  as  the 
fifth  century,  I  am  persuaded  that  there  are  few,  of 
a  eimlized  description,  (and  by  this  I  mean  to  ex- 
clude all  the  savage  Ceanans,  Cries,*  &c.,)  which 
can  claim  quite  so  ancient  a  date  as  Mr.  Pinkerton 
allows  to  the  Scotch.  But  music  is  not  the  only 
subject  upon  which  our  taste  for  antiquity  has  been 
rather  unreasonably  indulged ;  and,  however  hereti- 
cal it  may  be  to  dissent  from  these  romantic  specu- 
lations, I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  is  possible  to 
love  our  country  very  zealously,  and  to  feel  deeply 


le  r^dt  des  anciens,  si  on  lei  avdt  fkit  entendre  k  des 
hiHnmei  d*an  natural  anssl  vifque  los  Ath^nlena.** — RiJUz. 
iur  U  Prinluret  Alc  torn.  1.  sect  45. 

>  DissertaUon  prefixed  to  the  3d  volome  of  his  Scottish 
Ballads 

*  Of  which  some  genuine  specimens  may  be  found  at  the 
end  of  Ifr.  Walker's  Work  upon  the  Irish  bards.  Mr.  Bunt- 
inf  has  disfigured  his  last  splendid  volume  by  too  many  of 
these  barbarous  rhapsodies. 

*  See  Advertisement  to  the  Transactions  of  the  Gaelic  So- 
ciety of  Dublin. 

*  0*Hailoran,  vol.  1.  part  Iv.  chap.  vil. 

*  Id.  lb.  chap.  t1. 

*  It  Is  a'i»)  supposed,  but  with  as  little  proof,  that  they  un- 
derstood the  diesis,  or  enharmonic  Interval.— The  Greeks 
seem  to  have  formed  their  ears  to  this  delicate  gradation  of 
sound ;  and,  whatever  difficulties  or  objections  may  lie  In 
the  way  of  Its  practical  use,  we  must  agree  with  Mersenne, 
(Preludes  de  rilarmonie,  Quest  7,)  that  the  tkeoiy  of  Music 
would  be  imperfect  without  It  Even  In  practice,  too,  as 
Tosl,  among  others,  very  Justly  remarks,  (Observations  on 
Florid  SoDK,  chap.  I.  sect  IG,)  there  is  no  good  performer  on 
the  violin  who  does  not  make  a  sensible  difiference  between 
D  sharp  and  E  flat,  though,  fVom  the  Imperfection  of  the  In- 
strument, tbey  are  the  same  notes  upon  the  plano-lbrte. 
The  effect  of  modulation  by  enharmonic  tran^tlons  is  also 
very  striking  and  boautlftil. 

*  Tne  words  wouciXiu  and  Irspofuyta^  in  a  Passage  ofPlato, 
aad  MSM  expretsloas  of  Cicero,  in  Fragment  lib.  il.  de  Be- 

i  the  Abbe  Fragnier  to  maintain  that  the  aa- 


mterested  in  her  honor  and  happiness,  without  be> 
lieving  that  Irish  was  the  language  spoken  in  FBr»- 
dise,*  tliat  our  ancestors  were  kind  enough  to  take 
the  trouble  of  polishing  the  Greeks,^  or  that  Abuis, 
the  Hyperborean,  was  a  native  of  the  Noith  of 
Ireland.* 

By  some  of  these  zealous  antiquarians  it  has  been 
imagined  that  tlie  Irish  were  early  acquainted  with 
counter-point  f  and  they  endeavor  to  support  this 
conjecture  by  a  well-known  passage  in  Giraldm, 
where  he  dilates,  with  such  elaborate  praise,  upm 
the  beauties  of  our  national  minstrelsy.  Bat  the 
terms  of  this  eulogy  are  much  too  vagne,  too  defi- 
cient in  technical  accuracy,  to  prove  that  even 
Giraldus  himself  knew  any  thing  of  the  artifice  of 
coimter-point.  There  are  many  ezpreaiona  in  the 
Greek  and  Latin  writers  which  might  be  cited,  with 
much  more  plausibility,  to  prove  that  they  under* 
stood  the  arrangemei^  of  music  in  parts ;''  and  it  is 
in  general  now  conceded,  I  believe,  by  the  learned, 
that,  however  grand  and  pathetic  the  melody  of  the 
ancients  may  have  been,  it  was  reserved  for  the  in- 
genuity of  modem  Science  to  transmit  the  <*  light  of 
Song"  through  the  variegating  prism  of  Harmony. 

Indeed,  the  irregular  scale  of  the  eaify  Irish  (m 
which,  as  in  the  music  of  Scothmd,  the  interval  of 
the  fourth  was  wanting^  must  have  furnished 
but  wild  and  refractory  subjects  to  the  harmoniit 
It  was  only  when  the  invention  of  Guide  began  to 
be  known,  and  the  powers  of  the  baip^  were  en- 


dents  had  a  knowledge  of  eonnterpolBt  M.  ilarette,  boiT' 
ever,  has  answered  him,  I  think,  satlstkctorily.  (EniMB 
d*un  Passage  de  Platon,  In  the  3d  vol.  of  HIalolnde  TAced.) 
M.  Huet  Is  of  opinion,  (Pensees  Diverses,)  that  what  Gkoo 
says  of  the  music  of  the  spheres,  in  Us  dbeam  of  SclplOk  Is 
sufficient  to  prove  an  acquaintance  with  harmoay ;  bat  cat 
of  the  strongest  passages,  which  I  recollect,  la  fisvot  of  tWt 
supposition,  occurs  in  the  Treatise  (IL^  Kse^cov)  atirilNMd 
to  Aristotle— Movfftri}  Se  o{»(  ifiu  cat  fimp€ift  k.  t.\ 

*  Another  lawless  peculiarity  of  our  music  it  the  fkvqant 
occurrence  of  what  composers  call  cooseentlve  fifths ;  M 
this,  I  must  say,  Is  an  Irregularity  which  eaa  hardly  be  avoM- 
ed  by  persons  not  conversant  with  all  the  rules  of  eonporiHoa. 
If  I  uiay  venture,  indeed,  to  cite  my  own  wild  atMnptt  la 
this  way,  it  Is  a  fault  which  I  find  myself  conttBOaliy  eoM- 
mlttlng.and  which  haseven,attlmes,aniearadsoplcailariB 
my  ear,  that  I  have  surrendered  It  to  the  crtde  with  aoisiill 
relucuince.  May  there  not  be  a  little  pedantry  la  adherisg  too 
rigidly  to  this  rule  T— I  have  been  told  that  there  are  iastaacss 
in  Haydn,  of  an  imdlsgulsed  snceeesioa  of  fifths;  and  Mr. 
Shield,  In  his  Introduction  to  Harmoay,  seesM  tointlmilstist 
Handel  has  been  sometimes  guilty  of  the  saoM  IncfalaiMF* 

•  A  singular  oversight  oeenn  In  aa  Bsny  upon  tbt  Mh 
Harp,  by  Mr.  Beauford,  which  Is  Ineefted  in  the  AppaadtalB 
Walker's  Historieal  Memoirs  :>**  The  Iridi,  (says  ho^  ■>- 
cording  to  Bromton,  in  the  reign  of  Haaiy  IL  had  two  Hail 
of  Harps,  *  HIbemlcl  tamen  In  daobas  nasld  feaeils  bMn" 
■lentls,  quamvis  pneclpltem  et  velocem,  saavem  la  men  mpr 
candum :  the  one  greatly  bold  and  qnlcl^  the  other  seA  tfi 

E.*— Bow  a  BMB  of  Mr.  Beaelbid*i 
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tMitfcwml  ftringi,  that  oar  ain  can  be  sap- 
▼a  aammed  the  sweet  character  which 
at  preaent ;  and  while  the  Scotch  pevse- 
)  old  matilation  of  the  scale/  our  music 
degrees  more  amenable  to  the  laws  of 
id  oouiterpoint 

ofitmg,  howeyer,  by  the  improvements  of 
s,  oar  style  still  keeps  its  original  charac- 
rom  tbebr  refinements ;  and  though  Car- 
eaxs,  hMl  frequent  opportunities  of  hear* 
ks  ofWminiani  and  other  great  masters, 
ely  find  him  sacrificing  his  native  sim- 
ly  ambition  of  their  ornaments,  or  afiecta- 
r  science.  In  that  curious  composition, 
ed  hk  Concerto,  it  is  evident  that  he  la- 
itate  CoreUi ;  and  this  union  of  manners, 
imilar,  produces  the  same  kind  of  uneasy 
bieh  is  felt  at  a  mixture  of  difierent  styles 
tme.  In  general,  however,  the  artless 
music  has  preserved  itself  free  from  all 
reign  innovation  f  and  the  chief  corrup- 
ich  we  have  to  complain  arise  from  the 
trfoimance  of  our  own  itinerant  musicians, 
1,  too  frequently,  the  airs  are  noted  down^ 
1  by  their  tasteless  decorations,  and 
for  all  their  ignorant  anomalies.  Though 
itimes  impoesible  to  trace  the  onginol 
in  most  of  them, "  auri  per  ramos  aura 
the  pure  gold  of  the  melody  shines 
>  ungraceful  foliage  which  surrounds  it, 
most  delicate  and  difficult  duty  of  a 
to  endeavor,  by  retienching  these  m- 
erfluities,  and  collating  the  various  meth- 
fing  or  singing  each  air,  to  restore  the 
€  its  (anBf  and  the  chaste  simplicity  of  its 

gain  observe,  that  in  doubting  the  anti- 
ir  name,  my  skepticism  extends  but  to 
bed  specimens  of  the  art,  which  it  is 


mssnlng.  sod  mntllate  the  grammatical  con- 
bU  extract,  is  anacconntable.  The  following  is 
IS  I  find  It  entire  in  Bromton ;  and  it  reqnlres 
in  to  perceive  the  injustice  which  has  twen  done 
of  the  old  Chronicler : — **  Et  cam  Scotia,  hi^as 
tator  l3rri,  tympano  et  choro,  ac  Waliii^  citharA, 
B  Hibemiel  tamen  in  daobns  moslci  generis  In- 
mamwis  pr«c^'(m  et  velocewi,  ««av«M  tamen  et 
ifspat&s  SDodulls  et  Intricatis  notalls,  qgUhuU 
—Hist  Anglic.  Script,  page  1075.  I  should  not 
t  this  error  worth  remarking,  but  that  (he  eom- 
Mssertatkm  on  the  Harp,  prefixed  to  Mr.  B1ln^ 
ifk,  has  adopted  It  Implicitly, 
eh  lay  claim  to  some  of  onr  best  aIn,  hot  there 
iitt  a€  difierenee  between  their  melodies  and 
ud  formerly  the  same  passion  for  robbing  as  of 
nd  the  learned  Demptier  was  for  this  oflbnce 
Saint  Stealer.**  It  most  have  been  some  Irish- 
•e,  who,  by  way  of  reprisal,  gtole  Dempster's 


difficult  to  conceive  anterior  to  the  dawn  of  modem 
improvement ;  and  that  I  would  by  no  means  inval- 
idate the  claims  of  Ireland  to  as  eariy  a  rank  in  the 
annals  of  mhutrelsy,  as  the  most  zealous  antiquary 
may  be  mclined  to  allow  her.  In  addition,  indeed, 
to  the  power  which  music  must  always  have  pos- 
sessed over  the  minds  of  a  people  so  ardent  and  sus- 
ceptible, the  stimulus  of  persecution  was  not  want- 
ing to  quicken  our  taste  into  enthusiasm ;  the  charms 
of  song  were  ennobled  with  the  glories  of  martyrdom, 
and  the  acts  against  mmstrels,  in  the  reigns  of  Henry 
VIII.  and  Elizabeth,  were  as  successful,  I  doubt  not, 
in  making  my  countrymen  musicians,  as  the  penal 
laws  have  been  in  keeping  them  Catholics. 

With  respect  to  the  verses  which  I  have  written 
for  these  melodies,  as  they  are  mte^ded  rather  to 
be  sung  than  read,  I  can  answer  for  their  sound 
with  somewhat  more  confidence  than  for  their 
senqe.  Yet  it  would  be  afiectation  to  deny  that  I 
have  given  much  attention  to  the  task,  and  that  it 
is  not  through  any  want  of  zeal  or  industry,  if  I  un- 
fortunately disgrace  the  sweet  airs  of  my  country  by 
poetry  altogether  unworthy  of  their  taste,  their  en- 
orgy,  and  their  tenderness. 

Though  the  humble  nature  of  my  contributions 
to  this  work  may  exempt  them  from  the  rigors  of 
literary  criticism,  it  was  not  to  be  expected  that 
those  touches  of  political  feelmg,  those  tones  of 
national  complaint,  in  which  the  poetry  sometimes 
sympathizes  with  the  music,  would  be  sufficed  to 
pass  without  censure  or  alarm.  It  has  been  accord- 
mgly  said,  that  the  tendency  of  this  publication  is 
mischievous,^  and  that  I  have  chosen  these  ain  but 
as  a  vehicle  of  dangerous  politics^ — as  fair  and  pre- 
cious vessels,  (to  borrow  an  image  of  St  Augustine,*) 
from  which  the  wine  of  error  miglit  be  adminis- 
tered. To  those  who  identify  nationality  with 
treason,  and  who  see,  in  every  effi>rt  for  Ireland, 
a  system  of  hostility  towards  £2ngland« — ^to  those. 


boaatifbl  wifo  flrom  him  at  Plsa.F-8ee  this  anecdote  in  the 
Pinaeetkeea  of  Erythneas,  part  1.  page  35. 

t  Among  other  false  refinements  of  (be  art,  onr  masle 
(with  the  exception  perhaps  of  the  air  called  **  Mamma, 
Mamma,**  and  one  or  two  more  of  the  same  Indlcroos  de- 
scription) has  avoided  thatpneribt  mimicry  of  natural  noises, 
motions,  4tc.,  which  disgraces  so  often  the  works  of  even 
Handel  himself.  D*Alembert  onght  to  have  had  better  taste 
than  to  becoene  the  patron  of  this  Imitative  aflectatlonw— 
Dueottre  PrUimituure  de  P  KmejfelopUie.  The  reader  may 
find  some  good  remarks  on  the  sabjiBct  in  Avison  npon  Mu- 
sical Expression ;  a  work  which,  tho  igh  under  the  name  of 
Avison,  was  written,  it  Is  said,  by  Dr.  Brown. 

a  Virgil,  iEneld,  lib.  vl.  verse  904. 

*  See  Letters,  ander  the  signa tores  of  Timcns.  dec.  In  ^j^ 
Merwing  Pett^  Pilots  and  other  papers. 

*  **Non  accuse  verba,  quasi  vasa  electa  atque  pretto^; 
sed  visum  errurls  quod  cum  els  nobis  propliiat«ir.**-«i^  ^ 
Oonfoss.  chap.  xvl.  ^^* 
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too,  who,  ntined  in  the  gloom  of  pnjndice,  are 
alanned  by  the  faintest  gleam  of  liberality  that 
threatens  to  disturb  their  darkness, — like  that  Demo- 
phon  of  old,  who,  when  the  sun  shone  upon  him, 
shivered,' — to  such  men  I  shall  not  condescend  to 
ofier  an  apology  for  the  too  great  warmth  of  any 
political  sentiment  which  may  occur  in  the  course 
of  these  pages.  But  as  there  are  many,  among  the 
more  wise  and  tolerant,  who,  with  feeling  enough  to 
mourn  over  the  wrongs  of  their  country,  and  sense 
enough  to  perceive  all  the  danger  of  not  redressmg 
them,  may  yet  be  of  opinion  that  allusions,  in  the 
least  degree  inflammatory,  should  be  avoided  in  a 
publication  of  this  popular  description — I  beg  of  these 
respected  persons  to  believe,  that  there  is  no  one  who 
more  sincerely  deprecates  than  I  do,  any  appeal  to 
the  passions  of  an  ignorant  and  angry  multitude ; 
but  that  it  is  not  through  that  gross  and  inflammable 
region  of  society,  a  work  of  this  nature  could  ever 
have  been  intended  to  circulate.  It  looks  much 
higher  for  its  audience  and  readers^ — it  is  found 
upon  the  piano-fortes  of  the  rich  and  the  educa- 
tedy — of  those  who  can  affi>rd  to  have  their  na- 
tional zeal  a  little  stimulated,  without  exciting  much 
dread  of  the  excesses  into  which  it  may  hniry 
them ;  and  of  many  whose  nerves  may  be,  now  and 
then,  alarmed  with  advantage,  as  much  more  is  to 
be  gained  by  their  fean,  than  could  ever  be  expect- 
ed from  their  justice. 

Having  thus  adverted  to  the  principal  objection 
which  has  been  hitherto  made  to  the  poetical  part 
of  this  work,  allow  me  to  add  a  few  words  in  de- 
fence of  my  in^nious  coadjutor.  Sir  John  Steven- 
son, who  has  been  accused  of  having  spoiled  the 
simplicity  of  the  airs  by  the  chromatic  richness  of 
his  symphonies,  and  the  elaborate  variety  of  his 
harmonies.  We  might  cite  the  example  of  the 
admirable  Haydn,  who  has  qxnted  through  all  the 
mazes  of  musical  science,  in  his  arrangement  of 
the  simplest  Scottish  melodies;  but  it  appears  to 
me,  that  Sir  John  Stevenson  has  brought  to  this 
task  an  innate  and  national  feeling,  which  it  would 
be  vain  to  expect  from  a  foreigner,  however  tasteful 
or  judicious.  Through  many  of  his  own  composi- 
tions we  trace  a  vein  of  Irish  senUment,  which 
points  him  out  as  peculiariy  suited  to  catch  the 
spirit  of  his  country's  music ;  and,  far  from  agree- 
ing with  those  fastidious  critics  who  thmk  that  his 
symphonieB  have  nothing  kindred  with  the  aim 
which  they  introduce,  I  would  say  that,  on  the 
contrary,  they  resemble,  in  general,  those  illumi- 
nated initials  of  old  manuscripts,  which  are  of  the 


1  This  emUein  of  modern  bigou  was  head-batler  (rpairi- 
Coniot)  to  Alezaader  the  Great— Snct.  Empir.  Pfrrk. 
Mifpotk,Ub.l. 


same  character  with  the  writing  which  follow% 
though  more  highly  colored  and  more  cnrioosiy  or- 
namented. 

In  those  ain  which  he  has  arranged  for  voieei, 
his  skill  has  particulariy  distmguished  itself,  and, 
though  it  cannot  be  denied  that  a  single  melody 
most  naturally  expresses  the  langna^^  of  feeing 
and  pasBion,  yet  often,  when  a  favorite  ■train  has 
been  dismissed,  as  having  lost  its  charm  of  noivelty 
for  the  ear,  it  returns,  in  a  harmonized  dupe,  with 
new  claims  on  our  interest  andWtentioii ;  and  to 
those  who  study  the  delicate  artifices  of 
the  construction  of  the  inner  parts  of  then 
must  aflbrd,  I  think,  considerable 
Every  voice  has  an  air  to  itself,  a  flowmg 
sion  of  notes,  which  might  be  heard  with  pleasure, 
independently  of  the  rest ; — so  artfully  haa  the  har- 
monist (if  I  may  thus  express  it)  gavelied  jthe  md- 
ody,  distributing  an  equal  portion  of  Ha  sweetneos  to 
every  part. 

If  your  Ladyship's  love  of  Mnsic  were  not  well 
known  to  mo,  I  should  not  have  hazaided  k»  long 
a  letter  upon  the  subject ;  but  as,  probably,  I  may 
have  presumed  too  far  upon  yoor  partiality,  the 
best  revenge  you  now  can  take  is  to  write  me  just 
as  long  a  letter  upon  Fainting ;  and  I  pranuse  to 
attend  to  your  theory  of  the  art,  with  a  pleasure 
only  surpassed  by  that  which  I  have  m  (rflea  de- 
rived from  your  practice  of  it — ^May  the  mind 
which  such  talents  adorn,  continne  calm  aa  it  is 
bright,  and  happy  as  it  is  vhtnoos ! 

Believe  me,  your  Ladyship's 

Grateful  I^ieiid  and  Semat, 

Thuvab  BfoQU. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
TO   THE  FOURTH   NUMBER. 

This  Number  of  the  Melodies  ought  to  have  ap- 
peared much  eariier ;  and  the  writer  of  the  worii 
is  ashamed  to  confess,  that  the  delay  of  its  pubfici- 
tion  must  be  imputed  chiefly,  if  not  entirely,  to  him. 
He  finds  it  necessary  to  make  this  avowal,  not  only 
for  the  purpose  of  removing  all  blame  from  the  Pub- 
lisher, but  in  consequence  of  a  ramor  which  fais 
been  circulated  industriously  in  DnUin,  that  the 
Irish  Government  had  mterfered  to  prevent  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  Work. 

This  would  bo,  mdeed,  a  revhrai  of  Henzy  the 
Eighth's  enactments  agamst  MuMtrels,  and  it  m 
flattering  to  find  that  m  nradi  ■««f«»t«Ti^  is  al- 


IRISH  MELODIES. 


277 


Kir  compilatioii,  even  by  inch  pereons  ai 
n  of  the  report.  Bishop  Lowth,  it  is 
:  opinion,  that  one  song,  like  the  Hymn 
hu,  would  have  done  more  towards 
spirit  of  the  Romans,  than  all  the  Phi- 
/icero.  But  we  live  in  wiser  and  less 
es;  ballads  have  long  lost  their  revolu- 
ven,  and  we  question  if  even  a  ''  LiUi- 
ould  produce  any  very  serums  conse- 
present  It  is  needless,  therefore,  to  add, 
is  no  tmth  in  the  report ;  and  we  trust 
rer  belief  it  obtained  was  founded  more 
laracter  of  the  Owemment  than  of  the 

I  of  the  last  Number,  though  full  of  ori- 
1  beauty,  were,  in  general,  perhaps,  lOO 
ilected  to  become  all  at  once  as  popular 
ik,  they  deserve  to  be.  The  public  are 
reserved  towards  new  acquaintances  in 
this,  perhaps,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why 
em  compoeerB  introduce  none  but  old 
their  notice.    It  is,  indeed,  natural  that 

0  love  music  only  by  association,  should 
at  slow  in  feeling  the  charms  of  a  new 
)  melody ;  while  those,  on  the  other  hand, 

1  quick  sensibility  for  this  enchanting  art, 
irally  seek  and  enjoy  novelty,  because  in 
ty  of  strain  they  find  a  fresh  combination 
ind  the  sound  has  scarcely  reached  the 
the  heart  has  as  rapidly  rendered  it  into 
d  sentiment  After  all,  however,  it  can- 
ed that  the  most  popular  of  our  National 
» the  nuMt  beautiful ;  and  it  has  been  our 
9  present  Number,  to  select  from  those 
ily  which  have  long  been  listened  to  and 
The  least  known  in  the  collection  is  the 
joce*e  Young  Dream;"  but  it  will  be 
think,  one  of  those  easy  and  artless 
hose  merit  the  heart  mstantly  acknow- 


T.  M 


SLJamiM^t 
leil. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
O  THB  FIFTH   NUMBER. 

fair  to  those  who  take  an  mterest  m  this 
tate  thai  it  is  now  very  near  its  termi- 


Iftsse  Is  Scvrams  DMluk^  which  I  have  been 
r  withheld  ftom  felectlng  by  the  diffidence  I  Teel 
poD  the  same  graand  with  Mr.  Campbell,  whose 
vdt  to  this  fine  Air  hava  taken  too  ttrong  pos- 


nation,  and  that  the  Sixth  Nomber,  which  riiafl 
speedily  appear,  will,  most  probably,  be  the  last  of 
the  series.  Three  volumes  will  then  have  been 
completed,  according  to  the  original  plan,  and  the 
Plroprietors  desire  me  to  say  that  a  Ust  of  Sub- 
scribers will  be  published  with  the  concluding 
Number. 

It  is  not  so  much,  I  must  add,  from  a  want  of 
materials,  and  still  *ess  from  any  abatement  of 
zeal,  or  mdustry,  that  we  have  adopted  the  resolu- 
tion of  bringing  our  task  to  a  close ;  but  we  feel 
so  proud,  still  more  for  our  countrjr's  sake  than 
our  own,  of  the  general  mterest  which  this  purely 
Irish  Work  has  excited,  and  so  anxious  lest  a  par- 
ticle of  that  interest  should  be  lost  by  too  long  a 
protraction  of  its  existence,  that  we  thinlc  it  wiser 
to  take  away  the  cup  from  the  lip,  while  its  flavor 
is  yet,  we  trust,  fresh  and  sweet,  than  to  risk  any 
further  trial  of  the  charm,  or  give  so  /nuch  as  not 
to  leave  some  virish  for  mete  In  speaking  thus,  I 
allude  entirely  to  the  Aus,  which  are,  of  course, 
the  main  attraction  of  these  Volumes ;  and  though 
we  have  still  a  great  many  popular  and  delightful 
Melodies  to  produce,*  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
we  should  soon  experience  considerable  difficulty 
in  equalling  the  richness  and  novelty  of  the  earlier 
numbers,  for  which,  as  we  had  the  choice  of  all 
before  us,  we  naturally  selected  only  the  most  rare 
and  beautifuL  The  Poetry,  too,  would  be  sure  to 
sympathize  with  the  decline  of  the  Music;  and, 
however  feebly  my  words  have  kept  pace  with  the 
excellence  of  the  Airs,  they  would  follow  iheit  fall- 
ing offf  I  fear,  with  wonderful  alacrity.  Both  pride 
and  prudence,  therefore,  counsel  us  to  come  to  a 
close,  while  yet  our  Work  is,  we  believe,  flourishmg 
and  attractive,  and  thus,  in  the  imperial  attitude, 
"  Mtantee  mori"  before  we  incur  the  charge  either 
of  altering  for  the  worse,  or,  what  is  equally  impar- 
donaUe,  continumg  too  long  the  same. 

We  beg  to  say,  however,  that  it  is  only  in  the 
event  of  our  failing  to  find  Airs  as  good  as  most 
of  those  we  have  given,  that  we  mean  thus  to  an- 
ticipate the  natural  period  of  dissolution,  (like 
those  Indians  who,  when  their  relatives  become 
worn  out,  put  them  to  death ;)  and  they  who  are 
desirous  of  retarding  this  Eutlianasia  of  the  Irish 
Melodies,  cannot  better  eSed  their  wish  than  by 
contributing  to  our  collection, — ^not  what  are  called 
curious  Airs,  for  we  have  abundance  of  such,  and 
they  are,  in  general,  only  curious, — bat  any  real 
sweet  and  expressive  Songs  of  our  Coontiy,  which 


session  of  all  ears  sad  hearts,  fbr  me  to  think  of  following  Vn 
his  foototeps  with  any  laccets.  I  suppose,  however,  aa  a 
naatter  of  duty,  I  asntt  attempt  the  star  Ibr  our  next  i^tigi- 
bcr. 
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their  hftiufa* 

X  BL 


APITERTISEMENT 
TO  TBS  SIXTH  NU¥B1B. 

Th  [ruMiHhm  llih  ninli  n \ in  the  Fablb  u 

otir  la^liWld  \iA&Bg  MdkNi  Ui  th«  Inah  Harp  foreirer, 
W6  aball  DOl  umror  macy  OomfidenUy  for  the  0tii;iigtb 
of  our  molnboti,  om  feel  quite  iure  that  it  may  not 
turn  out  to  bo  <mo  of  tho0«  eleninl  farewelto  whieh  a 
javer  takes  occmnimaUy  of  his  miMieaa,  merely  to  en- 
hanca^  p«riiapo,  the  pjeamfo  of  their  next  meetii^. 
Our  only  motlre,  rndtted^  Ibf  diacoiitttioiiig  the  Work 
was  a  fear  that  otir  tfwnna  weins  neof^y  exhaufltcdt 
and  a  jiatural  unwUUii^eA  to  djeocend  to  the  galh- 
eriag  of  iDOfio  leed^pead,  after  tha  realty  pr«cloui 
gi^ms  it  has  bean  oar  Eat  to  stiiiig  together.  The 
aiLuouQcement,  boworerr  of  Ihiv  wlentiont  m  our 
Fifth  Numberi  Has  excited  &  degree  of  uuiitj  in 
the  lov«t>  of  Iikh  MimIc,  not  ouly  pteamit  md  fla^ 
tenng,  btit  higfaty  uaqTid  to  ua ;  for  Oie  vartofu  &m* 
tribuitioiiii  we  have  received  'm  coiuequcfiDe,  have 
emiched  our  coUectioa  wttti  bo  many  eh^e  and 
beantiM  AJiii  that  thoold  we  edhere  to  oni  prevent 
raaolution  of  pubUshing  no  moie,  tt  would  certainly 
fumieh  an  tiutaiice  oS  forbearance  unexampled  In  the 
history  of  poeti  and  musaclaLka.  To  one  gentleman 
in  paiiif^olar,  who  hu  been  for  many  yeam  resident 
in  Englandf  but  who  btu  not  forgot^  among  his  va- 
noos  pqnnutif  either  the  language  or  tlie  meiodieo  of 
hk  native  countiy,  we  beg  to  o^r  our  best  thanka 
for  tike  many  mtereBting  commuiiicationi  with  which 
he  has  /avored  hl  We  trust  that  neither  ho  nor 
any  other  of  our  kind  firSends  will  relax  in  thoee  ef* 
fortH  hy  wineb  we  have  been  ao  considerably  oavidcd ; 
foTf  though  our  work  ma*t  now  be  looked  upon  as 
defuncti  yet^^-ni  Eeaumur  found  out  the  art  of  m&^ 
king  the  {oeada  nag  after  it  was  dead-^t  ia  just  poi- 
a&hie  that  wo  may,  some  time  or  other^  try  a  smilar 
oxperimeiit  npou  the  Iri^  Melodi«di 

T,  M. 

Mmrek,  J8IS. 


I  Dai3  getitleBua,  ia.  paj^cnlar,  whose  duds  I  iholl  fl»I 
IwppV  la  beiag  Billowed  (d  tQentloiv  hmi  a&l  onjf  hhI  Hi 
nearVy  fitfty  aocjeat  atn^  bat  h&t  coramanlcAtBd  diaiit  curt- 
osi  fmgnwals  of  Irish  pattry.  hJidtome  iiii£re>itlJi|  trmliUoiii 


TO  THV   eSTSHTH  KUMB£:E, 

Has  I  Odonilled  vmij  my  own  judgment,  ihk 
Woe)e  would  not  have  extended  beyond  the  &x. 
Nmnbera  alrei^dy  published  {  which  conlmin  the  flow* 
<ltj  perhape^  of  our  nutirfunl  niftodies,  and  have  now 
Mtlwned  a  rank  in  public  ihvoft  of  n^hich  I  would 
not  wHUn^y  risk  the  forfeiture,  by  de^nerating^  in 
any  way,  from  these  merits  that  werfi  its  mmt»~ 
Wbaterer  treasures  of  our  mimn  wpre  ^U  m  nwrr^^ 
(and  it  will  be  os^i  I  tniBtj  Uiat  they  are  rtnon«!«ious 
and  TaluahlOt)  I  would  gladly  have  kft  to  future 
poeta  to  glean,  and,  with  the  ritual  words  "  tihi 
ti^do/*  would  have  deliToied  up  the  torch  into  olbef 
hands,  before  it  had  lost  much  of  its  light  in  my 
But  the  call  for  a  continuance  of  the  wozk  has  heen^. 
aa  I  undezatand  from  the  Fablistier,  »  funeral,  and' 
we  have  receired  so  many  contrtbutiona  of  old  and 
boautif ul  eir«»^ — the  suppre^iton  of  whicht  for  Ute  rn- 
hancoment  of  those  we  have  published,  would  t4w 
much  reeembie  the  poUoy  of  the  Dutch  in  baming 
their  spieeSr^^-that  I  have  been  pazsnad^rd^  thoogtt 
not  withoQt  much  diffidonce  in  my  iPuccesSf  le  com* 
meuoe  a  new  series  otf  the  Irish  Mek>die&. 

T.  «* 


il 


Dm>ICATl0N 

TO 

THH  H^CEIQNSSS  Or  HEAI^^OST, 


TO  THE  TEZTTH  ItUIIUm* 

It  is  with  a  ptenjfure,  not  unmixed  with  melan- 
choly, til  at  I  dedicate  the  last  Nomber  of  the  [n^ 
Melodies  to  your  Ladyship ;  nor  can  I  bare  taj 
doubt  that  the  feehngs  with  which  ^"ou  receive  ib« 
tribute  will  be  oftlie  same  mingled  and  saddened  tcob 
To  youi— whO|  though  but  httk  beyond  tlie  sesun 
of  childhood  when  the  eartier  numhezs  of  titis  wefk 
appeared, -—lent  the  aid  of  your  beautirut  TokVt 
and,  even  then,  exqniaie  feeling  for  niusic,  to  tbt 
happy  circta  who  mel,  to  sing  thom  together^  undff 
your  fathe/s  roof,  the  gmtiBcation^  whatever  il  miy 
be»  which  this  hiunble  offering  hringSv  cannot  b> 
otherwise  than  darkened  by  the  moumAil  reflec^kfff 


coTTvat  jn  Iha  cooalir  Wbe/e  he 
ikelches  of  the  romimtlc  leeoery  to  which  thiy  nAs;  i^ 
waichi  (koogb  too  Iste  fijt  the  pr^ivnt  Ninnbeff  ^^  f 
Infloiis  icrrtce  10  ai  ts  the  pnwccmioa  of  our  tai% 
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the  Toicefl,  which  then  joined  with 
lent  in  deatli ! 

ithout  hope  that,  as  far  as  regaids 
^Miit  of  the  Melodies,  you  will  find 
rtion  of  the  work  not  unworthy  of 
)ded  it  The  Sixteen  Aim  of  which 
ind  the  Supplement  consiits,  have 
om  the  immense  mass  of  Irish  music, 
for  years  past  accumulatmg  in  my 
vua  from  a  desire  to  include  all  that 
worthy  of  preservation,  that  the  four 


supplementary  songs,  which  fbllow  this  Tenth  Num- 
ber, have  been  added. 

Trustmg  that  I  may  yet  again,  m  remembrance 
of  old  times,  hear  our  voices  together  in  some  of  the 
harmonized  airs  of  this  Volume,  I  have  the  honor  to 
subscribe  myself. 

Your  Ladyship's 

faithfhl  IViend  and  Servant, 
•  Thomas  Moou. 
SUpmrUn  CttUgt, 
Jiray,1834. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

'.  believe,  who  says, "  natur&  ad  modo9 
1  the  abundance  of  wild,  indigenous 
lost  every  country,  except  England, 
■iently  proves  the  truth  of  his  aaeer- 
iB  of  this  simple,  but  interesting  kind 
lere  presented  with  the  first  number 
which,  I  trust,  their  contributions  will 
Dntinue.  A  pretty  air  without  words 
f  those  half  creatures  of  Plato,  which 
as  wandering  in  search  of  the  re- 
Qselves  through  the  world.  To  supply 
by  uniting  with  congenial  words  the 
melodies  which  have  hitlierto  had 
'  rach  as  are  unintelligible  to  the 
leir  hearers, — ^is  the  object  and  am- 
resent  work.  Neither  is  it  our  inten- 
ourselves  to  what  are  strictly  called 
lies,  but,  wherever  we  meet  with  any 
beautiful  air,  to  which  poetry  has  not 

worthy  home,  we  shall  venture  to 
etiray  swan,  and  enrich  our  humUe 
h  its  song. 

•  •  •  • 

T  M. 
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A  TEMPLE  TO  FRIENDSH    P.« 

(SpAKitH  Aia.; 

"  A  Temple  to  Friendship,"  said  Laura,  enchanted, 

«  ril  build  in  this  gazden,— the  thought  is  dhrine!" 
Her  temple  was  built,  and  she  now  only  wanted 

An  image  of  Friendship  to  place  on  the  shrine. 
She  flew  to  a  sculptor,  who  set  down  before  her 

A  Friendriiip,  the  fairest  his  art  could  invent ; 
But  so  cold  and  so  dull,  that  the  youthful  adorer 

Saw  plainly  this  was  not  the  idol  she  meant 

"  Oh !   never,"  she  cried,  « could  I  thmk  of  en- 
shrining 
"  An  nnage,  whose  looks  are  so  joyless  and  dim ; — 
"  But  yon  little  god,  upon  roses  reclining, 
<*  We'll  make,  if  yon  please,  Sir,  a  Friendship  of 
him." 
So  the  bargain  was  struck ;  with  the  little  god  laden 

She  joyfully  flew  to  her  shrine  in  the  grove : 
"  Farewell,"  said  the  sculptor,  «  you're  not  the  first 
maiden 
«  Who  came  bat  ftr  Friendship  and  took  away 
Love." 


iThethonght  li  taken  floa  a  bobs  by  Ls  Prlsv,  mIM 
•'LaBtatasdsrAinilM.*' 
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FLOW  ON,  THOU  SHINING  RIVEJL 

SO  WARMLY  WE  MET. 

(POKTUOUBSB  AlK.) 

(HUH«AR1A1I  AUL) 

So  warmly  we  met  and  so  fondly  we  parted, 

But,  ere  thou  reach  the  sea, 

That  which  was  the  sweeter  eVn  I  could  not 

Seek  ElIa*B  bower,  and  give  her 

ten,— 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o*or  thee. 

That  fiiBt  look  of  welcome  her  sunny  eyes  darted. 

And  tell  her  tlius,  if  she'll  be  mine, 

Or  that  tear  of  passion,  which  Uesii'd  our  &re- 

The  current  of  our  lives  shall  be, 

weU. 

With  joys  along  their  course  to  shme, 

To  meet  was  t,  heaven,  and  to  part  thus  another^— 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee. 

Our  joy  and  our  sorrow  seem'd  rivals  in  bliss ; 

Oh  !  Cupid's  two  eyes  are  not  liker  each  other 

But  if,  in  wand*ring  thither, 

In  smiles  and  m  tcore,  khan  that  moment  to  this. 

Thou  find'st  she  mocks  my  prayer, 

Then  leave  those  wreaths  to  wither 

The   first  was  like  daybreak,  new,  sodden,  deli- 

Upon the  cold  bank  there  ; 

cious, — 

And  tell  her  thus,  when  youth  is  o'er. 

Her  lone  and  loveless  charms  shall  be 

The  last  like  the  farewell  of  daylight,  more  pfedoos, 

Thrown  by  upon  life's  weedy  shore. 

More  glowing  and  deep,  as  'tis  nearer  its  set 

like  those  sweet  flowers  from  thee. 

Our  meeting,  thougli  happy,  was  tinged  by  a  sonow 

To  think  that  such  happiness  could  not  remain ; 

While  our  parting,  though  sod,  gave  a  hope  that  to- 

morrow              • 
Would  bring  back  the  bleas'd  hour  of  meetmg 

again. 

ALL  THATS  BRIGHT  MUST  TADR 

(IXDIAX  AlK.) 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,— 

The  brightest  still  tlie  fleetest ; 

THOSE  EVENING  BELLS. 

AH  that's  sweet  was  made, 

(Aia.— The  Bills  or  St.  PcriESBuasM.) 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest 

StarB  that  shine  and  fall  ;— 

Those  evening  beUs !  those  evening  beOs ! 

The  flower  that  drops  in  springing  ;— 

How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells. 

These,  alas !  are  types  of  all 

Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time. 

To  which  our  hearts  are  clinging. 

When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  cfahne. 

All  that's  bright  must  fade,— 

The  brightest  stiU  the  fleetest , 

Those  joyous  houn  are  paai^d  away ; 

AH  that's  sweet  was  made 

And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay, 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest ! 

Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dweUs, 

And  hears  no  more  those  eveniug  beUa 

Who  would  seek  or  prize 

Deliglits  that  end  in  aching? 

And  so  'twin  be  when  I  am  gone ; 

Who  would  trust  to  Ues 

That  tuneful  peal  win  stiU  ring  on. 

That  every  hour  are  breaking? 

While  other  bards  shaU  waUi  thsM  deOs, 

Better  far  to  be 

In  ntter  darkness  lying, 

Than  to  be  Uess'd  with  light  and  see 

That  light  forever  flying. 

An  that's  bright  must  fade,— 

The  brightest  still  the  fleetest ; 

An  that's  sweet  was  made 

But  to  be  lost  when  sweetest! 
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LD  THOSE  FOND  HOPES. 

(PoKTUoustB  Air.) 

fond  hopes  e*er  foxsake  thee,' 
80  iweetly  thy  heart  employ ; 
Id  world  come  to  wake  thee 
y  Tinons  of  youth  and  joy ; 
ray  friends,  for  whom  thou  wouldst 

Qce  thought  thy  young  heart  his  own, 

I  birds,  falsely  vanish, 

hy  winter  unheeded  and  lone ; — 

that  he  thou  hast  slighted 

e  to  cheer  thee,  when  all  seem*d  o'er ; 

.nt,  lost  and  blighted, 

is  bosom  be  taken  once  more. 

r  bird  we  both  can  remember, 

I  while  summer  shone  round, 

illM  by  Ueak  December, 

shold  a  welcome  still  found. 


N,  FOLLY,  AND  BEAUTY. 

(Italian  Aia.) 

Polly,  and  Beauty,  they  say, 

rty  of  pleasure  one  day : 

f  play'd 

md  the  maid, 

lis  cap  rung  merrily  out ; 

le  Reason  took 

lis  sermon-book — 

as  the  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt, 

.e  pleasanter  no  one  need  doubt 

likes  to  be  thought  very  sage, 

Qoment  to  Reason's  dull  page, 

Folly  said, 

tok  here,  sweet  moid !" — 

lis  cap  brought  her  back  to  herself; 

le  Reason  read 

leaves  of  lead, 

JO  mind  him,  poor  sensible  elf! 

u>  mind  him,  poor  senii')le  elf! 

grew  jealous  of  Folly's  gay  cap ; 
m,  he  her  heart  might  entrap— 

I  of  the  many  iaitancea  amoDg  my  lyrical 
I  the  abova,  it  miut  be  owned,  Is  an  eitreme 


"  There  it  is,*» 

Quoth  Folly,  «  old  quiz !" 
(Folly  was  always  good-natured,  'tis  said,) 

"  Under  the  sun 

«  There's  no  such  fim, 
"  As  Reason  with  my  cap  and  beDs  on  his  head, 
*<  Reason  with  my  cap  and  bells  on  his  head !" 

But  Reason  the  head-dress  so  awkwardly  wore, 
That  Beauty  now  liked  him  still  less  than  before ; 

While  FoUy  took 

Old  Reason's  book. 
And  twisted  the  leaves  in  a  cap  of  such  ton. 

That  Beauty  vow'd 

(Though  not  aloud,) 
She  liked  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own, 
Yes, — ^liked  bun  still  better  m  that  than  his  own. 


FARE  THEE  WELL,  THOU  LOVELY  ONE ! 

(SiciLXAM  Axa.) 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love'e  sweet  life  is  o'er. 
Thy  words,  whate'er  their  flatt'ring  spell. 

Could  scarce  have  thus  deceived ; 
But  eyes  that  acted  truth  so  well 

Were  sure  to  be  believed. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 

Yet  those  eyes  look  constant  still. 

True  as  stan  they  keep  their  light ; 
Still  those  cheeks  their  pledge  fulfil 

Of  blushing  always  bright 
'Tis  only  on  thy  changeful  heart 

The  blame  of  falsehood  lies ; 
Love  lives  in  every  other  part, 

But  there,  alas !  he  dies. 
Then,  fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one ! 

Lovely  still,  but  dear  no  more ; 
Once  his  soul  of  truth  is  gone, 

Love's  sweet  life  is  o'er. 


w,— where  the  metre  has  been  oseessavlly  taoVfiMd  ^ 
9  stnictars  of  the  air 
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DOST  THOU  REMEMBER. 

(POKTCOUBSB  An.) 

Doer  thoa  remember  that  place  ao  lonely, 
A  place  for  loyert,  and  Iototb  only, 

Where  finl  I  told  thee  all  my  secret  Bight? 
When,  88  the  moonbeam»  that  trembled  o*er  thee, 
Illumed  thy  Uaahes,  I  knelt  before  thee, 

And  read  my  hope's  sweet  triumph  in  those  eyes? 
Then,  then,  while  closely  heart  was  drawn  to  heart. 
Love  bound  us — never,  never  more  to  part ! 

And  when  I  call'd  thee  by  names  the  dearest' 
That  love  could  fancy,  the  fondest,  nearest, — 

**  My  life,  my  only  life  !**  among  the  rest ; 
In  those  sweet  accents  that  still  enthral  me. 
Thou  saidst,  "  Ah !  wherefore  thy  life  thus  call  me  7 

"  Thy  soul,  thy  soul's  the  name  that  I  love  best ; 
**  For  life  soon  passes,— but  how  bless'd  to  be 
-  That  Soul  which  never,  never  parts  from  thee !" 


OH,  COME  TO  ME  WHEN  DAYLIGHT 

SETS. 

(VsirBTUjf  AxK.) 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me. 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

0*er  the  moonlight  sea. 
When  Mirth's  awake,  and  Love  begins. 

Beneath  that  glancing  ray. 
With  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins. 

To  steal  yonng  hearts  away. 
Then,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me, 
'  When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets 

O'er  the  moonlight  sea. 

Oh,  ihen's  the  hour  for  those  who  love, 

Sweet !  like  thee  and  me ; 
When  all's  so  cabn  below,  above. 

In  heav'n  and  o'er  the  sea. 
When  maidens  sing  sweet  barcaroOei^ 

And  Echo  sings  again 
So  sweet,  that  all  with  eais  and  souls 

Should  love  and  listen  then. 

1  The  thoucht  in  this  vme  it  borrowed  firom  the  odgtaal 
haiogasM  wottdt. 
•  BsitanUet,  sorts  ds  duuMom  ea  laagae  VteitieBiie^  qoe 


So,  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets ; 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me» 
When  smoothly  go  our  gondoleli 

O'er  the  moonlight  ssa 


OFT,  IN  THE  STILLY  NIGHT 

(ScoTca  Aul) 

Oft,  m  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bonnd  me, 
Fond  Memory  Imngs  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me ; 
The  smiles,  the  teari. 
Of  boyhood's  years. 
The  words  of  love  then  qwken ; 
The  eyes  that  shone,  * 

Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken ! 
Thus,  m  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  hath  bound  may 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  ibe. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  link'd  together, 
I've  seen  aroimd  me  fall. 
Like  leaves  m  wintry  weather ; 
I  feel  like  one. 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled. 
Whose  garland's  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed ! 
Thus,  m  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  Slumber's  chain  has  bound  xnef 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


HARK!  THE  VESPER  HYMN  IS  STl 
ING. 
(Russuv  AxB.) 

Hark!  the  vesper  hymn  is  stealing 
O'er  the  waten  soft  and  dear; 
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Natnr  yet  and  naarer  pMltng, 
And  now  bfuits  upon  the  ear: 
Jabilate,  Amen. 
Futber  now,  now  farther  atealing, 
Soft  it  fades  upon  the  ear : 
Jubdate,  Amen.       « 

Now,  l&e  moonlight  waves  retreating 

To  the  shore,  it  dies  along ; 
Now,  like  angry  soiges  meeting, 
Breaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song : 
Jobilate,  Amen. 
Hash !  again,  like  wayes,  retreating 
To  the  shoie,  it  dies  along : 
Jubilate,  Amen. 


LOVE  AND  HOPE. 

(Swut  Aia.) 

At  mom,  beside  yon  summer  sea, 
Young  Hope  and  Lore  reclined ; 

But  aearee  had  noontide  come,  when  ha 

Into  his  balk  leap*d  smilingly. 
And  left  poor  Hope  behind. 

**  I  go,"  said  Love,  "  to  sail  awhfle 

**  Across  this  sunny  main ;" 
And  then  so  sweet  his  parting  smile, 
That  Hope,  who  never  dr«am*d  of  guile, 

Betiered  he'd  come  again. 

She  fingered  there  till  evening's  beam 

Akmg  the  wateis  lay ; 
And  o'er  the  sands,  in  thoughtful  dream. 
Oft  tiaced  his  name,  which  still  the  stream 

As  often  wash'd  away. 

At  iMigth  a  saU  appeare  in  sight. 
And  tow'rd  the  maiden  moves! 

Tis  Wealth  that  comes,  and  gay  and  bright, 

Hii  golden  baik  reflects  the  light, 
Bwtah!  it  is  not  Love's. 


-'twas  Friendship  show'd 
Her  night-lamp  o'er  the  sea ; 

And  cafan  the  light  that  lamp  beiritow'd ; 

But  Love  had  ligfats  that  wanner  glow'd, 
And  where,  alas!  was  he? 

Now  £Mt  around  the  sea  and  shore 

Ni^  threw  her  daikling  eham ; 
The  sonny  saib  were  seen  no  morey 
Hope's  moniing  dreams  of  blia  weie  o'er^ 
Love  never  came  again. 


THERE  COMES  A  TIME. 

(GiaiiAN  Aia.) 

Thkrb  comes  a  time,  a  dreary  time. 

To  him  whose  heart  bath  flown 
O'er  all  the  fields  of  youth's  sweet  prime. 

And  made  each  flower  its  own. 
Tis  when  his  soul  must  fint  renounce 

Those  dreams  so  bright,  so  fond ; 
Oh !  then's  the  time  to  die  at  once, 

For  life  has  naught  beyond. 

When  sets  the  sun  on  A&ic's  shore. 

That  instant  all  is  night ; 
And  so  should  life  at  once  be  o'er. 

When  Love  withdraws  his  light  5 — 
Nor,  like  our  northern  day,  gleam  on 

Through  twilight's  dim  delay. 
The  cold  remains  of  lustre  gone. 

Of  fire  long  pase'd  away. 


MY  HARP  HAS  ONE  UNCHANGING 
THEME. 

(SwKDiiB  An.) 

Mr  harp  has  one  unchanging  theme. 

One  strain  that  still  comes  o'er 
Its  languid  chord,  as  'twere  a  dream 

Of  joy  that's  now  no  more. 
In  vain  I  try,  with  livelier  air. 

To  wake  the  breathing  string ; 
That  voice  of  other  times  is  there, 

And  saddens  all  I  sing. 

Breathe  on,  breathe  on,  thou  languid  stram. 

Henceforth  be  all  my  own  ; 
Though  thou  art  oft  80  full  of  pain 

Few  hearts  can  bear  thy  tone. 
Yet  oft  thou'rt  sweet,  as  if  the  sigh. 

The  breath  that  Pleasure's  wings 
Gave  out,  when  last  they  wanton'd  by. 

Were  still  upon  thy  strings. 


OH,  NO-NOT  EVN  WHEN  FIRST  WE 
LOVED. 

(Caihmbeiaii  An.) 

Oh,  no— 4iot  ev'n  when  firrt  we  loved, 
Weit  thou  as  dear  as  now  thou  art ; 
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.  Common  Sense  went  on, 

But  now  thy  virtuee  bind  my  heart 

Many  wise  things  saying ; 

What  waa  but  Faflrion'a  aigh  before, 

While  the  light  that  shone 

Haa  aince  been  tumM  to  Reaaon's  tow  ; 

Soon  set  Genius  straying 

And,  though  I  then  might  love  thee  more, 

One  his  eye  ne'er  raised 

Trust  me,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

From  the  path  before  him ; 

Tother  idly  gazed 

Although  my  heart  in  earlier  youth 

On  each  night-cloud  o'er  him 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire, 

WhUe  I  touch  the  strings  Ae. 

Believe  me,  it  haa  gain'd  in  truth 

Much  more  than  it  haa  lost  in  fire. 

So  they  came,  at  last. 

The  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core, 

To  a  shady  river ; 

That  then  but  sparkled  o'er  my  brow, 

Common  Sense  soon  paai^d. 

And,  though  I  seem'd  to  love  thee  more. 

Safe,  as  he  doth  ever ; 

Yet,  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 

While  the  boy,  whose  look 

Was  in  Heaven  that  minute. 

Never  saw  the  brook. 

But  tumbled  headlong  in  it  I 

WhUe  I  touch  the  string,  &e. 

PEACE  BE  AROUND  THEE. 

How  the  Wise  One  smQed, 

(Scotch  Aia.^ 

When  safe  o'er  the  torrent. 

At  that  youth,  so  wild. 

Pbaoe  be  around  thee,  wherever  thou  revest ; 

Dripping  from  the  current ! 

May  life  be  for  thee  one  summer's  day, 

Sense  went  home  to  bed ; 

And  aU  that  thou  wishest,  and  all  that  thou  loveat, 

Genius,  left  to  shiver 

Come  smiling  around  thy  sunny  way ! 

On  the  bank,  'tis  said. 

If  sorrow  e'er  this  cahn  should  break. 

Died  of  that  cold  river! 

May  even  thy  tears  paas  off  so  lightly. 

While  I  touch  the  string,  &o 

like  spring-showeis,  they'll  only  make 

The  smiles  that  follow  shine  more  brightly 
May  Time,  who  sheds  his  blight  o'er  all, 

And  daily  dooms  some  joy  to  death, 
O'er  thee  let  years  so  genUy  faU, 

THEN,  FARE  THEE  WELL. 

They  shall  not  crush  one  flower  beneath 

(Old  Ehoush  An.) 

As  half  m  shade  and  half  in  sun 
This  world  along  its  path  advances, 

May  that  side  the  sun's  upon 
Be  aU  that  e'er  shall  meet  thy  glancea! 

Th«n,  fare  thee  well,  my  own  dear  lot 

This  world  has  now  for  as 
No  greater  grief,  no  pain  above 

The  pain  of  parting  thus, 

Dear  love ! 

The  pain  of  parting  thu& 

Had  we  but  known,  since  first  we  mal 

COMMON  SENSE  AND  GENIUS 

Some  few  short  hours  of  bliss. 

(Frmch  Aia.) 

We  might,  in  numb'ring  them,  fbiget 

The  deep,  deep  pain  of  this^ 

WrauE  I  touch  the  string, 

Dear  love! 

Wreath  my  brows  with  laurel. 

The  deep,  deep  pam  of  thi& 

For  the  tale  I  sing 

Has,  for  once,  a  moraL 

But  no,  alas,  we've  never  seen 

Common  Sense,  one  night. 

One  glimpse  of  pleasure's  ray. 

Though  not  used  to  gambols, 

But  still  there  came  some  cloud  betwM 

And  chased  it  aU  away; 

With  Genius,  on  his  rambles. 

Dear  love! 

While  I  touch  the  string,  dui. 

And  chased  it  aU  away 
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Tec,  •f^eonld  thoM  ad  i 

Fur  dearer  to  my  heart 
Were  boon  of  grief,  together  paH^d,# 

Than  yean  of  mirth  apart. 
Dear  love! 

Tlian  yean  of  mirth  apart. 

FbreweU!  our  hope  waa  bom  in  ibari, 
And  nmaed  'mid  Tain  regrets; 

like  winter  anne,  it  raie  in  tean, 
like  them  in  tean  it  eete, 

Deartove! 
like  them  in  tean  it  eeti. 


GAYLY  SOUNDS  THE  CASTANET 

(MixTssB  An.) 

Oatlt  Boandi  the  castanet, 

Beating  time  to  bounding  feet, 
When,  after  daylight'e  golden  set, 

Maida  and  youths  by  moonlight  meet 
Oh,  then,  how  iweet  to  move 

Throogh  all  that  maze  of  mirth, 
Led  by  light  from  eyee  we  love 

Beyond  all  eyee  on  earth. 

Tlien,  the  joyotv  banquet  spread 

On  the  oool  and  fragrant  ground. 
With  heaVn's  bright  sparklen  overhead. 

And  still  brighter  sparkling  round. 
Oh,  then,  how  sweet  to  say 

Into  some  loved  one's  ear, 
Hioiigfats  reserved  through  many  a  day 

To  be  thus  whi^r'd  here. 

When  the  dance  and  feast  are  done. 

Aim  in  arm  as  home  we  stray, 
How  sweet  to  see  the  dawning  sun 

O^er  her  cheek's  warm  blushes  play ! 
Then,  too,  the  farewell  kiss — 

The  words,  whose  parting  tone 
Lingen  still  in  dreams  of  bliss. 

That  hannt  young  hearts  alone. 


LOVE  IS  A  HUNTER-BOT. 

(LjurovKDOcxAM  An) 

Lots  is  a  hunter-boy. 

Who  makes  young  hearts  his  prey ; 
And,  hi  his  nets  of  joy. 

Ensnares  them  night  and  day. 


In  vain  conceal'd  they  lie^ 
Love  tracks  them  everywhere ; 

In  vain  aloft  they  fly — 
Love  shoots  them  flying  there. 

But  'tis  his  joy  most  sweet. 

At  eariy  dawn  to  trace 
The  print  of  Beauty's  feet. 

And  give  the  tremUer  chase. 
And  if,  through  virgin  snow. 

He  tracks  her  footsteps  fair. 
How  sweet  for  Love  to  know 

None  went  before  him  there. 


COME,  CHASE  THAT  STARTING  TEAR 
AWAY. 

(FasNCB  Aia.) 

CoMX,  chase  that  starting  tear  away, 

Ere  mine  to  meet  it  springs ; 
To-night,  at  least,  to-night  be  gay, 

Whate'er  to-morrow  bringa 
Like  sunset  gleams,  that  linger  late 

When  all  is  dark'ning  fast. 
Are  houn  like  these  we  snatch  from  Fate— 

The  brightest,  and  the  last 
Then,  chase  that  starting  tear,  &o 

To  gild  the  deep'ning  gloom,  if  Heaven 

But  one  bright  hour  allow, 
Oh,  think  that  one  bright  hour  is  given 

In  all  its  splendor,  now. 
Let's  live  it  out — then  sink  in  night, 

like  waves  that  from  the  shore 
One  minute  swell,  are  touch'd  with  light. 

Then  lost  for  evermore ! 
Come,  chase  that  starting  tear,  dec 


JOYS  OF  YOUTH,  HOW  FLEETING! 

(PORTUOUBtS  Aia.) 

Wmsr^aiKoe,  heard  by  wakeful  maids. 
To  whom  the  night-stan  guide  us ; 
Stolen  walks  through  moonlight  s\^des, 
With  those  we  love  beside  or 
Hearts  beating, 
At  meeting ; 
Tean  starting. 
At  parting; 
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Oh,  sweet  yonth,  how  soon  it  fades! 

This  gariand  he  now  wean  night  and  dsy ; 

Sweet  joys  of  yoath,  how  fleeting ! 

And,  though  it  all  sonny  appean 

With  niksunt'^  own  light,  each  leaf,  they  say. 

Wand'rings  far  away  from  home, 

StUI  tastes  oi  the  Fountain  of  Tewi 

With  life  all  new  before  us ; 

Greetings  warm,  when  home  we  come, 
From  hearts  whose  prayeis  watch'd  o*er  ns. 

Tears  starting, 

At  parting ; 

SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  BE  OUR  SPORT  TO- 

Hearts  beating. 

DAY? 

At  meeting ; 

Oh,  sweet  youth,  how  lost  on  some ! 

(SiauAM  Aia.) 

To  some,  how  bright  and  fleeting ! 

Sat,  what  shall  be  our  sport  to-day? 

There's  nothing  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 

Too  bright,  too  high,  too  wild,  too  gay. 

For  spirits  like  mine  to  dare ! 

HEAR  ME  BUT  ONCE. 

'Tis  like  the  returning  bloom 
Of  those  days,  alas,  gone  by, 

(Frkxch  Air.) 

When  I  loved,  each  hour— I  scarce  knew  whsm^ 

And  was  blessM — ^I  scarce  knew  why. 

Hear  me  but  once,  while  o*er  the  grave. 

In  which  our  Love  lies  cold  and  dead, 

Ay — those  were  days  when  life  had  wingi^ 

I  count  each  flattering  hope  he  gave 

And  flew,  oh,  flew  so  wild  a  height, 

Of  joys,  now  lost,  and  charms  now  fled. 

That,  like  the  lark  which  sunward  upimgh 

'Twas  giddy  with  too  much  light 

Who  could  have  thought  the  smile  he  wore, 

And,  though  of  some  plumes  bereft. 

When  first  we  met,  would  fade  away? 

With  that  sun,  too,  nearly  set, 

Or  that  a  chill  would  e*er  come  o'er 

I've  enough  of  light  and  wing  still  left 

Those  eyes  so  bright  through  many  a  day? 

For  a  few  gay  soarings  yet 

Hear  me  but  once,  &c 

WHEN  LOVE  WAS  A  CHILD. 

BRIGHT  BE  THY  DREA1I& 

(8wKD»B  Aia.) 

(Wblih  Aza.) 

When  Love  was  a  child,  and  went  idlmg  round, 

Bright  be  thy  dreams— may  all  thy  weeping 

'Mong  flowers,  the  whole  summer's  day, 

Turn  into  smiles  while  thou  art  sleeping. 

One  mom  in  the  valley  a  bower  he  found, 

So  sweet,  it  allured  hun  to  stay. 

The  friends,  who  in  thy  spring-time  knew  thte. 

All,  thou  hast  ever  priied  or  loved. 

0*erhead,  from  the  trees,  hung  a  gaiiand  lhir» 

In  dreams  come  smiling  to  thee ! 

A  fountain  ran  darkly  beneath ; — 

'Twas  Pleasure  had  hung  up  the  flow'rets  there ; 

There  may  the  child,  whose  love  lay  deepest. 

Love  knew  it,  and  jump*d  at  the  wreath. 

Dearest  of  all,  come  while  thoa  sleepeat ; 

Still  as  she  waa— no  charm  f(Ngot— 

But  Love  didn't  know — and,  at  hi*  weak  years. 

No  lustre  lost  that  life  bad  given ; 

What  urchin  was  likely  to  know? — 

Or,  if  ohangedi  but  changed  to  what 

That  Sorrow  had  made  of  her  own  salt  team 

Thonlt  find  her  yet  in  Heaven! 

The  fountain  that  murmured  below. 

He  caught  at  the  wreath — but  with  too  much  haste, 
As  boys  when  impatient  will  do- 

lt fell  in  those  waters  of  briny  taste. 
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And,  though  we  find  no  tresmre  there. 

OO,  THEN— TIS  YATN. 

We  Uess  the  rose  that  shines  so  fair. 

(SiciLiAJi  Aim.) 

O'er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light. 

Go»  then— 'tis  Tain  to  hover 

We  Crystal-Hunters  speed  along ; 

Thns  immd  a  hope  that's  dead; 

While  rocks  and  caves. 

At  length  my  dzeam  is  over ; 

And  icy  waves, 

Twas  sweet— 'twas  false— 'tis  fled ! 

Each  mstant  echo  to  our  song. 

FaieweD !  since  naught  it  mores  thee, 

Soeh  troth  as  mine  to  see- 

Some  one,  who  far  less  loves  thee, 

Perhaps  more  Uess'd  wiU  he. 

ROW  GENTLY  HERE 

Farewell,  sweet  eyes,  whose  brightness 

New  life  around  me  shed ; 

(VsiixTiAM  An.) 

Farewefl,  false  heart,  whoee  lightness 

Row  gently  here. 

Now  leaves  me  death  instead. 

Go,  now,  those  charms  surrender 

My  gondolier, 

To  some  new  lover's  sigh — 

One  who,  thon^  far  less  tender, 

May  be  more  bless'd  than  L 

So  softly  wake  the  tide. 
That  not  an  ear. 
On  earth,  may  hear, 

But  hers  to  whom  we  glide. 

Had  Heaven  but  tongues  to  speak,  as  well 

As  starry  eyes  to  see, 

Oh,  thmk  what  tales  'twould  have  to  tell 

Of  wandering  youths  like  me ! 

.  THE  CRYSTAL-HUNTERS 

Now  rest  thee  here. 

(BwiiB  Aia.) 

My  gondolier ; 

(Vke  mountains  bright 
With  snow  and  light, 

While  rocks  and  caves. 

Hush,  hush,  for  up  I  go, 

To  climb  yon  light 

Balcony's  height, 
WhUe  thou  keep'st  watch  below. 
Ah !  did  we  take  for  Heaven  above 

And  icy  waves. 
Each  instant  echo  to  our  song ; 
And,  when  we  meet  with  store  of  gems, 

But  half  such  pains  as  we 
Take,  day  and  night,  for  woman's  love. 
What  Angels  we  should  be ! 

O'er  mountains  bright 

With  snow  and  light. 

While  grots  and  caves. 

OH,  DAYS  OF  YOUTH. 

And  icy  waves, 

(FasMcn  Aib.) 

Each  nistant  echo  to  our  song. 

Oh,  days  of  youth  and  joy,  long  clouded. 

Not  half  so  oft  the  lover  dreams 

Why  thus  forever  haunt  my  view? 

Of  qmddes  from  his  lady's  eyes. 

When  in  the  grave  your  light  lay  shrouded. 

Why  did  not  Memory  die  there  too  7 

That  ten  where  deep  the  crystal  lies ; 

Vainly  doth  Hope  her  stnun  now  sing  me. 

Though,  next  to  crystal,  we  too  grant, 

Telling  of  joys  that  yet  remain-^ 

That  ladie^  eyes  nuiy  most  enchant 

No,  never  more  can  this  life  bring  me 

O'er  mrwintams  bright,  &«. 

One  joy  that  equals  youth's  sweet  pjun. 

Sometimes,  when  on  the  Alpine  vm 

Dim  lies  the  way  iq  death  before  me. 

The  goidok  sonseC  leayes  its  lay, 

So  like  a  gem  the  flow',^  ^owi. 

Sunshine  of  youth  I  that  once  fell  o*er  me,              ] 

We  thither  bend  our  Aaiidlong  way ; 

Where  is  your  warmth,  your  glory  now  1             1 
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*TiM  boi  th«i  then  no  pain  oonM  «t'uig  um  } 
Tis  not  tbut  now  no  jojs  inmam ; 

Ohi  ^  that  life  dCi  more  can  bring  CM 
Do*  joy  «o  iwesl  w  thaX  wotA  p«liu 


FIHST  THAT  SMUJl 
CTumut  Am.) 


Long  fMut  «f  low,  fli' oilm  ud  pan  del^^tft 
Se«n*d  fei  tetMSifr  t«  p«n  befbt«  m«^ 

Ne*eir  did  te  pnHBt  drmim  of  samiujeT  tkkm. 
Of  gt^lden  frnitt  tnd  bturesta  Bprisgiogt 

Whh  foDder  bope  Ihiux  I  of  tha«e  pweet  eje»i 
And  ftf  tbe  joj  tlteir  light  wu  bnngiug, 

Whene  now  lift)  siH  thoro  fondl/  promjfted  boanT 

Ab  I  womita^a  faith  \a  lik<»  ber  bng^hUit]»-» 
Fsjling  oa  faM  lu  ralnbowvi  of  daj-flioweii^ 

Ot  augbt  tbaCfl  known  for  gra^e  ^d  lighCaes, 
Short  flfl  the  PeiBiim'e  pFayeT}  at  doeo  of  d&y, 

Should  bo  each  tow  of  Love'a  repeating  ; 
Quick  lot  him  wofahlp  B«aut}r^fi  precious  t&j^- 

Bt«ii  wbll«  b^  lai0$bb  tbia  my  ii  d««tiiif  S 


PEACE  TO  THE  SLUMFRERS! 
(0AT4unnA«  AiK,) 

p£4€K  In  ih9  iluinh*f«i«  £ 
Tboy  tie  on  tbo  bsttb^plaiQ, 

With  no  ■bmud  to  cover  them ; 
The  dbw  and  tlie  summor  run 

Afo  aU  that  weep  orer  them. 
F«iio«  to  the  ilumVfvcsl 

Vain  was  their  brar^ry  !— 
Tbo  faUen  oak  liea  where  ft  laj 

A<iitMi  the  wmtry  tiTer ; 
But  bravo  hearts,  once  swept  awajj 

An  foaor  a1^*  foTfifer. 

¥aht  wai  their  bmv^  1 

Wo  to  tbo  conq^ror  1 

Our  limbi  BhaU  llo  w  oold  e«  theoa 
Of  whom  Mb  vword  beioft  op, 

Eie  wo  for]get  tbo  deep  aman 
Of  vengeimce  they  hate  Idl  vm  I 
Wo  to  the  c<mq*ror  I 


WHEH  THOU  SHALT 


Whev  tboit  abali  winder  by  that  eweet  light 
W«  oied  to  gme  on  ao  many  an  ev«, 

Wben  love  was  now  and  bopo  wav  bdghit, 
Ere  I  could  doubt  or  thoa  deceive— 

Oht  th«ini  remembering  how  Swift  went  by 

Tbo«e  hours  of  traofliwrtj  eren  t Aov  mayitt  ttgjh* 

Yoit  proud  ODO I  oron  thy  hb^ri  may  own 
T%^lav«  bke  osniraafar  tooAWfiH 

To  bo»  Vita  maomm  f/mamiMt  thrown 
Aiide,  when  pa^A  Hw mumifet^a  h^ai; 

And  wirii  In  vain  to  know  again 

Sncb  dnya,  auch  o%|ita,  ai  Mm^A  l^m  Itak 


WHOXL  BUT  MV  LOfftnmEBI 

(PiMTtiainaB  Ata.) 

HfmtJtt  tat«,  his  lovo-knota  filing, 
Q&Td  at  many  a  maiden^  dweliing,       # 
None  could  doubt,  wbo  nw  or  know  lliem, 
Hymen*s  call  we^  welcome  to  tbem. 

"  Wbo*U  buy  mj  love-knota  ? 

**  WboTJ  buy  my  Wo-knots  T 
Boon  as  that  swcwt  cry  resounded* 
How  bis  baskets  wore  auntofondsd  I 

Haids,  who  now  fiivt  cbe«m'd  of  txyfa^ 
These  gay  knots  of  Hymen's  tpng; 
Dames,  who  long  had  aat  to  wnteb  him 
Paflnng  by^  but  naW  could  Caleb  bim; 

"  Who*II  boy  my  loTo-tnoto? 

*' WboH  boy  my  loro-knotsr^ 
All  at  that  sweet  cry  aas^mbled ; 
Some  langb^dt  aomo  bluah'd,  and  some  trembled 

"  Hero  are  knotaf**  said  Hymon,  takli^ 
Some  looso  floweni  *'  of  Loro's  <IW]L 
"  Here  are  gold  ones^^yon  may  tnat  h 
(ThQee,  of  coui«e,  fooud  ready  cnriosnj 

"  Come,  buy  my  toTe*knots ! 

'*  Comoj  buy  my  lore-knots ! 
**  Some  are  labellM  *  Koots  to  tie  man — 
"  LoT«  the  loaker — Bocigbt  of  Hymefit* " 

Scarce  their  t^rgninB  were  completed, 
When  tbo  nymphs  all  cried,  "  Wo*ro  oh«ildlI 
"  See  these  Sowers — they^fti  drtxjping  mM^  | 
"  Tbk  gold-knot^  too,  ti«e  but  badly--. 
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o  Who'd  bay  fiieli  lore-kiioteT 

Then  fisteo,  maidi,  eome  fisteo,  while 

«  Who'd  bay  looii  loTv-^MCiiT 

Toor  needle's  tadL  yon  ply ; 

"  Even  thk  tie,  with  Lore's  name  roand  ifc— 

At  what  I  sing  there's  some  may  smilo^ 

While  some,  periiaps,  will  sigh. 

Lore,  who  nw  the  whole  proceediiif  , 

Yoong  Cloe,  bent  on  catching  Lotes^ 

Such  nets  had  leam'd  to  frame, 

While  Old  Hymen,  who  was  used  to 

That  none,  in  all  onr  vales  and  groves. 

Cries  like  that  these  dames  gave  loose  to-^ 

E'er  caught  so  much  small  game : 

•*  Take  hack  oor  lore-knots ! 

Bat  gentle  Sue,  leas  giv*u  to  roam. 

"  Take  hack  oar  tore-knots !" 

Whfle  Cloe*s  nets  were  taking 

CooUy  said,  -  There's  no  letonimg 

Such  lots  of  Loves,  sat  stOl  at  home. 

One  little  Love-cage  making. 

Come,  listen,  maids,  die 
Mnch  Ck)e  hingh'd  at  Sinn's  tadL; 

But  mark  bow  things  went  on : 

SEE,  THE  DAWN  FROM  HEAVEN. 

These  light-caught  Loves,  ere  you  eoold  mk 

Their  name  and  age,  were  gone ! 

(To  MM  AOL  sum  AT  Rons,  on  CinumiAS  Etk.^ 

So  weak  poor  Ck)e's  nets  were  wove. 

Sn,  the  dawn  from  Heaven  is  bieaking 

That,  though  she  charm'd  into  them 

O'er  oor  sight, 

New  game  each  hour,  the  youngest  Love 

And  Eai^  from  an  awaking, 

Was  able  to  break  through  them. 

Haik the  light! 

Come,  listen,  maids,  dtc. 

See  those  groops  of  angels,  wingmg 

* 

fVom  the  realms  above, 

Meanwhile,  young  Sue,  whoee  cage  was  wrought 

On  their  brows,  from  Eden,  bringing 

Of  ban  too  strong  to  sever. 

Wvutfas  of  Bape  and  Love. 

One  Love  with  golden  pmions  caught. 

And  caged  him  there  forever ; 

HariK,  their  hymans  of  glory  pealing 

Instructing,  thereby,  all  coquettes. 

ThzDos^  the  air. 

Whatever  theb  looks  or  ages. 

To  mortal  eaiB  revealmg 

That,  though  'tis  pleasigit  weaving  Nets, 

Who  fies  there! 

rTm  wiser  to  make  Cages. 

In  that  dwelling,  dark  and  lowly. 

Sleeps  the  Heavenly  Son, 

Thus,  maidens,  thus  do  I  beguOe 

He,  whose  home's  above^— the  Holy, 

The  task  your  fingers  ply-— 

Ever  Holy  One! 

May  all  who  hear  like  Susan  smile, 

And  not,  like  Cloe,  sigh! 

NETS  AND  CAGES." 

WHKN  THROUGH  THE  PIAZETTA 

CBwsmiH  An.) 

(ViNKTiAif  Air.) 

Come,  firten  to  my  story,  while 
Yoar  needle's  task  yon  ply ; 

At  what  I  anig  some  maids  will  smile. 
While  some,  periiaps,  may  sigh. 

When  through  the  Fiazetta 

Night  breathes  her  cool  air. 
Then,  dearest  Ninette, 

ru  come  to  thee  there. 
Beneath  thy  mask  shrouded, 

ni  know  thee  afar, 
As  Love  knows,  though  clouded. 

His  own  Evexung  Star. 

ThoQi^  Love's  the  theme,  and  Wisdom  blames 

Such  florid  songs  as  onn, 
Tet  Troth  sometimes,  like  eastern  dames, 

Can  ipeak  her  thoughts  by  flowers. 

1  Bagfsrted  by  the  fbUowlof  remark  of  Swift >-^The 
■SOB  wkf  m>  few  BMirlafM  ue  happy,  ts,  became  yoong 

In  garii),  then,  resembling 

«ss  epsad  thsir  ttne  bunakliigiiets,  not  in  makhig  cages.*' 

Some  gay  gondolier. 
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m  whisper  thee,  tremblm|r, 
«  Oar  bark,  love,  is  near: 

"  Now,  now,  while  there  hover 
**  Those  cloods  o'er  the  moon, 

"  'Twill  waft  thee  safe  over 
"  Yon  silent  Lagoon." 


GO,  NOW,  AND  DREAM. 

(SiauAH  An.) 

Go,  now,  and  dream  o'er  that  joy  in  thy  slomber — 
Moments  so  sweet  again  ne'er  shalt  thou  nimiber. 
Of  Fam's  bitter  draught  the  flavor  ne'er  flies, 
While  Pleasure's  scarce  touches  the  lip  ere  it  dies. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c 

That  moon,  which  hung  o'er  your  parting,  so  qplen- 

did. 
Often  will  shine  again,  bright  as  she  then  did — 
But,  never  more  will  the  beam  she  saw  bum 
In  those  happy  eyes,  at  your  meeting,  return. 
Go,  then,  and  dream,  &c 


TAKE  HENCE  THE  BOWL. 

(NlATOUTAX  A».) 

Task  hence  the  bowl  ;-74hough  beamfaig 

Brightly  as  bowl  e'er  shone, 
Dh,  it  but  sets  me  dreaming 

Of  happy  days  now  gone. 
There,  in  its  clear  reflection, 

As  in  a  wizard's  glass. 
Lost  hopes  and  dead  aflTection, 

Like  shades,  before  me  paasi 

Each  cup  I  dram  brings  hither 

Some  scenes  of  bliss  gone  by  f^ 
Bright  lips,  too  bright  to  wither, 

Wann  hearts,  too  warm  to  die. 
Till,  as  the  dream  comes  o'er  me 

Of  those  long-vanifh'd  years, 
Alas,  the  wine  before  me 

Seems  turning  all  to  tean! 


FAREWELL,  THERESA! 

(VsMmAii  AxK.) 

Farewell,  Theresa !  yon  cloud  that  over 
Heaven's  pale  night-star  gath'ring  we  see, 

Will  scarce  from  that  pure  otb  have  poas'df.ei 
lover 
Swift  o'er  the  wide  wave  shall  wander  from 

Long,  like  that  dim  cloud,  I've  hung  around  tl 

Dark'ning  thy  prospects,  sadd'nmg  thy  brow 

With  gay  heart,  Theresa,  and  bright  cheek  I : 

thee ; 

Oh,  think  how  changed,  love,  how  change 

thou  now ! 

But  here  I  free  thee :  like  one  awaking 
From  fearful  slumber,  thou  break'st  the  spel 

'Tis  over — ^the  moon,  too,  her  bondage  is  1i 
ing— 
Past  are  the  dark  clouds ;  Theresa,  farewell 


HOW  OFT,  WHEN  WATCHING  STi 

(Savotasd  An.) 

Oft,  when  the  watching  stara  grow  pale, 

And  round  me  sleeps  the  moonlight  acenOf 
To  hear  a  flute  throu^  yonder  vale 

I  from  my  casement  lean. 
"  Come,  come,  my  love !"  each  note  then  sea 

say, 
*<  Oh,  come,  my  love !  the  night  wean  fast  am 
Never  to  mortal  ear 

Could  words,  though  warm  they  be. 
Speak  Passion's  language  half  so  clear 
-  As  do  those  notes  to  me ! 

Then  quick  my  own  light  lute  I  seek, 

And  strike  the  chords  with  loudest  swell ; 
And,  though  they  naught  to  others  speak, 

He  knows  their  language  welL 
"  I  come,  my  love !"  each  note  then  seems  to  i 
**  I  come,  my  love ! — thme,  thine  till  break  of  < 
Oh,  weak  the  power  of  words, 

The  hues  of  painting  dim, 
Compared  to  what  those  simple  chords 
Then  say  and  paint  to  him ! 
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WHEN  THE  FIRST  SUMMER  BEE 

(Gbkmah  An.) 

Wrbn  the  fint  ■ammer  bee 
O'er  the  yoang  roee  ihall  hoyer, 
Tlieo,  like  that  gay  rover, 
111  come  to  thee. 
He  to  flowen,  I  to  lips,  full  of  iweets  to  the  brim — 
What  a  meeting,  what  a  meeting  for  me  and  for 
him! 
When  the  fintt  summer  bee,  &c. 

Then,  to  erery  bright  tree 
In  the  garden  hell  wander ; 
While  I,  oh,  much  fonder. 
Will  sUy  with  thee. 
In  search  of  new  sweetness  through  thousands  hell 

ran. 
While  I  find  the  sweetness  of  thousands  in  one. 
Then,  to  every  bright  tree,  &«. 


\ 


THOUGH  'TIS  ALL  BUT  A  DREAM. 

(Fasuca  Aim.) 

Tboogb  'tis  an  but  a  dream  at  the  best, 
And  still,  when  happiest,  soonest  o*er. 
Yet,  even  in  a  dream,  to  be  bIWd 
Is  so  sweet,  that  I  ask  for  no  more. 

The  bosom  that  opes 

With  earliest  hopes. 
The  sooneac  finds  those  hopes  untrue ; 

As  floweis  that  firrt 

In  spiing-time  burst 
The  eailieflt  wither  too ! 

Ay— 'tis  an  but  a  dream,  &«. 

Though  by  FViendship  we  ofl  are  deceived, 

And  find  Love's  sunshine  soon  o'ercast, 
Tet  FUendship  will  still  be  believed, 
Aad  Love  troited  on  to  the  last 
The  wd>  *mong  the  leaves 
The  spider  weaves 
Is  like  the  charm  Hope  hangs  o'er  men ; 
Tboogh  often  she  sees 
Tis  brake  by  the  breeze, 
8ha  spina  the  bright  tksoe  again.. 
Ay — ^tis  all  but  a  dream,  dus. 


WHEN  THE  WINE-CUP  IS  SMILING. 

(Italiax  Aia.) 

When  the  wine-cup  is  smiling  before  us. 

And  we  pledge  round  to  hearts  that  are  true,  boy, 
true, 
Then  the  sky  of  this  life  opens  o*er  us. 

And  Heaven  gives  a  glimpse  of  its  Uusl 
Talk  of  Adam  in  Eklen  reclining, 

We  are  better,  far  better  off  thus,  boy,  thus ; 
For  him  but  two  bright  eyes  were  shining — 

See,  what  numbers  are  sparkling  for  us . 

When  on  one  side  the  grape-juice  is  dancing, 

While  on  t'other  a  blue  eye  beams,  boy, 
Tis  enough,  'twixt  tlie  wine  and  the  glancing. 

To  disturb  ev'n  a  saint  from  his  dreams. 
Yet,  though  life  like  a  river  is  flowing, 

I  care  not  how  fast  it  goes  on,  boy,  on. 
So  the  grape  on  its  bank  is  still  growing. 

And  Love  lights  the  waves  as  they  run. 


WHERE  SHALL  WE  BURY  OUR  SHAME? 

(Nkapoutan  Air.) 

WiiKRK  shall  we  bury  our  shame  7 

Where,  in  what  deeolate  place. 
Hide  the  last  wreck  of  a  name 

Broken  and  stainM  by  disgrace  7 
Death  may  dissever  the  chain, 

Oppression  will  cease  when  we're  gone ; 
But  the  dishonor,  the  stain. 

Die  as  we  may,  will  live  on. 

Was  it  for  this  we  sent  out 

Liberty's  cry  from  our  shore  7 
Was  it  for  this  that  her  shout 

Thriird  to  the  world*8  very  core  T 
Thus  to  live  cowards  and  slaves ! — 

Oh,  ye  free  hearts  that  lie  dead. 
Do  you  not,  ev'n  in  your  graves, 

Shudder,  as  o'er  you  we  tread  7 


NE'ER  TALK  OF  WISDOM'S  GLOOMV 
SCHOOLa 

(llAHaATTA  Aia.) 

Ni'sm  talk  of  Wisdom's  gkwmy  bc1iocA%  « 
Give  me  the  sage  who's  able  ^ 
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To  draw  his  moral  thoughts  and  rules 
FVom  the  study  of  the  taUe ; — 

Who  learns  how  lightly,  fleetly  pass 
This  woild  and  all  that's  in  it. 

From  the  bmnper  that- but  crowns  his  glasiy 
And  is  gone  again  next  minnte ! 

The  diamond  sleeps  within  the  mine, 

The  peail  beneath  the  water ; 
While  Truth,  more  precious,  dwells  in  wme, 

The  grape's  own  rosy  daughter. 
And  none  can  prize  her  charms  like  him. 

Oh,  none  like  him  obtain  her. 
Who  thus  can,  like  Leander,  swim 

Through  sparkling  floods  to  gain  her ! 


HERE  SLEEPS  THE  BARD. 

(HlOBLAKD  Aia.) 

Herk  sleeps  the  Bard  who  knew  so  well 
All  the  sweet  windings  of  Apollo's  shell ; 
Whether  its  music  roll'd  like  torrents  near. 
Or  died,  like  distant  streamlets,  on  the  ear. 
SIeep,^eep,  mute  bard ;  alike  unheeded  now 
The  storm  and  zephyr  sweep  thy  lifeless  brow  ; — 
That  storm,  whose  rush  is  like  thy  martial  lay ; 
That  breeze  which,  like  thy  love-song,  dies  away ! 


DO  NOT  SAY  THAT  LIFE  IS  WANING. 

Do  not  say  that  life  is  wanmg, 
Or  that  Hope's  sweet  day  is  set ; 

While  Fve  thee  and  love  remaming, 
Life  is  in  th'  horizon  yet 

Do  not  think  those  charms  are  flying, 
Though  thy  roses  fade  and  fall ; 

Beauty  hath  a  grace  undying, 
Which  in  thee  survives  them  all. 

Not  for  charms,  the  newest,  brightest. 
That  on  other  cheeks  may  shine. 

Would  I  change  the  least,  the  slightest, 
That  is  ling'ring  now  o'er  thine. 


THE  GAZELLK 

Dost  thou  not  hear  the  silver  bell, 
Through  yonder  lime-trees  zinging? 

'Tis  my  lady's  light  gazelle. 
To  me  her  love  thoughts  bringing^— 

All  tlie  while  that  silver  bell 
Around  his  dark  neck  ringing. 

See,  iu  his  mouth  he  beazs  a  wreath. 
My  love  hath  kiss'd  in  t3ring ; 

Oh,  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lyings— 

Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath» 
My  love  hath  kisB'd  in  tying! 

Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thae» 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest, 
Who  thus  hath  breathed  her  soul  to  m^ 

In  every  leaf  thou  bearest ; 
Welcome,  dear  gazelle,  to  thee. 

And  joy  to  her,  the  fairest ! 

Hail  ye  living,  speaking  flowers, 
That  breathe  of  her  who  bound  ye 

Oh,  'twas  not  in  fields,  or  bowers, 
'Twas  on  her  lips,  she  found  ye  ^ 

Yes,  ye  blushmg,  speaking  flowen, 
'Twas  on  her  lips  she  found  ye. 


NO— LEAVE  MY  HEART  TO  REST. 

No— leave  my  heart  lo  rest,  if  rest  it  may, 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pass'd  away. 
Couldst  thou,  when  summer  honn  are  fled, 
To  some  poor  leaf  that's  faU'n  and  dead. 
Bring  back  the  hue  it  wore,  the.  aoent  it  died  7 
No— leave  this  heart  to  rest,  if  rest  it  may. 
When  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  have  pasi^d  away. 

Oh,  had  I  met  thee  then,  when  life  was  bright, 

Thy  smile  might  still  have  fed  its  tranqinl  11^; 

But  now  thou  com'st  like  sunny  skks^ 

Too  late  to  cheer  the  seaman's  eyes^ 

When  vneck'd  and  lost  his  bark  befoie  him  liss! 

No— leave  thb  heart  to  rest,  if  zest  it  may. 

Since  youth,  and  love,  and  hope,  haie  paWd  wncf 


\ 
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And  though,  aa  Time  gathera  his  clouds  o'er  our 

WHERE  ARE  THE  VISION& 

head. 

A  shade  somewhat  darker  o'er  life  they  may  i^iread. 

**  Wbzki  an  the  Yiaoiis  that  round  me  once  borePd, 

Tranqiarent,  at  least,  be  the  shadow  they  cast. 

"Fanmi  that  died  grace    from  their  ihadowB 

So  that  Love's  soften'd  light  may  shine  through  to 

akne; 

the  hut 

'  Looka  freah  aa  4fat  fh»m  a  star  jart  dincnrer'd. 

«  And  Toie«a  that  Marie  might  take  for  her  own  r 

Time,  idiOe  I  ipoke,  with  hk  winga  veatmg  o'er 

me, 

SLUMBER,  OH  SLUMBER. 

Heard  me  «ty,  **  Where  are  thoee  naioDS,  oh 

wheier 

«  Slumbee,  oh  slumber ;  if  sleeping  thoo  mak'st 

And  pointing  hia  wand  to  the  amiaet  hefore  me, 

"  My  heart  beat  so  wfldly,  Tm  lost  if  thou  wak'st" 

Said,  with  aTcioa  Eke  the  hoUow  wind, «  There." 

Thus  sung  I  to  a  maiden. 

Who  slept  one  summer's  day. 

Fondly  I  kwk'd.  when  the  wizard  had  ^>oken. 

And,  like  a  flower  o'eriaden 

And  there,  mid  the  dim  ahining  mmB  of  day, 

With  too  much  sunshme,  lay. 

Saw,  hy  their  lif^t,  like  a  talisman  broken. 

Slumber,  oh  slumber,  dec 

The  laat  golden  ftagmenta  of  hope  melt  away. 

"Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  ye  winds,  o'er  her 

cheeks; 
"  IS  mute  thus  the  charm  me,  Vm  lost  when  she 

speaks." 

WIND  THY  HORN,  MY  HUNTER  BOY. 

Thus  sing  I,  while,  awaking. 

She  murmurs  words  that  seem 

Worn  tiiy  ham,  my  hunter  hoy. 

Aa  if  her  lips  were  taking 

And  leaie  thy  Inte'a  m^oriouB  aigfaa ; 

Farewell  of  some  sweet  dream. 

Banting  ia  the  hero'a  joy. 

Breathe  not,  oh  breathe  not,  dus 

TiD  war  his  nobler  game  supplies. 

While  hontfln  shoot,  and  the  woods  repeat, 

Hilli-ho!  Hilli-ho! 

BRING  THE  BRIGHT  GARLANDS 

Wmd  agam  thy  cheerful  horn. 

HITHER, 

Tai  echo,  fidnt  with  answ'ring,  dice 
Bum,  bright  torches,  bom  till  mom, 

Brinq  the  bright  gariands  hither. 

And  lead  «  where  the  wfld  boar  liea. 

Ere  yet  a  leaf  is  dying ; 

Haik ;  the  ay,  **  He's  found,  he's  found," 
Whils  ain  and  Talley  our  shouto  resound, 

HiUi-ho!  Hilli-ho 

If  so  soon  they  must  wither. 

Ours  be  their  last  sweet  sighing. 

'Tis  the  dreary  voice  of  Tune. 

Oh,  bring  beauty,  bring  roses. 

Bring  all  that  yet  is  ours ; 

Let  life's  day,  as  it  closes, 

OH,  GUARD  OUR  AFFECTION. 

Shme  to  the  last  through  flowers. 

Oh,  goaid  oar  ai&etion,  nor  e'er  let  it  feel 

Haste,  ere  the  bowl's  declining, 

The  W^  that  this  worid  o'er  the  wamiest  wiU 

Drink  of  it  now  or  never ; 

steal: 

Now,  while  Beauty  is  shining, 

While  the  fiuth  of  all  round  us  is  fading  or  past. 

Love,  or  she's  lost  forever. 

Hark !  again  that  dull  chime. 

'TIS  the  dreary  voice  of  Time. 

Far  safer  for  Love  'tis  to  wake  and  to  weep, 

Oh,  if  life  be  a  torrent. 

As  he  used  in  his  prime,  than  go  smiling  to  sleep ; 

Down  to  oblivion  going, 

For  death  on  his  slumber,  cold  death  follows  fast, 

Like  this  cup  be  its  current, 

While  the  lore  that  is  wakeful  lives  on  to  the  laat 

Bright  to  the  last  drop  flowing ! 
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IF  IN  LOVING,  SINGING. 

If  in  loving,  singing,  niglit  and  day 
We  could  trifle  merrily  life  away, 
Like  atoms  dancing  in  the  beam» 
like  day-flies  skimming  o*er  the  itretnit 
Or  summer  blossoms,  bom  to  sigh 
Their  s^'eetneas  out,  and  die- 
How  brilliant,  thoughtless,  side  by  side* 
Thou  and  I  could  make  our  minutes  glid» ! 
No  atoms  ever  glanced  so  bright. 
No  day-flies  evev  danced  so  light. 
Nor  summer  Uossoms  mix'd  their  sigh, 
So  close,  as  thou  and  I ! 


THOU  LOVST  NO  MORE. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o*er ; 

Thy  heart  is  changed,  thy  vow  is  broken, 
Thou  lov'st  no  more — tliou  lov'st  no  more. 

Though  kindly  stul  those  eyes  behold  me, 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  once  they  wore  * 

Though  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
*Tis  not  the  same — ^thou  iov*st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  Uiss  believing, 
I've  thought  thee  all  thou  wort  before ; 

But  now — alas !  there's  no  deceiving, 
*TiB  all  too  plain,  thon  lov*st  no  more. 

Oh,  thou  as  soon  the  dead  conkbt  waken. 

As  lost  affiNstion's  life  restore, 
Give  peace  to  her  that  is  fonaken. 

Or  bring  beck  him  who  low  no  more. 


WHEN  ABROAD  IN  THE  WORLD 

When  abroad  in  the  worid  thou  appearcst. 
And  the  young  and  the  lovely  are  there, 
To  my  heart  wliile  of  all  thou'rt  the  dearest, 
To  my  eyes  thou'rt  of  all  tlie  most  fair. 
They  pass,  one  by  one, 

like  waves  of  the  sea. 
That  say  to  the  Sun, 
**  See,  how  fair  we  can  be." 


But  Where's  the  light  like  thine, 
In  sun  or  shade  to  shine  7 
No— no,  'mong  tlicm  all,  tlicre  is  nothing  like  thee. 
Nothing  like  thee. 

Oft.  of  old,  without  farewell  or  warning. 

Beauty's  self  used  to  steal  from  the  skies ; 
Fling  a  mist  round  her  head,  some  fine  mommg. 
And  post  down  to  earth  in  disguise ; 
But,  no  matter  what  shroud 

Around  her  might  be. 
Men  i>ocp'd  through  the  dond. 
And  whispei'd  •*  Tis  She." 
So  thou,  where  thousands  are, 
Shin'st  forth  the  only  star — 
Yes,  yes,  'mong  them  aD,  there  is  nothing  like  thee. 
Nothing  like 


KEEP  THOSE  EYES  STILL  PURELY  MINE. 

Keep  those  eyes  still  purely  mme. 

Though  far  off  I  be: 
When  on  otliers  most  they  shine, 

Then  thmk  they're  tum*d  on  me. 

Should  those  lips  as  now  reqwnd 

To  sweet  mmstrelsy. 
When  their  accents  seem  most  fond. 

Then  thmk  they're  breathed  for  mo. 

Make  what  hearts  tfaoa  wilt  thy  own, 

If  when  all  on  thee 
Fix  tlieir  charmed  thoii|^  alone, 

Thou  think'bt  the  while  en  me. 


HOPE  COMES  AGAIN. 

Hope  comes  again,  to  this  heart  long  a  strange  ft  i 
Once  more  slie  sings  me  her  flattering  strain ; 

But  hush,  gentle  syren — for,  all,  there's  leas  danger  ' 
In  still  buiT'riug  on,  than  in  hoping  again. 

Long,  long,  in  sorrow,  too  deep  for  repining, 
Gloomy,  but  tranquil,  this  boeom  hath  Iain ; 

And  joy  coming  now,  like  a  sudden  light  shining 
O'er  eyelids  long  darkcn*d,  would  bring  me  but 
pain. 
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,  ye  YiBons,  that  Hope  would  shed  o'er 

His  looks,  as  soft 

le; 

As  lightning  in  May, 

>  the  future,  my  sole  chance  of  rest 

Though  dangerous  oft. 

not  in  dreaming  of  bliss  that's  before  me, 

Ne'er  wound  but  in  play: 

b— in  forgetting  how  once  I  was  Uest 

And  oh,  when  his  wings 

Have  brnsh'd  o'er  my  lyrs. 

You'd  fancy  its  strings 
Were  tummg  to  fire. 

Guess  who  he  is, 

Name  but  his  name. 

'.  THOU  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST. 

And  his  best  kin, 

KY,  thou  best  and  brightest, 

For  reward,  you  may  claim. 

ly  first  love  and  my  last, 

en  he,  whom  now  thou  slightest, 
rom  Ufe*s  dark  scene  hath  passed. 

. 

1  kinder  thoughts  then  move  thee  7 

^ill  pity  wake  one  thriU 

UKE  ONE  WHO,  DOOM'D. 

him  who  lived  to  love  thee. 

jid  dying,  loved  thee  still? 

Like  one  who,  doom'd  o'er  distant  seas 

His  weary  path  to  measure. 

rhen,  that  hour  recalling 
'rem  which  he  dates  his  woes, 

When  home  at  length,  with  fav'ring  breeze. 

He  brings  the  far-sought  treasure ; 

m  feel'st  a  tear-drop  falling, 
Ji,  blush  not  while  it  flows : 

His  ship,  in  sight  of  shore,  goes  down. 

,  all  the  past  forgiving, 

lend  gently  o'er  his  shrine, 

i  say,  "  This  heart,  when  living, 

That  shore  to  which  he  hasted ; 
And  aU  the  wealth  he  thought  his  own 

Is  o'er  the  waters  wasted 

With  all  ito  faulto,  was  mine." 

Like  him,  this  heart,  thro'  many  a  track 

Of  toil  and  sorrow  straying, 

One  hope  alone  brought  fondly  back> 
Its  toil  and  grief  repaying. 

EN  NIGHT  BRINGS  THE  HOUR. 

Like  him,  alas,  I  see  that  ray 

Of  hope  before  me  perish, 

When  night  brings  the  hour 

And  one  dark  mmnte  sweep  away 

Of  starlight  and  joy. 

What  yean  were  ghren  to  cheiklL 

There  comes  to  my  bower 

A  fairy-wing'd  boy ; 

With  eyes  so  bright, 

S:  full  of  wild  arts, 

Like  nets  of  light. 

To  tangle  young  hearts ; 

FEAR  NOT  THAT,  WHILE  AROUND 

With  lips,  in  whose  keeping 

THEE. 

Love's  secret  may  dwell. 

Like  Zephyr  asleep  in 

Fear  not  that,  while  around  thee 

Some  rosy  sea-shelL 

Life's  varied  blessings  pour. 

Guess  who  he  is. 

One  sigh  of  hers  shall  wound  thee. 

Name  but  his  name. 

Whose  smile  thou  seek'st  no  more. 

And  his  best  kiss. 

No,  dead  and  cold  forever 

For  reward,  you  may  claim. 

Let  our  past  love  remain ; 

Onoe  gone,  its  spirit  never 

Where'er  e'er  the  ground 

Shall  haunt  thy  rest  again. 

He  prints  his  light  feet, 

The  flow'is  there  are  found 

May  the  new  ties  that  bind  thoe 

Far  sweeter,  happier  pnrre. 
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Nor  e*er  of  me  remind  thee, 
f    But  by  their  truth  and  love. 
Think  how,  asleep  or  waking, 

Thy  image  haunts  me  yet ; 
But,  how  this  heart  is  breakmg 

For  thy  own  peace  foiget 


WHEN  LOVE  IS  KIND. 

When  Love  is  kind. 

Cheerful  and  free. 
Lore's  sure  to  find 

Welcome  from  me 

But  when  Love  brings 
Heartache  or  pang. 

Tears,  and  such  things- 
Love  may  go  hang ! 

If  Love  can  sigh 

For  one  alone, 
Well  pleased  am  I 

To  be  that  one. 

But  should  I  see 

Love  giv'n  to  rove 
To  two  or  three. 

Then — good-by.  Love ! 

Love  must,  in  short. 
Keep  fond  and  true. 

Through  good  report. 
And  evil  too. 

Else,  here  I  swear, 
Young  Love  may  go. 

For  aught  I  < 
To  Jericho. 


THE  GARLAND  I  SEND  THEE. 

Thb  Gariand  I  send  thee  was  cuUM  from  those 

bowers 
Where  thou  and  I  wander*d  in  long  vanished  hours ; 
Not  a  leaf  or  a  blossom  its  bloom  here  displays. 
Bat  bears  some  remembrance  of  those  happy  days. 

The  roses  were  gathered  by  that  garden  gate, 
Where  our  meetings,  though  eariy,  seem'd  always  too 
late; 


Where  lingering  fbll  oft  thitragh  a  ■nmmer-ii^g^itfs 

moon. 
Our  partings,  thongfa  late,  iqppear'd  always  too  i 


The  nit  were  all  coll'd  from  the  banks  of  that 

glade. 
Where,  watchmg  the  sunset,  so  often  we've  stmy'd. 
And  moum'd,  as  the  time  went,  that  Love  had  no 

power 
To  bind  in  his  chain  even  one  hi^ipy  hoar. 


HOW  SHALL  I  WOO? 

If  I  speak  to  thee  in  FHendriup's  naim, 

Thou  think'st  I  speak  too  coldly ; 
If  I  mention  Love's  devoted  flame, 

Thou  say*st  I  speak  too  bpldly. 
Between  tliese  two  oneqaa]  fires, 

Why  doom  me  thus  to  hover? 
I'm  a  friend,  if  such  thy  heart  reqanes^ 

If  more  thou  seek'st,  a  lover. 
Which  shaU  it  be?  How  shall  I  woo? 
Fair  one,  choose  between  the  twow 

Tho'  the  wings  of  Love  will  brightly  play. 

When  first  he  comes  to  woo  thee, 
There's  a  chance  that  he  may  fly  away 

As  fast  as  he  flies  to  thee. 
While  Friendship,  though  on  fiooC  she 

No  flights  of  fancy  trying, 
Wni,  therefore,  oft  be  found  at  borne, 

When  Love  abroad  is  flying. 
Which  shall  it  be  ?  How  shall  I  woo? 
Dear  one,  choose  between  the  two. 

If  neither  feeling  snits  thy  heart. 

Let's  see,  to  please  thee,  whethw 
We  may  not  learn  some  preciom  art 

To  mix  their  charms  together ; 
One  feeling,  still  more  sweet,  to  ftnn 

From  two  so  sweet  already— 
A  friendship  that  like  love  is  waxmt 

A  love  like  frienddiip  steady. 
Thus  let  it  be,  thus  let  me  woo, 
Dearest,  thus  we'll  jom  the  twa 


SPRING  AND  AUTUMN. 

Ev*RT  season  hath  its  pleaaaras ; 
Spring  may  boast  her  flow'iy  prime^ 
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Yet  the  TiMjard't  mby  tieuiirw 

Spring  may  take  our  feves  and  flow'is. 

Brighten  Autmnii'e  sob'rer  time. 

So  Autumn  leaves  us  friends  and  wine 

So  life's  year  begins  and  closes ; 

What  though  youth  gave  love  and  roses, 

Age  still  leaves  us  friends  and  wine. 

LOVE  ALONE. 

FhilliB,  when  she  might  have  caught  me, 

If  thou  wouldst  have  thy  charms  enchant  our  eyes. 

All  the  Spring  look'd  coy  and  shy, 

First  win  our  hearts,  for  there  thy  empire  lies : 

Yet  henelf  m  Autumn  sought  me, 

Beauty  in  vain  would  mount  a  hearUess  throne. 

Her  Right  Divine  is  given  by  Love  alone. 

Ah,  too  late ; — she  found  her  lover 

Calm  and  free  beneath  his  vine, 

What  would  the  rose  with  all  her  pride  be  worth. 

Drinking  to  the  Spring-tune  over 

Were  there  no  sun  to  call  her  brightness  forth? 

In  his  best  autumnal  wine. 

Maidens,  unloved,  like  flowers  in  darimess  thrown, 

Wait  but  that  light,  which  comes  from  Love  alone. 

Thus  may  we,  as  years  are  flying, 

To  their  flight  our  pleasures  suit, 

Fair  as  thy  charms  in-yonder  glass  appear. 

Nor  r^|;ret  the  blossoms  dying, 

Trust  not  their  bloom,  tiie/ll  fade  from  year  to  year . 

While  we  stiU  may  taste  the  fruit 

Wouldst  thou  they  still  should  shine  as  first  Uiey 

Oh,  wlnle  days  like  this  are  ouis. 

shone. 

Where's  the  lip  that  dares  repine? 

Go,  fix  thy  mirror  in  Love's  eyes  alone. 
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• 
THO.'  ART,  OH  GOD 

When  Day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 

Among  the  opening  clouds  of  Even, 

(Air.— Ukrhowh.*  ) 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 

•*Tbe  day  It  tiiiae,  the  night  also  U  thine :  thou  hast  pre- 

Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven — 

iKd  the  light  and  the  ran. 

Those  hues  that  make  the  Sun's  decline 

"Thon  hast  set  aU  the  borders  of  the  earth:  thou  hast 
■de  nuDiner  and  winter.**— P«a/m  Izxiv.  16, 17. 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

Tbou  art,  0  God,  the  life  and  light 

When  Night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 

Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 

Overshadows  all  the  earth  and  skios. 

Iti  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 

Are  but  reflections  caught  from  The^ 

Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes — 

Where'er  we  r«m,  thy  glories  shme, 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine. 

Asd  an  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine! 

I  have  heard  that  this  air  is  by  the  late  Bin.  Sheridan. 
1  tmag  to  the  beautiAil  old  words,  <•!  do  confess  thoQ*rt 

So  grand,  so  counUess,  Lord  !  are  Thine. 

When  youthful  Spring  around  us  breathes. 

■BMhaadlUr.** 

Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh ; 
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And  every  flower  the  Summer  wreatfai 

Is  bom  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 
Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine, 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thme ! 


THE  BIRD,  LET  LOOSE. 

(AxK«— Bkbthovbh.) 

The  bird,  let  loose  m  eastern  skies,* 

When  hastening  fondly  home. 
Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 

Where  idle  warblers  roam. 
But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light. 

Above  all  low  delay. 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight. 

Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free. 
Aloft,  through  Virtue's  purer  air. 

To  hold  my  courBO  to  Thee ! 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  Soul,  as  home  she  springs ; — 
Thy  Sunshme  on  her  joyftil  way, 

Thy  Freedom  in  her  wings ! 


FALLEN  IS  THY  THRONE. 

(Air.— MAKTun.) 

Faix'n  is  thy  Throne,  oh  Israel ! 

Silence  is  o'er  thy  plains ; 
Thy  dwellings  all  lie  desolate, 

"Thy  chQdren  weep  in  chains. 
Where  are  the  dews  that  fed  thee 

On  Etham's  barren  shore  ? 
That  fire  from  Heaven  which  led  thee, 

Now  lights  thy  path  no  more. 

1  The  carrier-pigeon,  it  is  well  known,  flies  at  an  elevated 
pitch,  in  order  to  sarmoant  every  obstacle  between  her  and 
the  place  fo  which  she  is  destined 

•  **lhave  left  nine  heritage;  I  have  given  the  dearly 
beloved  of  my  soul  into  the  hands  of  her  enemies.*'— Jcr^- 

•"Do  not  disgrace  the  throne  of  thy  glory.**— Jb*. 
ilv.Sl. 

« **The  Lord  called  thy  name  a  green  olive-tree ;  fkir,  and 
of  goodly  fhiit,**  ^LC—Jer,  iX,  10. 

•**ForheshaU  be  like  the  heath  in  the  desert**— Jcr. 
jniL6. 


Lord  !  thon  didst  love  Jerusalem— 

Once  she  was  all  thy  own ; 
Her  love  thy  fairest  heritage,' 

Her  power  thy  glory's  throne.' 
Till  evil  came,  and  blighted 

Thy  long-loved  olive  tree  ^— 
And  Salem's  shrines  were  lighted 

For  other  gods  than  Thee. 

Then  sunk  the  star  of  Solyma— 

Then  pass'd  her  glory's  day. 
Like  heath  that,  in  the  wOdemesi,* 

The  wild  wind  whirls  away. 
Silent  and  waste  her  boweis^ 

Where  once  the  mighty  trod. 
And  sunk  those  guilty  towers. 

While  Baal  reign'd  as  God. 

'<  Go"— «aid  the  Lord— ^  Ye  GooqiMraB 

"  Steep  in  her  blood  your  swords, 
**  And  raze  to  earth  her  battlements,* 

"  For  they  are  not  the  LoRo'Sb 
'<  Till  Zion's  mournful  daughter 

«  O'er  kindred  bones  shaU  tread, 
M  And  Hinnom's  vale  of  slanghtei' 

«ShaU  hide  but  half  her  dead !" 


WHO  IS  THE  BLAID? 

ST.  JKROMX'S  lOVB.' 

(Aim.— Bkbtbovbit.) 

Who  is  the  Maid  my  spirit  seeks,- 

Through  cold  reproof  and  slandeiVi  bl^i^T 
Has  ahe  Love's  roses  on  her  cheeks? 

Is  hart  an  eye  of  this  world's  lig^t 
No— wan  and  sunk  with  nudnigfat  pnyw 

Are  the  pale  looks  of  btr  I  love ; 
Or  if,  at  times,  a  light  be  there. 

Its  beam  is  kindled  from  above. 

I  chose  not  her,  my  heart's  elect. 
From  those  who  seek  their  Bfokei^s  shriiw 

*  "Take  away  hec  battlements; .  fbr  they  an  sot  Ihi 
Lord*s."— Jer.  v.  10. 

*  '*  Therefore,  behold,  the  days  come,  salth  the  Lnd.  dist 
it  shall  no  more  be  called  ToplMt,  nor  the  Valley  of  the  Sob 
of  Hlnnoro,  bnt  the  Valley  of  Slati^ter;  ftr  they  dwU  bsiy 
in  Tophet  till  there  be  no  place.**— ^Xr.  vU.  i 

*  Thes^  lines  were  snggested  by  a  passage  la  oae  of  8t 
Jerome's  Letters,  replying  to  soom  calwimlo 
had  been  circulated  respecting  his  latlmaey  wlthHis 
Paula:- "  Nomqnld  me  vestes  leiiai.BlleBlas  fEmw 
fkcies,  ant  anrl  rapnit  amUtio  t    Nnlla  fUt  alia 

I  tronarom,  qnss  meam  poeslt  edooMie  meatBUi,  old  1^ 
atqne  Jcjnnaas,  fletn  pens  eaeata.**— J>M. «  Ktih  pei 
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Ere  life's  early  lustre  had  time  to  grow  palei 

There's  nothing  dark,  below,  above. 

And  tlie  garland  of  Love  was  yet  fieeh  on  her 

But  in  its  gloom  I  trace  thy  Love, 

brow. 

And  meekly  wait  that  moment,  when 

On,  then  was  her  moment,  dear  qnrit,  for  flying 

Thy  touch  shall  torn  all  brij^t  agam ! 

From  this  gloomy  world,  while  its  gloom  was 

unknown — 
And  the  wild  hymns  she  waiUed  so  sweetly,  m 

dying, 

Were  echoed  m  Heaven  by  lips  like  her  own. 

Weep  not  for  her— in  her  spring-time  she  flew 

SOUND  THE  LOUD  TIMBREL. 

To  that  land  where  the  wings  of  the  soul  are 

Miriam's  soNa 

nnfurl'd ; 

And  now,  like  a  star  beyond  evening's  cold  dew. 

(Aia.— AvHox.*) 

Looks  radiantly  down  on  the  tean  of  this  world. 

**  And  Miriam  the  Prophetess,  the  sister  of  Aaron,  took  a 

timbrel  in  her  hand ;  and  all  the  women  went  ont  after  her 

• 

with  timbrels  and  with  dances."— £z«i.  zv.  SO. 
SooND  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea! 

THE  TURF  SHALL  BE  MY  FRAGRANT 

SHRINE. 

Sing— for  the  pride  of  the  Tyrant  is  broken, 

(AxR.— Stktkiison.) 

His  chariots,  his   horsemen,    all    splendid   and 

brave — 

Tm  turf  shall  be  my  fragrant  shrine ; 

How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Luu>  hath  but 

My  temple,  Lord  !  that  Arch  of  thine ; 

spoken, 

My  censer's  breath  the  mountain  airs, 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  mnk  in  the 

And  silent  thoughts  my  only  prayers.* 

wave. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  daik  aea ; 

My  choir  shall  be  the  moonlight  waves. 

JinovAH  has  triumph'd — his  people  are  free. 

When  murm'ring  homeward  to  their  caves, 

Or  when  the  stillness  of  the  sea, 

Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Loed  ! 

E'en  more  than  music,  breathes  of  Thee . 

His  word   was   our   arrow,  his  breath  was  onr 

sword — 

Ill  seek,  by  day,  some  glade  unknown. 

Who  shall  return  to  tell  EgypC  '.natofy 

All  light  and  silence,  like  thy  Throne ; 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pfide? 

And  the  pale  stare  shall  be,  at  night. 

For  the  Lord  hath  look'd  out  from  his  pOlar  of 

The  only  eyes  that  watch  my  rite. 

glory,* 

And  aU  her  brave  thousands  are  dash'd  m  lbs 

Thy  Heaven,  on  which  'tis  bliss  to  look, 

tide. 

Shall  be  my  pure  and  shining  book. 

Sound  the  loud  Timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea ; 

Where  I  shaU  read,  in  words  of  flame. 

The  glories  of  thy  wondrous  name. 

Ill  read  thy  anger  in  the  rack 

That  clouds  awhile  the  day-beam's  track ; 

Thy  mercy  in  the  azure  hue 

Of  sunny  brightness,  breaking  through. 

GOi  LET  ME  >VKEP. 

(A».— STBvmoit.) 

There's  nothing  bright,  above,  below. 

From  flowere  that  bloom  to  stare  that  glow, 

Go,  let  me  weep— there's  bliss  hi  tean. 

But  in  its  light  my  soul  can  see 

When  he  who  sheds  them  inly  feeb 

Some  feature  of  thy  Deity. 

Some  ling'ring  stain  of  early  yeaia 

tPlionattadtA. 

s  I  have  m  nmeh  altered  the  character  of  this  air,  which  b 

s*«And  it  came  to  pass,  that,  la  the  BOtalBf  waiih  thi 

flrom  the  begianlnc  of  one  of  A  vlson's  old-<kshioacd  concertoi, 

Lord  looked  onto  the  host  of  the  EcypUaM,  thiMgk  thi 

that,  wlthoatthia  admowledgineiit,  itcoald  hardly,!  think, 

ptllarof  Are  and  of  the  cloud.  Bad  trooUedtlM  host  sTlhf    i 

be  recognised. 
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■  showen  of  worldly  wo 

When,  bringing  every  bdmy  sweet 

I  to  earth  and  never  rise ;        *• 

Her  day  of  luxury  stored. 

( that  from  repentance  flow, 

She  o*cr  her  Saviour's  hallow'd  feet. 

,  exhalement  reach  the  akies. 

The  precious  odors  pour'd ; — 

Go,  let  me  weep. 

And  wiped  them  with  that  golden  hair, 

to  sigh  o*er  hours  that  flew 

7  than  the  sun^ner's  wind. 

Though  now  those  gems  of  grief  were  there 

they  pass'd,  a  fragrance  threw, 

Which  shine  for  Goo  alone ! 

no  trace  of  sweets  behind — 

98t  sigh  that  pleasure  heaves 

Were  not  those  sweets,  so  humbly  shed^ 

s  faint  to  those  that  swell 

That  hair— those  weeping  eyes — 

And  the  sunk  heaii,  that  inly  bled— 

rs  of  pleasure,  loved  too  weU. 

Heaven's  noblest  sacrifice  7 

Leave  me  to  sigh. 

Thou,  that  hast  slept  in  error's  sleep. 

Oh,  wouldst  thou  wake  in  Uei^en, 
Like  Mary  kneel,  like  Mary  weep, 

"  Love  much"*  and  bo  forgiven ! 

\ILE  NOT,  OH  LORD. 

(Aia.— Hatdh.) 

OKD,  in  the  dread  robe  of  splendor 

AS  DOWN  IN  THE  SUNLESS  RETREATa 

on  the  Mount,  in  the  day  of  thine 

(AxK.— Hatm.) 

I  those  shadows,  deep,  awful,  but 

As  down  in  the  sunless  retreats  of  the  Ocean, 

Sweet  flowers  are  springing  no  mortal  can  see» 

f  flings  over  thy  features  of  fire ! 

So,  deep  in  my  soul  the  still  prayer  of  devotion» 

Unheard  by  the  worid,  rises  silent  to  Thee, 

aemb*reet  the  night,  when  thy  Na- 

My  God  !  sUent,  to  Thee, 

Pure,  warm,  silent,  to  Thee. 

g  her  Foe  by  the  red-rolling  stream ; 

pillar  shed  dark  desolation. 

As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  dmided. 

baak*d  all  the  night  in  its  beam. 

The  needle  points  faithfully  o'er  the  dim  sea. 
So.  dariL  as  I  roam,  in  this  wintry  world  shrooded. 

read  clouds  of  anger  enfold  Thee, 
iiy  mercy,  the  dark  side  remove ; 
in  terrors  the  guilty  behold  Thee, 
n  us  the  mild  light  of  thy  Love ! 


THE  SINFUL  MARY'S  TEARS. 

(Anu— Stsvbhioii.} 

the  sinful  Mary's  tean 
ing  worthy  Heaven, 
r  the  faufts  of  former  years, 
jt — and  was  forgiven? 

e  between  the  camp  of  the  EfjptUuii  and 
1 ;  and  It  was  a  ekmd  and  darkaeM  to  them, 
ff  night  to  thew."— £x^  adv.  90. 
ilch  are  many,  an  forgiven;  for  the  loved 
U.47. 


The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thae^ 
My  God  !  trembling,  to  Thee— 
True,  fond,  trembling,  to  Thee. 


BUT  WHO  SHALL  SEE. 

(AxK.— SravBHsoii.) 

But  who  shall  see  the  glorious  day 

When,  throned  on  Zion's  brow, 
The  Loan  shall  rend  that  veil  away 

Which  hides  the  nations  now  7* 
When  earth  no  more  beneath  th«  fear 

Of  his  rebuke  shall  lie  f 

•  "  And  he  will  destroy,  in  this  moontaia,  |v  «^  of  the 
eoveriag  cast  over  all  people,  and  the  veil  tib^T?  ^gmH^f^^ 
an  nations.**— AoioA,  xxv.  7.  ^^  UIV^ 

*  **  The  Kboke  of  his  people  shftll  he  t%w^  ^^  o" 
all  the  earth.**— /*«•«*,  xxv.  8.                   ^^  V**' 
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When  pain  shall  cease,  and  eveiy  tear, 
Be  wiped  from  ev*ry  eye.* 

Then,  Judah,  thou  no  more  ahalt  mourn 

Beneath  the  heathen's  cham ; 
Thy  days  of  splendor  shall  return, 

And  all  be  new  again.* 
The  Fount  of  Life  sliall  then  be  quaff*d 

In  peace,  by  all  who  come  ;* 
And  every  wind  that  blows  shall  waft 

Some  long-lost  exile  home. 


ALMIGHTY   GOD! 

CHOllUB  OF  PRIESTS. 

(A».— Mozart.) 

Almigiitt  God  !  when  round  thy  shrine 
The  Palm-tree's  heavenly  branch  we  twme,* 
(Elmblem  of  Life's  eternal  ray, 
And  Love  that  "  fadeth  not  away,**) 
We  Uess  the  flowers,  expanded  all,* 
We  bless  the  leaves  that  never  fall. 
And  trembling  say, — "  In  Eden  thus 
"  The  Tree  of  Life  may  flower  for  us  •" 

When  round  thy  Cherubs— smiling  calm. 
Without  their  flames* — ^we  wreath  the  Palm, 
Oh  God  !  we  feel  the  emblem  true—    . 
Thy  Meroy  is  eternal  too. 
Those  Cherubs,  with  their  smiling  eyes, 
That  crown  of  Palm  which  never  diet, 
Are  but  the  types  of  Thee  above- 
Eternal  Life,  and  Peace,  and  Love ! 


1  '*  And  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  fhmi  Iheir  eyrn ; 
....  neither  shall  there  be  any  more  pain.** — Rev.  xzl.  4. 

•  **  And  he  that  sat  upon  the  throne  said,  Behold,  I  make 
all  things  new.**— A^e.  xxi.  S. 

>  *'  And  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  lUe 
fteely."— Uw.  xxll.  17. 

«*'The  Scriprares  having  declared  that  the  Temple  of 
Jerusalem  was  a  type  of  the  Meiuiiah,  It  is  natural  to  con- 
clude that  the  Palnut  which  made  so  conspicuous  a  figure 
In  that  structure,  represented  that  Life  and  Immortalitif 
frhich  wera  brought  to  light  by  the  Gospel.**— 06«erva(MiM 
M  tJU  Pn/m,  M  a  Saeni  EmUem,  by  W.  Tlche. 

•  **  And  he  carved  all  the  wails  of  the  house  round  about 
with  carved  figures  of  cherublms,  and  palm-trees,  and  epen 
JbMT*.**— 1  Kimgt,  vl.  99. 

•  **  When  the  pasiover  of  the  tabernacles  was  reveaTed  to 


Oil  FAIR!  OH  PUREST. 

■ADIT  AUOI7ITIMK  TO  HD  IVrBB.* 

(Aia.— Mooas.) 

Oh  fair !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dove 
That  flies  alone  to  some  sunny  grare, 
And  lives  unseen,  and  bathes  her  wing, 
AH  vestal  white,  in  the  limpid  spring. 
There,  if  the  hov'ring  hawk  be  near. 
That  limpid  spring,  in  its  mirror  dear, 
Reflects  him,  ere  he  reach  his  prey, 
And  warns  the  timorous  bird  away. 

Be  thou  this  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  this  dove. 

The  sacred  pages  of  God's  own  book 
Shall  be  the  spring,  the  eternal  brook 
In  whose  holy  mirror,  night  and  day, 
Thou*lt  study  Heaven's  reflected  vay  ^ 
And  should  the  foes  of  virtue  dare, 
With  gloomy  wing,  to  seek  thee  thefe, 
Thou  wilt  see  how  dark  their  ahadowa  lie 
Between  Heaven  and  thee,  and  trembling  fly  I 

Be  thou  that  dove ; 
Fairest,  purest,  be  thou  that  dove. 


ANGEL  OF  CHARITY. 
(Air.— Hahdbl.) 

Anqel  of  Charity,  who,  from  above, 

Comest  to  dwell  a  pilgrim  here, 
Thy  voice  is  music,  thy  smile  is  love, 

And  Pity's  soul  is  in  thy  tear. 
When  on  the  shrine  of  God  were  laid 

Fint-firuits  of  all  most  good  and  fair. 
That  ever  bloom'd  in  Eden's  shade, 

Thine  was  the  holiest  oflfering  there 


the  great  lawgiver  In  the  mount,  then  the  cberaUe 
which  appeared  in  that  structure  were  no  loager 
by  flames ;  for  the  tabernacle  waa  a  type  of  the  dbpensa* 
tlon  of  mercy,  by  which  Jbhovah  coaflnned  his  gradoos 
covenant  to  redeem  mankind.** — Okeei  salie—  •«  ikt  Fate. 
V  In  St.  Augustine's  Treatise  upon  the  advaattgea  of  a 
solitary  life,  addressed  to  his  sbter,  there  is  the  MlowlK 
fanclAil  passage,  flrom  which,  ihe  reader  will  psiceive,  ihi 
thought  of  this  song  waa  taken  >-**  Ts,  sorer,  nanquaa 
nolo  esse  securam,  sed  timere  sempenpis  toam  ftaglUiaiea 
habere  sut pectam,  ad  instar  pavUte  coIodI 
rivos  aquarum  et  quasi  In  speculo  aedpllrto 
volantis  efllglem  et  cavere.  Bivi  aquanuB  sualsatli 
scripturarum,  que  de  llmpidisaliDO  saplaatte  ftals  p 
antes  **  Ax^  *tc^—De  Fit. 
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Hope  and  her  Mter,  Faith,  were  gnren 

But  aa  oar  goidee  to  yonder  sky ; 
Soon  aa  they  reach  the  verge  of  heaven, 

There,  loet  in  perfect  blisB,  they  die.' 
Bat,  long  as  Love,  Abnighty  Love, 

Shall  on  hie  throne  of  thrones  abide. 
Thou,  Charity,  shalt  dwell  above, 

Smiling  forever  by  Hie  side ! 


BEHOLD   THE    SUN. 
(Aim.— Loao  Moehuiotoii.) 

Behold  the  oun,  how  bright 

IVom  yonder  E^ast  he  springs, 
Aa  if  the  soul  of  life  and  light 

Were  breathing  from  his  wings. 

So  bright  the  Gospel  broke 

Upon  the  souls  of  men ; 
So  fresh  the  dreaming  world  awoke 

In  Truth's  full  radiance  then. 

Be£Dre  yon  Sun  arose. 

Stars  duster'd  through  the  sky — 
Bat,  oh,  how  dim !  how  pale  were  those, 

To  His  one  burning  eye ! 

So  Truth  lent  many  a  ray. 

To  bless  the  Pagan's  night— 
But,  Loan,  how  weak,  how  cold  were  they 

To  Thy  One  glorious  Light ! 


LORD,  WHO  SHALL  BEAR  THAT  DAY. 
(Aiav— Da.  BoTCB.) 

tmOf  who  shall  bear  that  day,  so  dread,  so  splendid, 
When  we  shall  see  thy  Angel,  hov'ring  o'er 

« •*TbeB  Fklth  ■ball  lUl,  and  holy  Hope  sball  die, 
Om  lost  la  eertalBty,  sad  ooa  in  joy.**— Pn«r 

•  *  And  tlieaagel  whicb  I  nw  stand  upon  thesasandapoa 
htssrth,  lUWd  np  his  band  to  beaven,  and  aware  by  Him 
hat  Hvsfh  fbrever  and  ever,  ....  that  there  ■hoald  be 
taM  BO  toBfer.**— Jtcv.  z.  5, «. 
«**  Awake,  ye  Dead,  and  eome  to jndfoient** 
« ^Tbey  sball  see  the  Bon  of  Man  eomiag  in  the  clouds  of 
latvee— aad  an  the  aafsls  with  him.**— JVolf .  zxiv.  30^  aad 
Of.  11. 


This  sinful  world,  with  hand  to  heaVn  extended. 
And  hear  him  swear  by  Thee  that  Time's  no 
more?" 
Wlien  Earth  shall  feel  thy  fast  consuming  ray — 
Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day  7 

When   through   the   worid   thy  awful   call   hath 
sounded — 
"Wake,  all  ye  Dead,  to  judgment  wake,  ye 
Deadl"* 
And  from  the  clouds,  by  seraph  eyes  surrounded. 
The  Saviour  shall  put  forth  his  radiant  head  f 
While  Earth  and  Heav'n  before  Him  pass  away—* 
Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  bear  that  day? 

When,  with  a  glance,  th'  Eternal  Judge  shall  sever 
Earth's  evil  spirits  from  the  pure  and  bright, 

And  say  to  those,  "  Depart  from  me  forever !" 
To  these, "  Come, dwell  with  me  in  endless  light!"* 

When  each  and  all  in  silence  take  their  way — 

Who,  Mighty  God,  oh  who  shall  liipar  that  day? 


OH,  TEACH  ME  TO  LOVE  THER 

(Aia.— Hatsm.) 

Oh,  teach  me  to  love  Thee,  to  feel  what  thou  art, 
Till,  fill'd  with  the  one  sacred  image,  my  heart 

Shall  all  other  passions  disown ; 
Like  some  pure  temple,  that  shines  apart. 

Reserved  for  Thy  worship  alone. 

In  joy  and  in  sorrow,  through  praise  and  through 

blame. 
Thus  still  let  me,  living  and  dymg  the  same, 

In  T*hy  service  bloom  and  decay — 
Like  some  lone  altar,  whose  votive  flame 

In  holiness  wasteth  away. 

Though  bom  m  this  desert,  and  doom'd  by  my  birth 
To  pain  and  affliction,  to  darkness  and  dearth, 

On  Thee  let  my  spirit  rely — 
Like  some  rude  dial,  that,  fix'd  on  earth, 

Still  looks  for  its  light  from  the  iky. 

•  "  Flrom  whose  fkce  the  earth  and  the  heaven  fled  away.** 
Rev,  zz.  II. 

•  **  And  before  HIro  shall  be  gathered  all  naUona  and  Ha 
shall  separate  them  one  flnom  another.  .... 

**Then  shall  the  King  say  anto  them  on  his  right  hand, 
Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared 
foryoa,Ax. 

**Thea  shall  Be  say  also  anto  then  oa  the  left  hand,  De 
part  flrom  me,  ye  eoraed,  Jitc. 

^  And  these  shall  go  away  Into  everlasting  ^oUhmenl; 
bnt  the  rlghteovs  koto  life  eternal.**— JTstt.  ^Xv  1^  **  '*** 
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'm  David  toQch'd  his  sacred  lyre. 

WEEP,  CHILDREN  OF  ISRAEL. 

In  silence  lay  th'  unbreathing  wire; 

(AlR«— STBFBKfON.) 

But  when  he  swept  its  chords  along. 

Ev'n  Angels  stoop'd  to  hear  that  song. 

Weep,  weep  for  him,  the  Man  of  God'— 

In  yonder  vale  he  sank  to  rest ; 

So  sleeps  the  soul,  till  Thon,  oh  Loso, 

But  none  of  earth  can  point  the  sod* 

ShaU  deign  to  touch  its  lifeless  choni^ 

That  flowers  above  his  sacred  breast 

Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

In  music,  worthy  of  the  skies! 

His  doctrine  fell  like  Heaven's  rain,' 

.    His  words  rofresh'd  like  Heaven's  dew- 

Ob,  ne'er  shall  Israel  see  again 

A  Chief,  to  God  and  her  so  true. 

COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 

Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep  1 

Remember  ye  his  partmg  gaze. 

His  farewell  song  by  Jordan's  tide. 

Come,  at  God's  altar  fervenUy  kneel ; 

When,  full  of  glory  and  of  days, 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  an- 

He saw  the  promised  land-— and  died 

guish- 

Weep,,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal 

Yet  died  he  not  as  men  who  sink, 

Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  ■traymg, 

Before  our  eyes,  to  soulless  clay ; 

Hope,  when  all  others  die,  fadeless  and  pore, 

But,  changed  to  spirit,  like  a  wink 

Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  in  God's  name  saying- 

Of  summer  lightnmg,  paas'd  away.* 

Weep,  children  of  Israel,  weep ! 

Go,  ask  the  infidel,  what  boon  he  brings  as, 

What  chaim  for  aching  hearts  he  can  reieal. 

Sweet  as  that  heavenly  promise  Hope  sings  as— 

"  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  God  cannot  heal" 

TilKR  MORNING,  WHEN  HER  EARLY 

BREEZE. 

AWAKE,  ARISE,  THY  LIGHT  IS  COME 

(Axa.— Bbbthovbn.) 

(An.— STBvniflOK.) 

Like  morning,  when  her  eariy  breeze 

Awake,  arise,  thy  light  is  come  f 

Breaks  up  the  surface  of  the  seas, 

That,  m  those  furrows,  dark  with  night, 

Now  at  thy  feet  Ue  dark  and  domb— 

Her  hand  may  sow  the  seeds  of  light — 

The  glory  of  the  Lord  is  on  thao ! 

Thy  Grace  can  send  its  breathings  o'er 

Arise— the  GentOes  to  thy  ray. 

The  Spirit,  dark  and  lost  before. 

From  eVry  nook  of  earth  dwD  duster ; 

And,  fresh'ning  all  its  depths,  prepare 

And  kings  and  princes  haste  in  pay 

For  Truth  divine  to  enter  there. 

Their  homage  to  thy  rising  lostre.'' 

1  «*  And  the  children  of  Israel  wept  for  Moms  In  the  plalni 

was  sUll  discoursing  ifiith  them,  a  cknid  stood  over  him  es 

ofBIoab."-JDni«.xxxlv.a 

•  "And  he  burled  him  in  a  valley  in  the  land  of  Moab; 

he  wrote  in  the  Holy  Books  that  he  died,  whkk  was  «0iS 

....  bat  no  man  knoweth  of  hU  sepnlchra  onto  this  day.** 

out  of  fear,  lest  they  should  venture  to  say  that,  becaase  «f 

— IM&ver.O. 

his  extraordinary  virtue,  he  went  to  God."    Jmptm§t  bosk 

a  **My  doctrine  shall  drop  as  the  rain,  my  speech  shall 

iv.,  chap.  vilL 

dlitU  as  the  dew.*'— JMiuM*  Strngf  Deut.  zzzU.  3. 

•  *« Arise, shine;  forthyU«htiscaaM,aadthegloi7orths 

« "*  I  have  caused  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  eyes,  but  thou 

Loan  is  risen  upon  thee.*'— /MfaA,  he. 

T  »  And  the  GentUes  shall  come  to  thy  Uflil,  and  khm  <• 

•  **  As  be  was  fpolBf  to  embntce  Eleazer  and  Joshua,  and 

the  brightness  of  thy  rising.**— A. 

SACRED  SONGS. 


30ft 


lift  ap  thine  eyes  aroond,  and  see, 
O'er  foreign  fields,  o*er  farthest  waters, 

Thy  exiled  sons  return  to  thee, 

To  thee  return  thy  home-sick  daughter^' 

And  camels  rich,  from  Midian*s  tents, 

Shan  lay  their  treasures  down  before  thee ; 

And  Saba  bring  her  gold  and  scents. 
To  fill  thy  air  and  sparkle  o'er  thee.* 

See,  who  are  these  that,  like  a  cloud,' 
Ara>  gathering  from  all  earth's  dominions. 

Like  doves,  long  absent,  when  allow'd 
Homeward  to  shoot  their  trembling  pinions. 

Sorely  the  isles  shall  wait  for  me,* 

The  ships  of  Tarshish  round  will  hover, 

To  bring  thy  sons  across  the  sea, 
And  waft  their  gold  and  silver  over. 

And  Lebanon  thy  pomp  shall  grace* — 
Hie  fir,,  the  pine,  the  palm  fktorioos 

Shall  beantify  our  Holy  Place, 
And  make  the  ground  I  tread  on  glorious. 

No  more  sfaaO  Discord  haunt  thy  ways,* 
Nor  min  waste  thy  cheeriess  nation ; 

Bat  thou  shalt  call  thy  portals,  Praise, 
And  thou  shalt  name  thy  walls,  Salvation. 

The  son  no  moro  shall  make  thee  bright,^ 
Nor  moon  shall  lend  her  lustre  to  thee ; 

Bat  God,  Hmiself,  diall  be  thy  Light, 
And  flash  eternal  glory  through  thee. 

Thy  son  shall  never  more  go  down ; 

A  ray,  from  HeaVn  itself  descended, 
Shan  light  thy  everiastmg  crown — 

Thy  days  of  mourning  all  are  ended.* 

My  own,  elect,  and  righteous  Land ! 

The  Branchy  forever  green  and  vernal, 
Which  I  have  planted  with  this  hand — 

live  thoo  shalt  in  Life  EtemaL* 


1  ''lift  up  thlae  eyes  round  aboat^and  see ;  all  they  gather 
thcsneliea  together,  they  come  to  thee :  thy  sons  shall  come 
finoa  aAr,  and  thy  daughters  shall  be  nursed  at  thy  side.**— 

*  **!!»  araltltoda  of  camels  shall  cover  thee ;  the  drome- 
iuiea  of  Mldtaui  and  Ephah ;  all  they  from  Sheba  shall 
Mat;  they  akall  bdag  gold  and  incense.**— A. 

*  "Who  aie  these  that  fly  as  a  doad,  and  as  the  doves  to 
ft*«tedoirsr— A. 

«*8»ilythe  Mas  ihaU  wait  for  me, and  the  ships  of 
ItahUi  tot,  to  bring  thy  sons  ftom  far,  their  silver  and 
thUrgDidwIth  them."— A. 
""Tlw glory  of  Lebanon  ahall  come  onto  thee;  the  flr- 
^  te  plae-liee^  sad  the  bos  together,  to  beautify  the 
Ihsi  «r  my  aaactaary;  and  I  wlU  make  the  place  of  my 
^tfortooa.**— A. 


THERE  IS  A  BLEAK  DESERT. 

(Aix.— CaiscBsnin.} 

Thxrb  is  a  bleak  Desert,  where  daylight  grows 

weary 
Of  wasting  its  smile  on  a  region  so  dreary — 

What  may  that  desert  be? 
'Tis  Life,  cheerless  life,  where  the  few  joys  that 

come 
Are  lost  like  that  daylight,  for  'tis  not  their  home. 

There  is  a  lone  Pilgrim,  before  whose  faint  eyes 
The  water  he  pants  for  but  sparkles  and  flies— 

Who  may  that  Pilgrim  be? 
'Tis  Man,  hapless  Man,  through  this  life  tempted  on 
By  lair  shming  hopes,  that  in  shining  are  gone. 

There  is  a  bright  Fountain,  through  that  Desert 

stealing 
To  pure  lips  alone  its  refreshment  revealing — 

What  may  that  Fountain  be  ? 
Tis  Truth,  holy  Truth,  that,  like  springs  under 

ground. 
By  the  gifted  of  Heaven  alone  can  be  found.^ 

There  is  a  fair  Spirit,  whose  wand  hath  the  spell 
To  point  where  those  waters  in  secrecy  dwell — 

Who  may  that  Spirit  be? 
'Tis  Faith,  humble  faith,  who  hath  leam*d  that, 

where'er 
Her  wand  bends  to  worship,  the  Truth  must  be 

there! 


SmCE  FIRST  THY  WORD. 

(Aia.— Nicholas  Frkkmam.) 

Since  first  Thy  Word  awaked  my  heart, 
like  new  life  dawning  o'er  me. 


•  "  Violence  shall  no  more  be  heard  in  thy  land,  wasting 
nor  destmcUon  within  thy  borders ;  bat  thon  shalt  call  thy 
walls.  Salvation,  and  thy  gates,  Praise.*'— /»aiaA,  Iz. 

T  «« xhy  sun  shall  be  no  more  thy  light  by  day ;  neither  for 
brightness  shall  the  moon  give  light  onto  thee:  but  tlie 
Loan  shall  be  twto  thee  an  everlasting  light,  and  thy  God 
thy  glory .*»-/>. 

•  "Thy  sun  shall  no  more  go  down ;  ....  for  the  Loaa 
shall  be  thine  everlasting  light,  and  the  days  of  thy  mourn- 
ing shall  be  ended.'*— i». 

•  "Thy  people  also  shall  be  all  righteous ;  they  ahall  ^^ 
herit  the  land  forever,  the  branch  of  my  planting,  the  ^^^ 
of  my  hands.**— 75. 

M  In  singing,  the  following  line  had  better  b«  ^^ '    •  .«^ 
"  Can  bnt  by  the  gifted  of  Heaven  be  foi^^  ^^ 
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Whero*er  I  turn  mine  eyee,  Thoa  art, 

WIio  the  same  kmgdom  inherits? 

All  light  and  love  before  me. 

Breathes  there  a  soul  that  may  dare 

Naught  else  I  feci,  or  hear  or  aee— 

Look  to  that  worid  of  Spirits, 

Or  hope  to  dwell  with  you  there? 

Thee,  O  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Sages !  who,  ev'n  in  exploring 

Nature  through  all  her  bright  wmyi^ 

Like  him  whose  fetters  dioi^*d  away 

Went,  like  the  Seraphs,  adoring. 

When  light  shone  o'er  his  prison,^ 

And  veil'd  your  eyes  m  the  Maze— 

My  spirit,  touch'd  by  Mercy's  ray. 

Martyn !  who  left  for  our  reaping 

Hath  from  her  chains  arisen. 

Truths  you  had  sown  in  your  bloodv- 
Sinners !  whom  long  years  of  weeping 

And  shaU  a  soul  Thou  bidd'st  be  free. 

Return  to  bondage? — never! 

Chasten'd  from  evil  to  good — 

Thee,  0  God,  and  only  Thee 

I  live  for,  now  and  ever. 

Maidens !  who,  like  the  young  CrcMsent, 

Turning  away  your  p^e  brows 

From  earth,  and  the  light  of  the  iWent,    • 

Look'd  to  your  Heavenly  Spouae 

Say,  through  what  region  enchanted. 

Walk  ye,  in  Heaven's  sweet  air? 

HARK!  'TIS  THE  BREEZE. 

Say,  to  what  fpirits*tiB  granted,    . 

(Air.— RoviiBAU.) 

Bright  souls,  to  dwen  with  yon  than? 

Haek  !  'tis  the  breeze  of  twHight  calling 

Earth's  weary  children  to  repose ; 

While,  round  the  couch  of  Nature  falling. 

Gently  the  night's  soft  curtains  close. 

Soon  o*er  a  world,  m  sleep  reclining, 

Numberless  stars,  through  yonder  dark. 

Shall  look,  like  eyes  of  Cherubs  shming 

HOW  LIGHTLY  MOUNTS  THK  BIU8CT 

From  out  the  veils  that  hid  the  Ark. 

WING. 

(Axa.~AiioiiTMOus.) 

Guard  us,  oh  Thou,  who  never  sleepest. 

Thou  who,  in  silence  throned  above. 

How  lightly  mounts  the  Muse's  wing. 

Throughout  all  time,  unwearied,  keepest 

Whose  theme  b  m  the  nkiee 

Thy  watch  of  Glory,  Pow'r,  and  Love. 

Like  morning  larks,  that  tweeter  sii^ 

Grant  that,  beneath  thine  eye,  securely. 

The  nearer  HeaVn  they  ziie. 

Our  souls,  awhile  from  life  withdrawn, 

May,  in  their  darkness,  stilly,  purely. 

Though  Love  his  magic  lyre  may  tone. 

Like  «  sealed  fountams,"  rert  till  dawn. 

Yet  ah,  the  flow'rs  he  nmnd  it  wzMtha, 

Were  pluck'd  beneath  pole  Fkmn't  moon, 

How  purer  far  the  sacred  lute. 

Round  which  Devotion  ties 

WHERE  IS  YOUR  DWELLING,  YE 

Sweet  flow'iB  that  turn  to  heaTUy  ftmt, 

SAINTED? 

And  palm  that  never  dw 

(Aia.-HA««.) 

Though  War's  high-ooosding  hup  may  bt 

Wherb  is  your  dwelling,  ye  Sainted? 
Through  what  Elysium  more  bright 
Than  fancy  or  hope  ever  painted, 

Most  welcome  to  the  heioli  9tm, 
Alas,  his  chords  of  victory 
Are  wet,  all  o'er,  with  hnman  teaa 

Walk  ye  in  glory  and  light? 

How  (ar  more  sweet  their  mmiben  m, 

>  *  And,  behold,  the  angel  of  the  Loed  came  apoc  him. 

and  a  ll«ht  thined  in  the  prUon,  ....  and  his  chains  fell 

No  victor,  but  th'  Eternal  One* 

«ff  fiom  hU  bands.**-.tfcto,  ziL  7. 

No  trophies  hot  of  Lovo! 
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FORTH  TO  THE  MOUNT. 

(A^ — Stktehioii.) 
o  the  Mount — bring  the    oliye-bnnch 

,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 
time,*  when  the  moon  upon  Ajalon's 
» 
motionless  down,'  saw  the  kmgs  of  the 

mce  of  God's  mighty  Champion,  grow 

r  had  Judah  an  hour  of  such  mirth ! 

0  the   Mountn— bring   the  olive-branch 
e, 

,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 

le  and  pahn — bring  the  boughs  of  each 

thy  to  wave  o*er  the  tents  of  the  Free.* 
day,  when  the  footsteps  of  Israel  shone, 
ght  not  their  own,  through  the  Jordan's 

1  tide, 

tezB  shrunk  back    as    the  Ark  glided 

r  had  Judah  an  hour  of  such  pride ! 

o  the   Mount— rbring  the    olive-branch 

e, 

,  for  the  day  of  our  Freedom  is  come ! 


3T   SWEET  TO  THINK,  HERE- 
AFTER. 

(Aie.—Hatdii^ 

■weei  to  think,  hereafter, 
the  Spirit  leaves  this  sphere, 
Ih  deathless  wing,  shall  waft  her 
ise  she  long  hath  moum'd  for  here  7 

rom  which  'twas  death  to  sever, 
this  worid  can  ne'er  restore, 
B  warm,  as  bright  as  ever, 
neet  us  and  be  lost  no  more. 

It  they  ■hofold  paUlth  and  proclaim  In  all  their 
Jerasalem,  saying.  Go  forth  unto  the  mount, 

re-braachei,**  h^  ttc.—Jfek.  vUL  15. 

«  the  days  of  Jeshoa  the  son  of  Nan  onto  that 

ihe  children  of  Israel  done  so :  and  there  was 

adnen.**-.MU.  vlU.  17. 

uid  tboa  still  upon  Gibeon;  and  thou,  Mooi^ 
of  Ajakm.**— .focA.  z.  15L 

live-branchea,  and  ptne-toanches,  and  myrtle- 

d  palm-braachet,  and  breaches  of  thick  trees, 

ha.**— Akl^  viU.  15. 

)  pctesu  that  bave  tifts  aikoT  Ow  eofenaat  of  the 


When  wearily  we  wander,  addng 
Of  earth  and  heav'n  where  are  they. 

Beneath  whose  smile  we  once  lay  basking, 
Bleas'd,  and  thmkmg  bliss  would  stay  7 

Hope  still  lifts  her  radiant  finger 

Pointing  to  th'  eternal  Home, 
Upon  whose  portal  yet  they  linger. 

Looking  back  for  us  to  come. 

Alas,  alas— doth  Hope  deceive  us  7 

Shall  friendship— love— shall  all  those  ties 

That  bind  a  moment,  and  then  leave  us. 
Be  found  again  where  nothing  dies  7 

Oh,  if  no  other  boon  were  given, 

To  keep  our  hearts  from  wrong  and  ttaldi 
Who  would  not  try  to  wm  a  Heaven 

Where  all  we  love  shall  live  again  7 


WAR  AGAINST  BABYLON. 

(Aia.— NovBLLO.) 

*'  War  agamst  Babylon  !"  shout  we  around,* 

Be  our  b^nnen  through  earth  unfuri'd ; 
Rise  up,  ye  nations,  ye  kings,  at  the  soundT — 

**War  against    Babylon!"  shout    through    th« 
worid! 
Oh  thou,  that  dwellest  on  many  waters,* 

Thy  day  of  pride  is  ended  now  ; 
And  the  dark  curse  of  Israel's  daughters 

Breaks,  like  a  thunder-cloud,  over  thy  brow !    . 
War,  war,  war  against  Babylon ! 

Make  bright  the  arrows,  and  gather  the  shields,* 

Set  the  standard  of  God  on  high ; 
Swarm  we,  like  locusts,  o'er  all  her  fields, 

"Zion"  our  watchword,   and  "vengeance"  our 
cry! 
Wo !  wo ! — the  tune  of  thy  visitation** 

Is  come,  proud  Land,  thy  doom  is  cast — 
And  the  black  surge  of  desolation 

Sweeps  o'er  thy  guilty  head,  at  last ! 

War,  war,  war  agamst  Babylon ! 

Loan  stood  firm  on  dry  gronnd  in  the  midst  of  Joidaa,  and 
all  the  Israelltef  passed  over  on  dry  ground/*-n,XMft.  UL  17. 

*  *'  Shont  against  her  round  about** — Jer.  1. 15. 

V  **  Set  ye  up  a  standard  In  the  land,  blow  the  trumpet 
among  the  nations,  prepare  the  nations  against  her,  call  to- 
gether against  her  the  kingdoms,**  Iec^  hc^—Jtr,  U.  fT. 

■  *«  Oh  thou  that  dwellest  upon  juany  waters,  .  ,  . .  thl^ 
end  is  come.** — J«r.  11. 13. 

•  **  Make  bright  the  arrows ;  gather  the  shield^  .  .  Mi 
up  the  standard  upon  the  walls  of  Babykm.** — ^^  *  *««  ISL 

» •*  Wo  unto  them  I  for  their  day  U  oom^  TT^^  ?J»  SC 
their  visitation  !**—Jir.l.«7.  *  ^^  ^^ 
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THE    SUMMER   FETE 


TO 

THE  HONORABLE  MRS.  NORTON. 

For  tho  groimdwork  of  tho  following  Poem  I  am 
indebted  to  a  memorable  FSte,  given  eome  years 
since,  at  Boyle  Farm,  the  seat  of  the  late  Lord 
Henry  Fitzgerald.  In  conmiemoration  of  that 
evening — of  which  the  lady  to  whom  these  pages 
are  inscribed  was,  I  well  recollect,  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  ornaments — I  was  induced  at  the 
time  to  write  some  venes,  which  were  afterwards, 
however,  thrown  aside  unfinished,  on  my  discover- 
ing that  the  same  task  had  been  undertaken  by  a 
noble  poet,^  whose  playful  and  ha.ppy  jeu-d' esprit 
on  the  subject  has  since  been  publidied.  It  was 
but  lately,  that,  on  finding  the  fragments  of  my 
own  sketch  among  my  papers,  I  thought  of  founding 
on  them  such  a  description  of  an  imagitf^  Fdte  as 
might  furnish  me  with  situations  for  the  introduction 
of  music 

Such  is  the  origin  and  object  of  the  following 
Poem,  and  to  Mrs.  Norton  it  is,  with  every  feeling 
of  admiration  and  regard,  inscribed  by  her  father's 
warmly  attached  friend, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

fSIoperton  Cottage^ 
Jfovember,  1831. 
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"  Where  are  ye  now,  ye  sunmier  days, 

"  That  once  inspired  the  poet's  lays  ? 

**  Bless'd  tim^  !  ere  England's  nymphs  and  swains, 

"  For  lack  of  sunbeams,  took  to  coals— 
«  Summers  of  light,  undimm'd  by  rains, 
"  Whose  only  mocking  trace  remains 

"  In  watering-pots  and  parasols.*' 

Thus  spoke  a  young  Patrician  maid. 
As,  on  the  morning  of  tliat  F6te 

1  Lnd  FnacU  Eiertoa. 


Which  bards  unborn  shall  celebrate. 
She  backward  drew  her  curtain's  Bhade, 
And,  closing  one  half-dazzled  eye, 
Pecp'd  with  the  other  at  the  sky — 
Th'  important  sky,  whose  light  or  gloom 
Was  to  decide,  this  day,  the  doom 
Of  some  few  hundred  beauties,  wits, 
Blues,  Dandies,  Swains,  and  ExqnisitesL 

Famt  were  her  hopes ;  for  Jane  had  ndw 

Set  in  with  all  his  usual  rigor ! 
Young  Zephyr  yet  scarce  knowmg  hoir 
To  nurse  a  bud,  or  fan  a  bough. 

But  Eurus  in  perpetual  vigor ; 
And,  such  the  biting  summer  air, 
That  she,  the  nymph  how  nestling  there — 
Snug  as  her  own  bright  gems  ledine. 
At  night,  withm  their  cotton  dirine— 
Had,  more  than  once,  been  caught  of  late 
Kneeling  before  her  blazing  grate, 
Like  a  young  worshipper  of  fire. 

With  hands  uplifted  to  the  flame. 
Whose  glow,  as  if  to  woo  them  nigfaer. 

Through  the  white  fingers  flushLDig  eame 

But  oh !  the  light,  th'  nnhoped-fiar  li^ 
That  now  illumed  this  moming'e  heaven  I 

Up  sprung  I&nthe  at  the  sig^t. 
Though— ^ark !— the  docks  but  strike  elevn, 

And  rarely  did  the  nymph  snipriee 

Mankind  so  eariy  with  her  eyes. 

Who  now  will  say  that  England's  son 

(Like  England*s  self,  these  spendthrift  dayi) 

His  stock  of  wealth  hath  near  ootnm,. 
And  must  retrench  his  golden  i 

Pay  for  the  pride  of  sunbeams  past. 

And  to  mere  moonshine  come  at  last? 


"  Calunmioos  thought !"  ISathe  cries. 

While  coming  mirth  lit  up  each  glance, 
And,  prescient  of  the  ball,  her  eyee 

Already  had  begun  to  dance : 
For  brighter  sun  than  that  whidi  now 

Sparkled  o'er  London's  Bpats  and  towen^ 
Had  never  bent  £rom  heaven  bis  faroir 

To  kiss  Firenze's  City  of  flowea* 


J 
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What  most  it  bo— if  thos  so  fair 

No  star  for  London's  feasts  to-day, 

'Mid  the  smoked  gjcoyea  of  Groevenor  Sqaai»^ 

No  moon  of  beauty,  new  this  May, 

What  must  it  be  where  Thames  is  seen 

To  lend  the  night  her  crescent  ray ; —  . 

Glidmg  between  hift  banks  of  green, 

Nothmg,  in  short,  for  ear  or  eye. 

While  rival  yiUas,  on  each  side, 

But  veteran  belles,  and  wits  gone  by. 

Peep  from  their  bowers  to  woo  his  tide, 

The  relics  of  a  past  beau-monde. 

And,  like  a  Turk  between  two  rows 

A  world,  like  Cuvier's,  long  dethroned! 

Of  Harem  beauties,  on  he  goes— 

Ev'n  Parliament  this  evening  nods 

A  lover,  loved  for  eVn  the  grace 

Beneath  th'  harangues  of  minor  gods, 

With  which  he  slides  from  their  embrace. 

On  half  its  usual  opiate's  share ; 

\ 

The  great  dispensers  of  repose. 

In  one  of  those  enchanted  domes. 

The  fiist-rate  fumishers  of  prose 

One,  the  most  flow*ry,  cool,  and  bright 

Being  all  call'd  to— prise  elsewhere. 

Of  an  by  which  that  river  roams. 

The  F6te  is  to  be  held  to-night— 

Soon  as  through  Grosvenct^s  lordly  square*— 

That  F^  already  linkM  to  fame, 

That  last  impregnable  redoubt* 

Whose  cards,  in  many  a  fair  one's  sight 

Where,  guarded  with  Patrician  caro 

(When  kmk'd  for  long,  at  last  they  came,) 

Primeval  Error  still  holds  out — 

SeemM  circled  with  a  fairy  light ;— 

Where  never  gleam  of  gas  must  dare 

That  F^  to  which  the  cuU,  the  flower 

'Gainst  ancient  Darkness  to  revolt. 

Of  England's  beanty,  rank  and  power. 

Nor  smooth  Macadam  hope  to  spare 

From  the  yonng  spinster,  just  come  out, 

The  dowagers  one  single  jolt ; — 

To  the  old  IVemier,  too  long  tn— 

Where,  far  too  stately  and  sublime 

From  legs  of  far  descended  gout. 

To  profit  by  the  Ughts  of  time, 

To  the  last  new-moustechio'd  chin- 

Let  Intellect  march  how  it  will. 

All  were  convoked  by  Fashion's  spells 

They  stick  to  oil  and  watchmen  still  ^— 

To  the  small  circle  where  she  dwells. 

Soon  as  yirough  that  illustnous  square 

CoQectiBg  nightly,  to  allure  us, 

The  first  epistolary  bell. 

live  atoms,  which,  together  hnrl'd. 

Sounding  by  fits  upon  the  air. 

She,  Uke  another  Epicurus, 

Of  partmg  pennies  rung  the  knell ; 

Sets  dancing  thus,  and  calls  "  the  Worid." 

Wam'd  by  that  telltale  of  the  hours. 

And  by  the  daylight's  westering  beam, 

Behold  how  busy  in  those  bowers 

The  young  I&nthe,  who,  with  flowers 

(like  May-flies,  in  and  out  of  flowers,) 

Half-crown'd,  had  sat  in  idle  dream 

The  countless  menials  swarming  run. 

Before  her  glass,  scarce  knowing  whore 

To  famish  forth,  ere  set  of  sun. 

Her  fingers  roved  through  that  bright  hair. 

The  banquet-table  richly  laid 

While,  all  capriciously,  she  now 

Beneath  yon  awnmg*s  lengthened  shade, 

Dislodged  some  curl  from  her  white  brow. 

Where  fruits  shall  tempt,  and  wines  entice. 

And  now  again  replaced  it  there  5 — 

And  Luxury's  self,  at  Gunter's  call, 

As  though  her  task  was  meant  to  be 

Breathe  from  her  summer-throne  of  ice 

One  endless  change  of  ministry — 

A  tpint  of  cooUiesB  over  all. 

A  routing-up  of  Loves  and  Graces, 

But  to  plant  others  in  their  places. 

And  now  th'  important  hour  drew  nigh. 

When,  'neath  the  flush  of  evening's  sky. 

Meanwhile — what  strain  is  that  which  floats 

Th0  west  end  **  world"  for  mirth  let  loose, 

Through  the  small  boudoir  near— like  notes 

And  moved,  as  he  of  Syracuse* 

Of  some  young  bird,  its  task  repeating 

Ne'er  dreamt  of  moving  worlds,  by  force 

For  the  next  linnet  music-meeting? 

Of  lonr-hone  power,  had  all  combined 

A  voice  it  was,  whose  gentle  sounds 

Thnragfa  Grosvenor  Gate  to  speed  their  couse. 

Still  kept  a  modest  octave's  bounds. 

LeaTing  that  portion  of  mankind. 

Nor  yet  had  ventured  to  exalt 

Whom  they  caU  "  Nobody,"  behind  ;— 

Its  rash  ambition  to  B  alt, 

a  Aicbloiedes. 

the  time  when  the  above  lines  were  written,  they  itiU  obati. 

•  I  «D  Bot  eertaia  whether  the  Dowafers  of  this  Bqoaie 

nately  peraevered  in  their  old  rigiwu;  and  ^ald  not  sailer 

themselves  to  be  either  well  piarded  or  weU  Ughted. 
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That  point  towards  which  when  ladies  rise, 

The  wise  man  takes  his  hat  and — ^flies. 

SONG. 

Tones  of  a  haip,  too,  gently  play'd, 

Came  with  this  youthful  voice  commnnuig, 

Arrat  thee,  love,  array  thee,  lovo, 

Tones  true,  for  once,  without  the  aid 

Li  all  thy  best  array  thee ; 

Of  that  inflictive  process,  tuning — 

The  sun's  below— the  moon's  above— 

A  process  which  must  oft  have  given 

And  Night  and  Blin  obey  thee. 

Poor  Milton's  ears  a  deadly  wound ; 

Put  on  thee  aU  that's  bright  and  rare, 

So  pleased,  among  the  joys  of  Heav*n, 

The  zone,  the  wreath,  the  gem, 

He  specifies  "  haips  ever  tuned."* 

Not  so  much  gracing  charms  so  fair, 

She  who  now  sung  this  gentle  strain 

As  borrowing  grace  from  them. 

Was  our  young  nymph's  still  younger  nster— 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  love. 

Scarce  ready  yet  for  Fashion's  train 

In  all  that's  bright  array  thee ; 

In  their  light  legions  to  enlist  her, 

The  sun's  below — the  moon's  above-* 

But  counted  on,  as  sure  to  bring 

And  Night  and  Bliss  obey  thee. 

Her  force  mto  the  field  next  spring. 

Put  on  the  plumes  thy  lover  gave. 

The  song  she  thus,  like  Jubal's  shell, 

The  plumes,  that,  proudly  dancing. 

Gave  forth  "  so  sweetly  and  so  well," 

Proclaim  to  all,  where'er  they  wave. 

Was  one  in  Morning  Poet  much  famed, 

Victorious  eyes  advancing. 

From  a  divine  collection,  named. 

Bring  forth  the  robe,  whose  hue  of  besvea 

"  Songs  of  the  toilet"— every  Lay 

From  thee  derives  such  Ugfat, 

Taking  for  subject  of  its  Muse, 

That  Iris  would  give  all  her  serai 

Some  branch  of  feminine  array, 

To  boast  but  one  so  bright 

Some  item,  with  full  scope,  to  choose, 

Array  thee,  love,  array  thee,  kive. 

From  diamonds  down  to  dancing  shoes ; 

&c  &«.  &c 

From  the  last  hat  that  Heibault's  hai\ds 

Bequeath'd  to  an  admiring  world, 

Now  hie  thee,  love,  now  hie  thee,  fcive. 

Down  to  the  latest  flounce  that  stands 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  thee. 

like  Jacob's  Ladder— or  expands 

Far  forth,  tempestuously  unfurl'd. 

Will  beat,  when  they  come  nigh  thee. 
Thy  every  word  diall  be  a  spell. 

Speaking  of  one  of  these  new  liays. 

Thy  every  look  a  ray, 

Tlie  Morning  Post  thus  sweetly  says : — 

And  tracks  of  wond'ring  eyes  ihaU  teD 

«  Not  all  that  breathes  from  Bishop's  lyre. 

The  glory  of  thy  way ! 

"  That  Bamett  dreams,  or  Cooke  conceives. 

Now  hie  tboe,  love,  now  hie  thee,  knra^ 

«  Can  match  for  sweetness,  strength,  or  fire. 

Through  Pleasure's  circles  hie  thee. 

«  This  fine  Cantata  upon  Sleeves. 

And  hearts,  where'er  thy  footsteps  move, 

«  The  very  notes  themselves  reveal 

ShaU  beat  when  they  come  n^  tlM«» 

"  The  cut  of  each  new  sleeve  so  well ; 

"  Aflat  betrays  the  JmbeciUes* 
<*  Light  fugues  the  flying  lappets  tell ; 

«  While  rich  cathedral  chords  awake 

Now  in  his  Palace  of  the  West, 

**  Our  homage  for  the  Manches  ePEvique," 

Smking  to  slumber,  the  bright  Day, 
Like  a  tired  monarch  fann'd  to  rest, 

Twas  the  first  op'ning  song — the  Lay 

Mid  the  cool  airs  of  Evening  lay ; 

Of  all  least  deep  m  toilet-lore, 

While  round  his  couch's  golden  rim 

That  the  young  nymph,  to  while  away 

The  gaudy  clouds,  like  comtieig,  enpt— 

The  tiring  hour,  thus  waibled  o'er : — 

Struggling  each  other's  light  to  dim. 
And  catch  his  last  anile  ere  he  slept 

How  gay,  as  o'er  the  gliding  Thames 
The  golden  eve  its  lustre  poor'd. 

Now  group'd  around  that  iestal  board ; 

1  ^"  their  lolden  harps  they  took- 

•  The  name  given  to  those  laigi  sissfes  that  hsac  looiilr* 

Harps  ever  toned.**             PMraditt  LmU  book  iii. 

^^^ 
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A  Ihring  man  of  plomes  and  flowen, 

As  though  they'd  robb'd  both  birds  and  bowei»^ 

A  peopled  nhAow,  swannmg  through 

With  habitants  of  every  hue ; 

While,  as  the  sparkling  juice  of  France 

High  in  the  crystal  brimmen  flow'd. 

Each  sunset  ray  that  miz'd  by  chance 
With  the  wine's  sparkles,  show'd 

How  sunbeams  may  be  taught  to  dance 

If  not  in  written  form  express'd, 
Twas  known,  at  least,  to  every  guest. 
That,  though  not  bidden  to  parade 
Their  scenic  powers  in  masquerade, 
(A  pastune  UtUe  found  to  thrive 

In  the  bleak  fog  of  England's  skies. 
Where  wit's  the  thing  we  best  contrive, 

As  nuMioeradeEB,  to  dtagtute,) 
It  yet  was  hoped— and  well  that  hope 

Was  answer'd  by  the  young  and  gay — 

That,  in  the  toilet's  task  to-day. 
Fancy  shoukl  take  her  wildest  scope ; — 
That  the  rapt  milliner  should  be 
Let  kMse  through  fields  of  poesy. 
The  taibr,  in  inventive  trance, 

Up  to  the  heights  of  Epic  clamber. 
And  all  the  regions  of  Romance 

Be  ransack'd  by  the  femme  de  chambre. 

AooQfdingly,  with  gay  Sultanas, 
Rebeccas,  Sapphos,  Roxalanas — 
CindMsian  slaves  whom  Love  would  pay 

Half  his  maternal  realms  to  ransom ; — 
Young  nuns,  whose  chief  religion  lay 

In  looking  most  profanely  handsome ; — 
Moses  m  muslin — ^pastoral  maids 
With  hats  from  the  Arcade-tan  diades. 
And  liat^une-tellers,  rich,  'twas  plain, 
As  fortnne-^n(er«  form'd  their  train. 

With  these,  and  more  such  female  groups. 
Were  miz'd  no  less  fantastic  troops 
Of  nude  ezhibitera — all  willmg 
To  k)dL,  ev'n  more  than  usual,  kOIhig ; — 
Bean  tyrants,  smock-faced  braggadocios. 
And  brigands,  charmingly  ferocioas  \ — 
M.  F.'s  tum'd  Turks,  good  Moslems  then. 

Who,  last  night,  voted  for  the  Greeks ; 
And  Friars,  stanch  No-Popery  men, 

In  dose  confab  with  Whig  Caciques. 

But  where  is  she— the  nymph,  whom  lata 

We  left  before  her  gUss  ddaying, 
I&e  Eve,  when  by  the  lake  she  sate. 

In  the  clear  wave  her  charms  surveying. 
And  saw  in  that  first  glassy  minor 
TW  fizsl  lair  face  that  lured  to  emc 


**  Where  is  she,"  ask'st  then  7— watch  all'  looks 

As  cent'ring  to  one  point  they  bear, 
Like  sun-flowen  by  the  sides  of  brooks, 
Tum'd  to  the  sun — and  she  is  there. 
Ev'n  in  disguise,  oh  never  doubt 
By  her  own  light  you'd  track  her  out: 
As  when  the  moon,  close  shawl'd  in  fog. 
Steals,  as  she  thinks,  through  heaven  incogs 
Though  hid  herself,  some  sidelong  ray, 
At  every  step,  detects  her  way. 

But  not  in  dark  disguise  to-night 

Hath  our  young  heroine  veil'd  her  light ; — 

For  see,  she  walks  the  earth,  Love's  own. 

His  wedded  bride,  by  holiest  vow 
Pledged  In  Olympus,  and  made  &nown 
To  mortals  by  the  type  which  now 
Hangs  glitt'ring  on  her  snowy  brow, 
That  butterfly,  mysterions  trinket, 
Which  means  the  Soul,  (tho'  few  would  thmk  it,) 
And  sparkling  thus  on  brow  so  white. 
Tells  us  we've  Psyche  hers  to-night ! 


But  hark !  some  song  hath  caught  her  < 

And,  lo,  how  pleased,  as  though  she'd  ne'er 
Heard  the  Grand  Opera  of  the  Spheres, 

Her  goddess-ship  approves  the  air ; 
And  to  a  mere  terrestrial  strain. 
Inspired  by  naught  but  pink  champagne. 

Her  butterfly  as  gayly  nods 
As  though  she  sat  with  all  her  train 

At  some  great  Concert  of  the  Gods,  ■ 
With  Phcebus,  leader — Jove  director 
And  half  the  audience  drunk  with  nectar. 

From  a  male  group  the  carol  came — 

A  few  gay  youths,  whom  round  the  board 
The  last-tried  flask's  superior  Dune 

Had  lured  to  taste  the  tide  it  pour'd ; 
And  one,  who,  from  his  youth  and  lyre, 
Seem'd  grandson  to  the  Teian  sire. 
Thus  gayly  sung,  while,  to  his  song. 
Replied  m  chorus  the  gay  throng: — 


SONG. 


Soke  mortals  there  may  be,  so  wise,  or  so  fine, 
As  in  evenings  like  this  no  enjoyment  to  see  ; 

Bat,  as  Fm  not  particular — wit,  love,  and  wine, 
Are  for  one  night's  amusement  sufficient  fnr  me. 

Nay — humble  and  strange  ss  my  tastes  may  sppear-l. 
If  driv'n  to  the  wont,  I  could  manage,  (^laiik 
Heaven, 
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To  put  up  with  eyes  eucli  as  beam  rouod  me  here, 
And  such  wine  as  we're  sipping,  six  days  oat  of 
seven. 
So  pledge  me  a  bumper — ^your  sages  profound 
May  be  blest,  if  they  will,  on  their  own  patent 
plan: 
But  as  we  are  not  sages,  why — send  the  cnp 
round — 
We  must  only  be  happy  the  best  way  we  can. 

A  reward  by  some  king  was  once  offered,  we're  told, 

To  whoe'er  could  invent  a  new  bliss  for  mankind ; 
But  talk  of  new  pleasures ! — give  me  but  the  old, 

And  I'll  leave  your  inventors  all  new  ones  they 
find. 
Or  should  I,  in  quest  of  fresh  realms  of  bliss. 

Set  sail  m  the  pinnace  of  Fancy  some  day. 
Let  the  rich  rosy  sea  I  embark  on  be  this. 

And  such  eyes  as  we've  here  be  the  stars  of  my 
way! 
In  the  mean  time,  a  bumper — ^your  Angels,  on  high. 

May  have  pleasures  unknown  to  life's  limited 
span; 
But,  as  we  are  not  Angels,  why — let  the  flask  fly — 

We  must  only  be  happy  all  ways  that  we  can. 


Now  nearly  fled  was  sunset's  light, 

Leavmg  but  so  much  of  its  beam 
As  gave  to  objects,  late  so  bright. 

The  coloring  of  a  shadowy  dream ; 
And  there  was  still  where  Day  had  set 

A  flush  that  spoke  him  loath  to  die — 
A  last  link  of  his  glory  yet, 

Bmding  together  earth  and  sky. 
Say,  why  is  it  that  twilight  best 
Becomes  even  brows  the  loveliest  7 
That  dimness,  with  its  sofl'ulng  touch» 

Can  bring  out  grace,  unfelt  before, 
And  charms  we  ne'er  can  see  too  much. 

When  seen  but  half  enchant  the  more  7 
Alas,  it  is  that  every  joy 
In  fulness  finds  its  worst  alloy, 
And  half  a  bliss,  but  hoped  or  guess'd, 
Is  sweeter  than  the  whole  poasess'd ; — 
That  Beauty,  when  least  shone  upon, 

A  creature  most  ideal  grows ; 
And  there's  no  light  from  moon  or  sun 

Like  that  Imagination  throws ;— 
It  is,  alas,  that  Fancy  shrinks 

Ev'n  from  a  bright  reality. 
And  turning  inly,  feels  and  th»nlc« 

Far  heav'nlier  things  than  e'er  will  he. 


Such  was  th'  eSect  of  twilight's  hoar 
On  the  fair  groups  that,  round  and  round. 

From  glade  to  grot,  fiom  bank  to  bow'r. 
Now  wander'd  through  this  fairy  groond ; 

And  thus  did  Fancy — and  champagne- 
Work  on  the  sight  their  dazzling  Bpdk, 

Till  nymphs  that  look'd,  at  noonday,  plain, 
Now  brighten'd,  in  the  gloom,  to  belles ; 

And  the  brief  interval  of  time, 
'Twixt  after  dinner  and  before, 

To  dowagers  brought  back  their  prime. 
And  shed  a  halo  round  two-flC<»e. 

Meanwhile,  new  pastimes  for  the  eye, 

The  ear,  the  fancy,  quick  succeed ; 
And  now  along  the  waters  fly 

Light  gondoles,  of  Venetian  breed, 
With  knights  and  dames,  who,  calm  redined. 

Lisp  out  love-sonnets  as  they  g^ide— 
Astonishing  old  Thames  to  find 

Such  doings  on  his  mortal  tide. 

So  bright  was  still  that  tranquil  river. 
With  the  last  shaft  from  Daylight's  quiver, 
That  many  a  group,  in  turn,  were  seen 
Embarkmg  on  its  wave  serene ; 
And,  'mong  the  rest,  in  chorus  gay, 
A  band  of  mariners,  from  th'  isles 
Of  sunny  Greece,  all  song  and  smiles. 
As  smooth  they  floated,  to  the  play 
Of  their  oar's  cadence,  sung  this  lay  >— 


TRIO. 


Our  home  is  on  the  sea,  boy. 
Our  home  is  on  the  sea ; 

When  Nature  gave 

The  ocean-wave, 
She  mark'd  it  for  the  Fxw. 
Whatever  storms  befall,  boy. 
Whatever  storms  befSsII, 

The  island  bark  , 

Is  Freedom's  atk, 
And  floats  her  safe  throogh  aD. 

Behold  yon  sea  of  isles,  boy. 
Behold  yon  sea  of  isles. 

Where  ev'ry  shore 

Is  sparkling  o'er 
With  Beauty's  richest  amOee. 
For  us  hath  Freedom  daim'd,  boy. 
For  us  hath  FVeedom  claim'd 

Those  ooean-nesis 

Where  Valor  i 
His  eagle  wing  i 
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4iid  riiall  the  Modem  dare,  boy, 
And  Bhall  the  Modem  dare, 

While  Grecian  hand 

Can  wield  a  brand. 
To  plant  his  Crescent  there  7 
No — by  our  fathers,  no,  boy, 
No,  by  the  CroB  we  show— 

From  Maine's  rills 

To  Thracia's  hills 
AU  Greece  xe-echoes  «  No !" 


like  pleasant  thoughts  that  o*er  the  mmd 

A  minnte  come,  and  go  again, 
Ev'n  so,  by  snatches,  in  the  wind. 

Was  caught  and  lost  that  choral  strain, 
Now  fan,  now  famt  upon  the  ear, 
Aa  the  baik  floated  far  or  near. 
At  length  when,  lost,  the  closing  note 

Had  down  the  waters  died  along, 
Forth  from  another  fairy  boat. 

Freighted  with  music,  came  this  song  ^- 


SONG. 


Smootrlt  flowing  through  verdant  yales. 

Gentle  rirer,  thy  current  runs, 
Sheltered  safe  firom  winter  gales. 

Shaded  cool  from  summer  suns. 
Thus  OKf  Youth's  sweet  moments  glide, 

Fenced  with  flow'ry  shelter  round ; 
No  rude  tempest  wakes  the  tide, 

All  its  path  is  fairy  ground. 

But,  fabr  river,  the  day  will  come. 

When,  woo*d  by  whisp'ring  groves  in  vam, 
Tboa*lt  ^ve  those  banks,  thy  shaded  home, 

To  mingle  with  the  stormy  main. 
And  thou,  sweet  Youth,  too  soon  wilt  pass 

Into  the  world's  nnshelter'd  sea. 
Where,  once  thy  wave  hath  mix'd,  ala% 

All  hope  of  peace  is  lost  for  thee. 


Next  torn  we  to  the  gay  saloon 
Resplendent  as  a  summer  noon. 

Where,  'neath  a  pendent  wreath  of  lights, 
A  Zodiac  of  flowers  and  tapers — 

^  IiEngteBd  the  fttrtUUm  of  thlt  opera  of  Roolnl  wu 

I  tttufcrnd  to  Uieitonr  of  Peter  the  HcrmU;  bywhtchmeapt 

te  tadecoram  of  giving  sneh  aaiDM  M  •«  MoiM,**  «*  Fhanon,** 


(Snch  as  m  Rnasian  ball-rooms  sheds 
Its  glory  o'er  young  dancers'  heads) — 

Quadrille  performs  her  mazy  rites. 
And  reigns  supreme  o'er  dides  and  capers  ;— 
Working  to  death  each  opera  strain. 

As,  with  a  foot  that  ne'er  reposes. 
She  jigs  through  sacred  and  profane. 

From  "  Maid  and  Magpie"  up  to  «  Mooes  ;">— 
Wearing  out  tunes  as  fast  as  shoes. 

Till  fagg'd  Rossini  scarce  respires ; 
Till  Mayerbeer  for  mercy  sues. 

And  Weber  at  her  feet  expires. 

And  now  the  set  hath  ceased — the  bows 
Of  fiddlers  taste  a  brief  repose. 
While  light  along  the  painted  floor, 

Arm  within  arm,  the  couples  stray. 
Talking  their  stock  of  nothings  o'er. 

Till — nothing's  left,  at  last,  to  say. 
When,  lo ! — most  opportunely  sent — 

Two  Exquintes,  a  he  and  she. 
Just  brought  from  Dandyland,  and  meant 

For  Fashion's  grand  Menagerie, 
Entered  the  room — and  scarce  were  there 
When  all  flock'd  round  them,  glad  to  stara 
At  any  monsters,  any  where. 

Some  thought  them  perfect,  to  their  tastes ; 
While  othezB  hinted  that  the  waists 
(That  in  particular  of  the  he  thing) 
Left  far  too  ample  room  for  breathing : 
Whereas,  to  meet  these  critics'  wishes. 

The  isthmus  there  should  be  so  small, 
That  Exquisites,  at  last,  like  fishes. 

Must  manage  not  to  breathe  at  all. 
The  female  (these  same  critics  said,) 

Though  orthodox  from  toe  to  chin, 
Yet  lack'd  that  t^cious  width  of  head 

To  hat  of  toadstool  much  akm — 
That  build  of  bonnet,  whose  extent 
Should,  like  a  doctrine  of  dissent, 

Puzzle  church-doors  to  let  it  in. 

However — sad  as  'twas,  no  doubt. 

That  nymph  so  smart  should  go  about, 

With  head  unconscious  of  the  place 

It  ought  to  fill  in  Infinite  Space — 

Yet  all  allow'd  that,  of  her  kind, 

A  prettier  show  'twas  hard  to  find ; 

While  of  that  doubtful  genus,  "  dressy  t||eU«  * 

The  male  was  thought  a  first-rate  Bpe^i^gf^ 

Such  Savons,  too,  as  wish'd  to  traco 

The  manners,  habits,  of  this 


itc  to  the  dances  selected  firom  It  (ai 
been  avoided. 
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To  know  what  rank  (if  rank  at  all) 

'Mong  reasoning  things  to  them  should  fall — 

What  sort  of  notions  heaven  imparts 

To  high-built  heads  and  tight-laced  hearts, 

And  how  far  Soul,  which,  Plato  says. 

Abhors  restraint,  can  act  in  stays — 

Might  now,  if  gifted  with  discranlng. 

Find  opportunities  of  learning : 

As  these  two  creatures — ^from  their  pout 

And  frown,  'twas  plain — had  just  fallen  out ; 

And  all  their  little  thoughts,  of  course. 

Were  stirring  in  full  fret  and  force ; — 

Like  mites,  through  microscope  espied, 

A  world  of  nothings  magnified. 

But  mUd  the  vent  such  beings  seek. 
The  tempest  of  their  souls  to  speak : 
As  Opera  swains  to  fiddles  sigh. 
To  fiddles  fight,  to  fiddles  die. 
Even  so  this  tender  couple  set 
Their  well-bred  woes  to  a  Duet 


WALTZ  DUET.> 


LoNo  as  I  waltzed  with  only  thee, 

Each  blissful  Wednesday  that  went  by, 
Nor  stylish  Stultz,  nor  neat  Nugee 
Adom*d  a  youth  so  blest  as  I. 
Oh!  ah!  ah!  oh! 
Those  happy  days  are  gone — ^heigho 

SHE. 

Long  as  with  thee  I  skimmM  the  ground 

Nor  yet  was  scom'd  for  Lady  Jane, 
No  blither  uymph  tetotum'd  round 
To  Collinet*s  immortal  strain. 
Oh  !  ah  !  &c 
Those  happy  days  are  gone — heigho ! 


With  Lady  Jane  now  whirFd  about, 

I  know  no  bounds  of  time  or  breath ; 
And,  should  the  charmer's  head  hold  out, 
My  heart  and  heels  are  hers  till  death. 
Oh!  ah!  &c 
Still  round  and  round  through  life  well  go. 

SHE. 

To  Lord  Fitznoodle's  eldest  son, 

A  youth  renown'd  for  waistcoats  smart, 

1  It  ii  hardly  necMsary  to  remind  the  reader  that  this 
Dost  is  a  parody  of  the  oAen-translated  and  parodied  ode  of 
Horace,  **  Donee  fratos  eram  titii,**  4tc. 


I  now  have  given  (eieuse  the  pan) 
A  vested  intersst  in  my  heart 
Oh !  ah !  &c 
Still  round  and  ronnd  with  him  Fll  ga 


What  if,  by  fond  remembrance  led 
Again  to  wear  our  mutual  chain, 
For  me  thou  cutt'st  Fitznoodle  deaid, 
And  I  levant  from  Lady  Jane. 
Oh !  ah  !  &c 
Still  round  and  round  again  we'll  go. 

BBS. 

Though  he  the  Noodle  honors  give, 

And  thine,  dear  youth,  ^re  not  ao  high, 
With  thee  in  endless  waltz  I'd  live, 
With  thee,  to  Weber's  Stop-Waltz,  die ! 
Oh!  ah.  Slc 

Thus  round  and  round  through  life  well  go 
[ExetaU  waltxag. 


While  thus,  like  motes  that  dance  away 
Existence  in  a  sununer  ray, 
These  gay  things,  bom  but  to  quadrille^ 
The  circle  of  their  doom  fulfil — 
(That  dancing  doom,  whose  law  decree! 

That  they  should  live,  on  the  alert  toe, 
A  life  of  ups-and-downs,  like  keys 

Of  Broadwood's  in  a  long  concerto: — ) 
While  thus  the  fiddle's  spell,  within^ 

Calls  up  its  reahn  of  restlea  sprites, 
Withoutf  as  if  some  Mandarin 

Were,  holding  there  his  Feast  of  Lights, 
Lamps  of  all  hues,  from  walks  and  bowen. 
Broke  on  the  eye,  like  kindling  flowen, 
Till,  budding  mto  light,  each  tree 
Bore  its  full  fruit  of  brilliancy. 

t 
Here  shone  .a  garden — lamps  aU  o*er, 

As  though  the  Spirits  of  the  Air 
Had  tak'n  it  in  their  heads  to  poor 

A  shower  of  summer  meteors  there  i — 
While  here  a  lighted  shrubb'ry  led 

To  a  small  lake  that  sleeping  lay, 
Cradled  in  foliage,  but,  o'erfaead. 

Open  to  heaven's  sweet  breath  and  ray ; 
While  round  its  rim  there  burning  stood 

Lamps,  with  young  flowers  beside  them  bedM 
That  shrunk  from  such  warm  neigfaboihood ; 
And,  looking  bashful  in  the  flood* 

Blush'd  to  behold  themselves  ao  wedded. 

Hither,  to  this  embower'd  retreat^ 
Fit  but  for  nights  ao  ititt  and  •weet ; 
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Nights,  nidi  as  Eden's  ealm  reeaU 
In  its  fixst  lonely,  hoar,  when  all 

So  silAit  is,  below,  on  high. 

That  if  a  star  falls  down  the  sky, 
Yon  almost  think  you  hear  it  fall-^ 
Hither,  to  this  recess,  a  few. 

To  shun  the  da^een*  wild'ring  i 
And  give  an  hour,  ere  night-time  flew, 

To  Music's  more  ethereal  joys. 
Came  i%ith  their  voices — ^ready  all 
As  Echo,  waiting  for  a  call — 
In  hymn  or  ballad,  dirge  or  glee. 
To  weave  their  mingling  minstrelsy. 

And,  fiist,  a  daik-eyed  nymph,  array'd— 
like  her,  whom  Art  hath  deathless  made. 
Bright  Mona  Lisa' — with  that  braid 
Of  hair  across  the  brow,  and  one 
Small  gem  that  in  the  centre  shone— 
With  fjBce,  too,  in  its  form  resembling 

Da  Vinci's  Beauties-— the  dark  eyes, 
Now  lucid,  as  through  crystal  trembling, 

Now  soft,  as  if  suffused  with  sighs — 
Her  lute,  that  hung  beside  her,  took, 
And,  bending  o'er  it  with  shy  look, 
More  beautiful,  in  shadow  thus. 
Than  when  with  life  most  luminous, 
Pas^d  her  light  finger  o'er  the  chords. 
And  song  to  them  these  mournful  words: — 


SONG. 


Bisfo  hither,  bring  thy  lute,  while  day  is  dying- 
Here  will  I  lay  me,  and  list  to  thy  song ; 

Should  tones  of  other  days  mix  with  its  sighing. 
Tones  of  a  light  heart,  now  banish'd  so  long. 

Chase  them  away — ^they  bring  but  pain. 

And  let  thy  theme  be  wo  again. 

Sing  on,  thou  mournful  lute — day  is  fast  going, 
Soon  will  its  light  from  thy  cliords  die  away ; 

3De  little  gleam  in  the  west  is  still  glowing. 
When  that  hath  vanish'd,  farewell  to  thy  lay. 

tf  ark,  how  it  fades ! — see,  it  is  fled  I 

^ow,  sweet  lute,  be  thou,  too,  dead. 


The  group,  that  late,  m  garb  of  Greeks, 
Sung  iheir  light  chorus  o'er  the  tide— 

1  The  celebrated  portrait  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  which  he 
I  aald  to  have  occupied  Ibor  yean  in  paintins.— FiMon, 
sLviL 


Forms,  such  as  up  the  wooded  creeks 
Of  Hello's  shore  at  noonday  glide. 
Or,  nightly,  on  her  glisf  ning  sea. 
Woo  the  blight  waves  with  melody — 
Now  link'd  their  triple  league  again 
Of  voices  sweet,  and  sung  a  strain. 
Such  as,  had  Sappho's  tuneful  ear 
But  caught  it,  on  the  fatal  steep. 
She  would  have  paused,  entranced,  to  hear. 
And,  for  that  day,  defeir'd  her  leap. 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  nights  that  oft 
Their  lustre  o*er  th'  iBgean  fling. 

Beneath  my  casement,  low  and  soil, 
I  heard  a  Lesbian  lover  sing ; 

And,  listening  both  with  ear  and  thought 

These  sounds  upon  the  night-breeze  caught^ 
*<  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
"  Who  gazes  at  this  hour  on  thee  l" 

The  song  was  one  by  Sappho  sung, 

In  the  first  love-dreams  of  her  lyre. 
When  words  of  passion  from  her  tongue 

Fell  like  a  shower  of  living  fire. 
And  still,  at  close  of  ev'ry  strain, 
I  heard  these  burning  words  again — 
**  Oh,  happy  as  the  gods  is  he, 
«  Who  listens  at  this  hour  to  thee !" 


Once  more  to  Mona  Lisa  tum*d 

Each  asking  eye — nor  f  um*d  in  vain  ; 

Though  the  quick,  transient  blush  that  buxn'd 
Bright  o'er  her  cheek,  and  died  again, 

Show'd  with  what  inly  shame  and  fear 

Was  utter*d  what  all  loved  to  hear. 

Yet  not  to  sorrow's  languid  lay 
Did  she  her  lute-song  now  devote ; 

But  thus,  with  voice  that,  like  a  ray 
Of  southern  sunshine,  seem'd  to  float — 
So  rich  with  climate  was  each  note — 

Call'd  up  m  every  heart  a  dream 

Of  Italy,  with  this  soft  theme  :— 


SONG. 


Oh,  where  art  thou  dreammg. 
On  ^and,  or  on  sea  7 
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In  m^r  lattice  is  glcnnjing^ 

Gfty  caps  we  here  of  foolscap  make, 

Tho  wtitcli-light  for  th«j  | 

For  bards  to  wear  in  dog-day  weathar  J 

A^  tliifr  food  h^tLTi  IB  giowiDg 

Or  bards  Lbe  bolls  alooe  may  take,  *                        ^ 

To  welcome  thee  home. 

And  IcftTB  to  wita  the  cap  and  feathe* 

AjiiJ  iht  night  in  fust  ^a^t 

Tctotuma  weVe  for  patriots  got, 

Bat  thou  mt  not  eome : 

Who  court  tbe  mob  with  antics  bmnbJe  ; 

Noj  thou  com'*t  not ! 

like  thelia  the  patriot's  duty  lot. 

*Ta  the  time  when  nigbt-flowen 

Who'U  bUYi  &C..  &c 

Should  wake  from  thoir  red  ; 

Tistiie  hour  of  all  hours, 

Ili^re,  wealthy  misofti  to  inter, 

Wlien  the  lute  siogeth  beat 

VWve  shrouds  of  neat  post-obit  pnprr ; 

But  the  floweni  aru  half  sleeping 

WliQe,  for  their  hcii»,  we've  yw>Mv«', 

!                         Ti\{  thy  glance  ihey  6ce  J 

That,  foft  aa  they  can  wah,  wiQ  caper* 

*      ikM  the  huili'd  luio  tt  k<>e(jinf 

For  aldermen  we've  dials  true, 

Ittf  muMC  for  Uioe. 

That  tell  no  hour  but  that  of  dianej  j 

y^t,  thou  coro'fit  not  I 

For  cotirtly  parsons  Ecrraona  new, 

That  suit  ahke  both  samt  and  sinner. 

Who  H  buy,  die.,  Jtc 

No  thne  we've  now  to  name  our  terms. 

Scttree  bnd  Eh*  last  woni  left  hw  lip,                  | 
Whrn  a  lifhti  boyish  fomis  wUb  trip 

But»  whatsoever  the  whims  that  eeae  you. 
This  oldest  of  nil  mortal  firms, 

FuitaaUCf  up  the  green  walk  came, 

Folly  and  Co-,  will  try  to  pleaae  you. 

PmnkM  m.  gay  vest,  to  which  the  flumo 

Or,  should  you  wish  a  darker  hue 

Of  evL^ry  lamp  ho  pai^^dt  or  blue, 

Of  |:ooda  than  we  can  recommend  y<w. 

Or  green,  or  criin^oiij  lent  its  hue  ; 
Afi  thoufli  a  live  chamol€«a'«  skin 

"Why  tlmn  (as  we  witli  lawyera  do) 

To  Knavei^''s  shop  nest  door  we'll  send  vwo. 

Ho  had  despoil'd  to  rob©  htm  in* 

Who'U  buy,  &c^  &c 

A  tone  lie  wore  of  clEitt*ring  shelki 

And  from  hia  Itifty  cap,  where  shone 

A  p4itcock*e  plume,  there  dnngled  belli 

Hial  rung  ofi  he  came  dimcing  on 

Wliile  thus  the  blisBful  moments  r«U*d, 

CloHj  after  him,  a  page — in  dfe« 

Momenta  of  rare  and  fleeting^  light, 

And  sJiapo,  Wis  miuiaturo  expre^— 

That  show  themselves,  like  grains  of  gold 

An  ample  baaket,  fill'd  with  atore 

In  the  mine's  refuse,  few  and  bright  j 

Of  toys  and  Iriukets,  laugh  tng  bore  ; 

Behold  where,  opening  far  away, 

Till,  hnviug  rencird  Ihie  votdant  scat. 

The  long  Conscrvalory'a  range. 

He  Itttd  it  at  Ilia  rasurter'a  feet, 

Stripped  of  the  flowera  it  wore  all  day, 

Who,  half  in  epcecli  and  half  La  sung, 

But  gaining  lovelier  in  exchange. 

Chanted  this  invoice  to  the  tJu-ong : — 

Preseuta,  on  Dresden's  costliest  ware, 

A  supper,  such  aa  Gods  might  shares. 
* 

Ah  imach4o¥ed  Supper  i— Whho  repast 

1 

Of  other  times,  now  dwindling  fast. 

soNa 

Since  Dinner  fax  into  the  night 

Advanced  the  march  of  appetite  J 

Who'll  buy  ?— Ha  Folly*^  shop,  who*H  bay  1— 

Deploy 'd  his  never-ending  forces                          ' 

We*ve  top  to  fiuit  all  ranltB  and  ages  ; 

Of  various  vinla^  and  three  courses^ 

Btssidea  our  usual  fooU'  supply, 

And,  like  those  Gotha  who  playM  the  dicker 

WeVe  lota  of  playthings,  loo,  for  engcfc 

With  Bomo  and  aU  her  sacred  chickens, 

For  rensoucn.  here's  ft  j[]ggler*fl  cup, 

Put  Supper  and  her  fowls  so  white. 

That  fnHeHt  seema  when  nothlng'a  in  it  j 

Legs,  wings,  and  dmmfiticka,  all  to  ^ght 

And  nino-pina  aetj  like  syBtema,  up^ 

To  be  knocked  down  the  folio winf  nunnte. 

Now  waked  once  more  by  wine— whoM  tii* 

Who^Il  buy  ?-^*tiB  Folly's  shop,  whpll  buy  T 

Is  the  true  Hippocrenfl,  where  gMe 
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rhe  Muse's  gwvoa  with  happiest  wing» 
yifffing  their  hills,  hefore  they  smi^^ 
[*he  minstrels  of  the  taUe  greet 
rhe  liBt'niiig  ear  with  descant  sweet  >— 


SONG  AND  TRIO. 

THE  LKTKB  AND  COUOHKB. 

Call  the  Loves  around. 

Let  the  whisp'ring  soond  • 

Of  their  wings  he  heard  alone, 

Till  soft  to  rest 

My  Lady  blest 
At  this  hiight  hour  hath  gone. 

Let  Fancy's  beams 

Flay  o'er  her  dreams. 
Till,  tonch'd  with  light  all  through, 

Her  spirit  be 

Like  a  summer  sea. 
Shining  and  slumb'ring  too. 
And,  while  thus  huih'd  she  lies, 
Let  the  whispered  chorus  rise— 
d  evening,  good  evening,  to  our  Lady's  bright 
eyes." 

But  the  day-beam  breaks. 

See,  our  Lady  wakes ! 
Call  the  Loves  around  once  more. 

Like  stars  that  wait 

At  Mormng's  gate, 
Her  first  steps  to  adore. 

Let  the  veil  of  night 

From  her  dawning  nght 
All  gently  pass  away. 

Like  mists  that  flee 

From  a  summer  sea, 
Leaving  it  full  of  day. 
And,  while  her  last  dream  flies. 
Let  the  whiaper'd  chorus  rise — 
d  morning,  good  morning,  to  our  Lady's  bright 
eyes." 


SONG. 


[r  to  see  thee  be  to  love  thee. 

If  to  love  thee  be  to  prize 
!^augfat  of  earth  or  heav'n  above  thee, 

Nor  to  live  but  for  those  eyes: 
[f  such  love  to  mortal  given. 
Be  wrong  to  earth,  be  wrong  to  heaVn* 


Tis  not  for  thee  the  fault  to  Uame, 
For  from  those  eyes  the  madness  came. 
Forgive  but  thou  the  crime  of  loving. 

In  this  heart  more  pride  'twill  raise 
To  be  thus  wrong,  with  thee  approving, 

Than  right,  with  all  a  world  to  praise ! 


But  say,  while  light  these  songs  resound. 

What  means  that  buz  of  whisp'ring  round. 

From  lip  to  lip— as  if  the  Power 

Of  Mystery,  in  this  gay  hour. 

Had  thrown  some  secret  (as  we  fling 

Nuts  among  children)  to  that  ring 

Of  rosy,  restless  lips,  to  be 

Thus  scrambled  for  so  wantonly  7 

And,  mark  ye,  still  as  each  reveals 

The  mystic  news,  her  hearer  steals 

A  look  tow'rds  yon  enchanted  chair. 

Where,  like  the  Lady  of  the  Mask, 
A  nymph,  as  exquisitely  fair 

As  Love  himself  for  bride  could  ask. 
Sits  blushing  deep,  as  if  aware 
Of  the  .wmg'd  secret  circling  there. 
Who  is  this  nymph  ?  and  what,  oh  Muse, 

What,  in  the  name  of  all  odd  things 
That  woman's  restless  brain  pursues. 

What  mean  these  mystic  whisperings? 

Thus  runs  the  tale : — ^yon  Uushing  maid. 
Who  sits  in  beauty's  light  arra/d. 
While  o'er  her  leans  a  tall  young  Dervise, 
(Who  from  her  eyes,  as  all  observe,  is 
Learning  by  heart  the  Marriage  Service,) 
Is  the  bright  heroine  of  our  song, — 
The  Love-wed  Psycho,  whom  so  long 
We've  miss'd  among  this  mortal  train, 
We  thought  her  wing'd  to  hea^n  again 

But  no— earth  still  demands  her  smile  ; 
Her  friends,  the  Gods,  must  wait  awhile. 
And  if,  for  maid  of  heavenly  birth, 

A  young  Duke's  proflier^d  heart  and  hand 
Be  things  worth  waiting  for  on  earth. 

Both  are,  this  hoiir,  at  her  conunand. 
To-night,  in  yonder  half-lit  shade, 

For  love  concerns  expressly  meant. 
The  fond  proposal  first  was  made. 

And  love  and  silence  blush'd  consent 
Parents  and  friends  (all  here,  as  Jews, 
Enchanters,  housemaids,  Turks,  Huidoos,) 
Have  heard,  approved,  and  bleas'd  the  tie ; 
And  now,  hadst  thou  a  poet's  eye, 
Thou  might'st  behold,  in  th'  air,  above 
That  brilliant  brow,  triumphant  L:vo- 


318                                             MOORE'S  WORKS, 

Holding,  as  if  to  drop  it  down 

And  when  the  day  thus  shines  ontrigfal. 

Ev'n  dearest  friends  must  bid  good  night 

Of  Ducal  shape— but,  oh,  such  gems ! 

So  farewell,  scene  of  mirth  and  masking, 

Pilfor'd  from  Peri  diadems. 

Now  ahnost  a  by-gone  tale ; 

And  set  in  gold  like  that  which  shines 

Beauties,  late  in  lamp-light  basking. 

To  deck  the  Fairy  of  the  Mines : 

Now,  by  daylight,  dim  and  pale ; 

In  short,  a  crown  all  glorious— such  as 

Harpers,  yawnmg  o'er  your  harps. 

Scarcely  knowing  flats  from  sharps; 

Mothers  who,  while  bored  you  keep 

But  see,  'tis  mom  in  heaven ;  the  Sun 

Time  by  nodding,  nod  to  sleen: 

Up  the  bright  orient  hath  begun 

Heads  of  air,  that  stood  last  night 

To  canter  his  immortal  team  ; 

Cripe,  crispy,  and  upright, 

And,  though  not  yet  arrived  in  sight, 

But  have  now,  alas !  one  sees,  a 

His  leader's  nostrils  send  a  steam 

Leaning  like  the  tower  of  Pisa ; 

*  Of  radiance  forth,  eo  rosy  bright 

Fare  ye  well — thus  sinks  away 

As  makes  their  onward  path  all  light 

AU  that's  mighty,  all  that's  bright; 

What's  to  be  done?  if  Sol  will  be 

Tyre  and  Sidon  had  their  day. 

So  deuced  early,  so  must  we ; 

And  ev'n  a  Ball— has  but  its  night! 

EVENINGS  IN  GREECE. 


In  thus  connecting  together  a  series  of  Songs  by 
a  thread  of  poetical  narrative,  my  chief  object  has 
been  to  combine  Recitation  with  Music,  so  as  to 
enable  a  greater  number  of  persons  to  join  in  the 
performance,  by  enlisting,  as  readers,  those  who 
may  not  feel  willing  or  competent  to  take  a  part  as 
singers. 

The  Island  of  Zea,  where  the  scene  is  laid,  was 
called  by  the  ancMsnts  Ceoe,  and  T^as  the  birthplace 
of  Simonidcs,  Bacchylides,  and  other  eminent  per- 
sons. An  account  of  its  present  state  may  be  found 
in  the  Travels  of  Dr.  Clarke,  who  sax's,  that  "  it 
appeared  to  him  to  be  the  best  cultivated  of  any  of 
the  Grecian  Isles." — ^VoL  vi.  p.  174. 
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FIRST  EVENING. 

**  TuE  sky  is  bright — the  breeze  is  fair, 
"  And  the  mainsail  flowing,  full  and 


«  Our  farewell  word  is  woman's  pray^, 
«  And  the  hope  before  us— Liberty ! 

"  Farewell,  farewell 
**  To  Greece  we  give  our  shining  blades, 
"  And  our  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maidi ! 

**  The  moon  is  in  the  heavens  aboire, 
"  And  the  wind  is  on  the  foaming  sea — 

**  Thus  shines  the  star  of  woman's  lore 
*'  On  the  glorious  strife  of  liberty ! 

"  Farewell,  flirewcU. 
'*  To  Greece  we  give  onr  shining  blades 
'*  And  oMi  hearts  to  you,  young  Zean  Maidi!" 


Thus  sung  they  from  the  bark,  that  now 
Tum'd  to  the  sea  its  gallant  prow. 
Bearing  within  it  hearts  as  brave. 
As  e*or  sought  Freedom  o'er  the  wave ; 
And  leaving  on  that  islet's  shore, 

Where  still  the  farewell  beacons  bam, 
Friends,  that  shall  many  a  day  look  o'er 

The  long,  dim  sea  for  their  retom. 

Virgm  of  Heaven !  speed  tlieir  way— 
Oh,  speed  their  wayr-the  chom  flow^t 


EVENINGS  IN  GREECE. 


819 


Of  Zea's  youth,  the  hope  and  stay 

Of  parents  m  their  wintry  hoar, 
The  love  of  maidens,  and  the  pride 
Of  the  young,  happy,  blushing  bride, 
Whose  nuptial  wreath  has  not  yet  died-* 
AH,  all  are  in  that  precious  bark. 

Which  now,  alas,  no^more  is  seen — 
Though  every  eye  still  turns  to  mark 

The  moonlight  spot  where  it  had  been 

Vamly  yon  look,  ye  maidens,  sires. 

And  mothexs,  yonr  beloved  are  gone ! — 
Now  may  you  quench  those  signal  fires. 

Whose  light  they  long  looked  back  upon 
From  their  dark  deck — ^watching  the  flame 

As  fast  it  faded  from  their  view. 
With  thoughts,  that,  but  for  manly  shame, 

Had  made  them  droop  and  weep  like  you. 
Home  to  your  chambers !  home,  and  pray 
For  the  bright  coming  of  that  day, 
When,  Uess'd  by  heaven,  th^  Cross  shall  sweep 
The  Crescent  from  the  iBgean  deep, 
And  your  brave  warrion,  hast*nfaig  back. 
Will  bring  such  glories  in  theu:  track. 
As  diall,  for  many  an  age  to  come. 
Shed  light  around  their  name  and  home. 

There  is  a  Fount  on  Zea's  isle. 
Round  which,  in  soft  luxuriance,  smile 
AD  the  sweet  flowers,  of  every  kind. 

On  which  the  sun  of  Greece  looks  down. 

Pleased  as  a  lover  on  the  crown 
His  mistress  for  her  brow  hath  twined. 
When  he  beholds  each  flow'ret  there. 
Himself  had  wish'd  her  most  to  wear ; 
Here  bloom'd  the  laurel-rose,'  whose  wreath 

Hangs  radiant  round  the  Cypriot  shrines. 
And  here  those  bramble-flowers  that  breathe 

Their  odor  into  Zante*8  wines  :* — 
The  splendid  woodbine,  that,  at  eve. 

To  grace  their  floral  diadems. 
The  lovely  maids  of  Patmos  weave  :* — 

And  that  fair  plant,  whose  tangled  stems 
Shine  like  a  Nereld*s  hair/  when  spread, 
Dishevell'd,  o'er  her  azure  bed  ; — 
All  these  bright  children  of  the  clime, 
(Each  at  its  own  most  genial  time. 
The  summer,  or  the  year's  sweet  prime,) 
like  beautiful  earth-stars,  adorn 
The  Valley,  where  that  Fount  is  bom : 


I  *'Neriain  Oleander.  In  Cyprus  it  retains  its  ancient 
MUDe,  Bhododapbne,  and  the  Cypriots  adorn  their  churches 
with  the  flowers  on  fbast-days.**— Joitnia/  •f  Dr.  Siktkorpe, 
W^ei^a  Tmrktf,  t  Id. 

•  Ixmleesa  CaprifoUvm,  used  by  the  girls  of  Fatmos  for 


While  round,  to  grace  its  cradle  green, 
Groups  of  Velani  oaks  are  seen, 
Tow'ring  on  every  verdant  height — 
Tall,  shadowy,  in  the  evening  light. 
Like  Genii,  set  to  watch  the  birth 
Of  some  enchanted  child  of  earth- 
Fair  oaks,  that  over  Zea's  vales. 

Stand  with  theu:  leafy  pride  unfurl'd ; 
While  Conmierce,  from  her  thousand  sails. 

Scatters  their  fruit  throughout  the  worid  ** 

'Twas  here — as  soon  as  prayer  and  sleep 
(Those  truest  friends  to  all  who  weep) 
Had  lighten'd  every  heart,  and  made 
Ev'n  sorrow  wear  a  softer  shade— 
'Twas  here,  in  this  secluded  spot. 

Amid  whose  breathings  calm  and  sweet 
Griof  might  be  sooth'd,  if  not  forgot. 

The  Zean  nymphs  resolved  to  meet 
Each  evening  now,  by  the  same  light 
That  saw  thcur  farewell  tears  that  night ; 
And  try,  if  sound  of  lute  and  song, 

If  wand'ring  'mid  the  moonlight  flowers 
In  various  talk,  could  charm  along 

With  lighter  step,  the  ling'ring  hours. 
Till  tidings  of  that  Bark  should  come. 
Or  Victory  waft  thcur  warriors  home ! 

When  first  they  met — ^the  wonted  smile 

Of  greeting  having  gleam'd  awhile — 

'Twould  touch  ev'n  Moslem  heart  to  see 

The  sadness  that  came  suddenly 

O'er  theur  young  brows,  when  they  look'd  round 

Upon  that  bright,  enchanted  ground ; 

And  thought,  how  many  a  time,  with  thofe 

Who  now  were  gone  to  the  rude  wars. 
They  there  had  met,  at  evening's  close. 

And  danced  till  mom  outshone  the  stars '. 

But  seldom  long  doth  hang  th'  eclipse 

Of  sorrow  o'er  such  youthful  breasts— 
The  breath  from  her  own  blushing  lips. 

That  on  the  maiden's  mirror  rests, 
Not  swifter,  lighter  from  the  glass, 
Than  sadness  from  her  brow  doth  pass. 
Soon  did  they  now,  as  round  the  Well 

They  sat,  beneath  the  rising  moon — 
And  some,  with  voice  of  awe,  would  tell 
Of  midnight  fays,  and  nymphs  who  dwell 

In  holy  founts — while  some  would  tune 


«  CuscQta  europca.  ''Froni  the  twisting  and  twining  of 
the  stems,  it  is  compared  by  the  Greelcs  (o  the  dishevelled 
hair  of  the  Nereids."— /ra//>oZe**  Turkey. 

*"The  prodnce  of  the  island  in  these  acorns  alone 
amonnts  annually  to  fifteen  thousand  qnintals."— Offl-Jls'tf 
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Their  idle  lutes,  that  now  had  lain, 
For  days,  without  a  single  strain ; — 
And  others,  from  the  rest  apart. 
With  laugh  that  told  the  lightened  heart, 
Sat,  whispering  in  each  other's  ear 
Secrets,  that  all  m  turn  would  hear ; — 
Soon  did  they  find  this  thoughtless  play 
So  swiftly  steal  their  griefs  away. 
That  many  a  nymph,  though  pleased  the  while. 
Reproached  her  own  forgetful  smile. 
And  sigh*d  to  think  she  could  he  gay. 

Among  these  maidens  there  was  one, 
Who  to  Leucadia*  late  had  been — 

Had  stood,  beneath  the  evening  sun. 
On  its  white  tow'ring  cliffii,  and  seen 

The  very  spot  where  Sappho  sung 

Her  swan-like  music,  ere  she  sprung 

(Still  holding,  in  that  fearful  leap. 

By  her  loved  lyre)  mto  the  deep, 

Aiid  dying  quench'd  the  fatal  fire, 

At  once,  of  both  her  heart  and  lyro. 

Mutely  they  listened  all — and  well 
Did  the  young  travell'd  maiden  tell 
Of  the  dread  height  to  which  that  steep 
Beetles  above  the  eddymg  deep^ — 
Of  the  lone  sea-birds,  wheelmg  round 
The  dizzy  edge  with  mournful  sound-^ 
And  of  those  scented  lilies*  found 
Still  blooming  on  that  fearful  place- 
As  if  caird  up  by  Love,  to  grace 
Th*  immortal  spot,  o'er  which  the  last 
Bright  footsteps  of  his  martyr  passed ! 

While  fresh  to  ev'ry  listener's  thought 
These  legends  of  Leucadia  brought 
All  that  of  Sappho's  hapless  flame 
Is  kept  alive,  still  watch'd  by  Fame— 
The  maiden,  tuning  her  soft  lute. 
While  all  the  rest  stood  round  her,  mute. 
Thus  sketched  the  languishment  of  soul. 
That  o'er  the  tender  Lesbian  stole ; 
And,  in  a  voice,  whose  thrillmg  tone 
Fancy  might  deem  the  Lesbian's  own. 
One  of  those  fervid  fragments  gave, 

Which  still,— like  sparkles  of  Greek  Fire, 
Undying,  ev'n  beneath  the  wave, — 

Bum  on  through  Time,  and  ne'er  ezpiro. 


s  Now  Santa  Maam— the  island,  firom  whose  cllfb  Bap 
(ho  leaped  into  the  sea. 

*  **The  pieclplce,  which  is  fearfhlly  dizcy,  is  about  one 
hnsAed  and  fourteen  feet  fkom  the  water,  which  is  of  a  pro- 
fonni  depth,  at  appears  fkom  the  dark-blue  color  and  the 
•ddy  that  plays  round  the  pointed  and  projecting  rocks.**— 


SONG. 

As  o'er  her  loom  the  Lesbian  Maid 

In  love-sick  languor  hung  her  head, 
Unknowing  where  her  fingers  stray'd. 

She  weepmg  tum'd  away,  and  said, 
"  Oh,  my  sweet  Mother — ^"tis  in  vain — 

« I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I  wov»— 
"  So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 

«  With  thmking  of  that  youth  I  love  !"* 

Agam  the  web  she  tried  to  trace. 

But  tears  fell  o'er  each  tangled  thread ; 
While,  looking  in  her  mother's  face. 

Who  watchful  o'er  her  lean'd,  die  said, 
"  Oh,  my  sweet  Mother — 'tis  in  vain— 

•(  I  cannot  weave,  as  once  I  wov»— 
«  So  wilder'd  is  my  heart  and  brain 

"With  thinking  of  that  youth  I  love!" 


A  silence  foUow'd  this  sweet  ab, 

As  each  in  tender  musing  stood, 
Thinking,  with  Ups  that  moved  ui  prayer, 

Of  Sappho  and  that  fearful  flood : 
While  some,  who  ne'er  till  now  had  known 

How  much  their  hearts  resembled  hen, 
Felt  as  they  made  her  griefii  their  own, 

That  they,  too,  were  Love's  wonhippem 

At  length  a  murmur,  all  but  mute. 
So  faint  it  was,  came  from  the  lute 
Of  a  young  melancholy  maid. 
Whose  fingers,  all  uncertain  play'd 
From  chord  to  chord,  as  if  in  chase 

Of  some  lost  melody,  some  strain 
Of  other  times,  whose  faded  trace 

She  sought  among  those  chords  again 
Slowly  the  half-forgotten  theme 

(Though  bom  m  feelings  ne'er  fbtgot) 
Came  to  her  memory — as  a  beam 

Falls  broken  o'er  some  shaded  q>ot  ^ 
And  while  her  lute's  sad  symphony 

Fill'd  up  each  sighing  pause  between ; 
And  Love  himself  might  weep  to  see 

What  ruin  comes  where  he  hath  been — 
As  wither'd  still  the  grass  is  found 
Where  fays  have  danced  their  merry  loond-;- 


s  See  llr.  Goodlsson's  very  interestinf  deseripclaa  of  til 
these  circumstances. 

«  I  have  attempted,  in  these  four  lines,  to  ghrs  sobn  Mia 
of  that  beautifhl  ftagroent  of  Bsppho,  beglnniag  FAwsSt 
fiirtpf  which  represents  so  truly  (as  Wartoa  lenaiks)  **tts 
lancnor  and  llstlesaness  of  a  perMa  deepij  la  lofe.** 
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Thai  umfly  to  the  liat'iimg  throng 

Thus  sung  the  song  her  lover  late 

She  fareathed  her  melancholy  eong:— 

Had  sung  to  her — the  eve  before 

That  joyous  night,  when,  as  of  yo^, 

All  Zea  met,  to  celebrate 

The  Feast  of  May,  on  the  sea-diore. 

SONG. 

SONG. 

iTKxriifo  far  thee,  my  lore,  through  the  long  day, 

Whcn  the  0alaika^ 

lOnely  and  wearily  life  wears  away. 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea. 

iTeeping  for  thee,  my  love,  through  the  long  night— 

ni  dance  the  Romaika 

[o  rest  m  dazknesB,  no  joy  in  light ! 

Taught  left  hot  Memory,  whose  dreary  tread 

By  moonlight  with  thee 
If  waves  then,  advancmg, 
Should  steal  on  our  play. 

ounds  through  this  nun*d  heart,  where  all  lies 

dead- 
wakening  the  echoes  of  joy  long  fled ! 

Thy  white  feet,  in  dancmg,' 
Shall  chase  them  away." 

When  the  Balaaca 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea, 
Thoult  dance  the  Romaika, 

•• 

My  own  love,  with  me. 

Had  'scaped  oUiyion— like  the  one 

Then,  at  the  closing 

Stray  fragment  of  a  wreck,  which  thrown. 

Of  each  merry  lay. 

With  the  lost  Tessel's  name,  ashore, 

How  sweet  'tis,  repoemg. 

Tells  who  they  were  that  live  no  more. 

Beneath  the  night  ray ! 

Or  if,  declining, 

When  thus  the  heart  is  in  a  vein 

The  moon  leave  the  skies. 

Of  tender  thought,  the  simplest  stram 

We'll  taUL  by  the  shming 

Can  touch  it  with  peculiar  power — 

Of  each  other's  eyes. 

As  when  the  air  is  warm,  the  scent 

Of  the  most  wild  and  rustic  flower 

Oh  then,  how  feaUy 

Can  fiU  the  whole  rich  element — 

The  dance  well  renew, 

And,  in  such  moods,  the  homeliest  tone 

Treadmg  so  fleeUy 

That* s  Unk'd  with  feelings,  once  our  own — 

Its  light  mazes  through  :* 

With  friends  ot  joys  gone  by— will  he 

Till  stars,  lookmg  o'er  us 

Worth  choirs  of  loftiest  harmony ! 

From  heaven's  high  bow'is. 

Would  change  their  bri^t  chorus 

But  some  there  were,  among  the  group 

For  one  dance  of  ours  I 

Of  damsels  there,  too  light  of  heart 

When  the  Balaika 

Is  heard  o'er  the  sea. 

EVn  under  music's  melting  art ; 

Thoult  dance  the  Roniaika, 

And  one  upspringmg,  with  a  bound. 

My  own  love,  with  me. 

From  a  low  bonk  of  flowexs,  look'd  round 

With  eyes  that,  though  so  full  of  light, 
Had  still  a  tremblmg  tear  within ; 

And,  while  her  fingers,  in  swift  flight, 

How  changingly  forever  veen 

Flew  o'er  a  fairy  mandolin. 

The  heart  of  youth,  'twizt  smiles  and  tears ! 

of  the  dance  sometiiDes  setting  to  her  partner,  sometimes 

r.  Ctark0,  If  I  foeollect  right,  laakes  it  **  Balalaika.'* 

darting  before  the  lest,  and  leading  them  throagh  the  most 

rapid  reTolntions;   sometimes  crossing  nader  the  hands, 

aftaapoAtbo  MBd;  la  some  of  UieM  fronpt,  the  girl  who 

which  are  held  np  to  let  her  pass,  and  giving  as  much  live- 

liness and  intricacy  as  she  can  to  the  flgoies,  into  which 

hdtruOn^. 

•  •*iadaBdaf  the  Bomalln  (nyiBfr.  Douglas)  they  begin 

chain,  or  losing  the  measare.** 

r  *fnss  tfbs  sir  bseoMS  BOSS  qidlgliUy.  Um  eoodaetrass 
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Ev'n  88  in  April,  the  light  rane 
Now  points  to  sonshine,  now  to  rain. 
Instant  this  lively  lay  dispell'd 

The  shadow  from  each  Uooming  brow. 
And  Dancing,  joyous  Dancing,  held 

Full  empire  o'er  each  fancy  now. 

But  say — tohat  shall  the  measure  be  ? 

«  Shall  we  the  old  Romaika  tread,** 
(Some  eager  ask*d)  "  as  anciently 

"  Twas  by  the  maids  of  Delos  led, 
"  When,  slow  at  fint,  then  circling  fast, 
**  As  the  gay  spirits  rose — at  last, 
*<  With  hand  in  hand,  like  Unks,  enlock'd, 

"  Through  the  light  air  they  seem'd  to  flit 
"  In  labyriuthme  maze,  that  mock'd 

"  The  dazzled  eye  that  follow'd  itT 
Some  call*d  aloud  "  the  Fountain  Dance  !*' — 

While  one  young,  dark-eyed  Amazon, 
Whose  step  was  air-like,  and  whose  glance 

Flash'd,  like  a  sabre  in  the  sun. 
Sportively  said,  **  Shame  on  these  soft 
**  And  languid  strains  we  hear  so  oft. 
**  Daughters  of  Freedom!  have  not  we 

"  Leam'd  from  our  lovers  and  our  sires 
^  The  Dance  of  Greece,  while  Greece  was  free — 

**  That  Dance,  where  neither  flutes  nor  lyres, 
"  But  sword  and  shield  clash  on  the  ear 
"  A  music  tyrants  quake  to  hear  7' 
'*  Heroines  of  Zea,  arm  with  me, 
"  And  dance  the  dance  of  Victory  !** 

Thus  saying,  she,  with  playful  grace. 
Loosed  the  wide  hat,  that  o'er  her  face 
(From  Anatolia'  came  the  maid) 

Hung,  shadowing  each  sunny  charm ; 
And,  with  a  fair  young  armorer's  aid. 

Fixing  it  on  her  rounded  arm, 
A  mimic  shield  with  pride  display'd ; 
Then,  springing  tow'rds  a  grove  that  spread 

Its  canopy  of  foliage  near, 
Pluck'd  ofi"  a  lance-like  twig,  and  said, 
**  To  arms,  to  arms !"  while  o'er  her  head 

She  waved  the  light  branch,  as  a  spear. 

Promptly  the  laughing  maidens  all 
Obeyed  their  Chiefs  heroic  call ; — 
Round  the  shield-arm  of  each  was  tied 

Hat,  turban,  shawl,  as  chance  might  be  ; 

The  grove,  their  verdant  armory, 
Falchion  and  lance'  alike  supplied ; 

1  For  a  description  of  the  Pyrrhic  Dance,  see  De  Gays,  &c. 
—It  appears  fW>iD  Apalelas  (lib.  x.)  that  this  war-dance  was, 
among  the  ancients,  sometimes  performed  by  females. 

■  See  the  Mutasu  of  the  Greek  women  of  Natolla  In  Gb#- 
tatUn'a  Mmu^t  diB  Otknumg 


And  as  their  glossy  locks,  let  frve. 

Fen  down  their  shoulden  cazdealy, 
You  might  have  dream'd  you  saw  a  throa 

Of  youthful  Thyads,  by  the  beam 
Of  a  May  moon,  boundmg  along 

Peneus*  silver-eddied*  stream ! 

And  now  they  stepp'd,  with  measured  tm 

Martially,  o'er  the  shining  field ; 
Now,  to  the  mimic  combat  led, 
(A  heroine  at  each  squadron's  head,)  ' 

Struck  lance  to  lance  and  sword  tosliMl 
While  still,  through  every  varying  feat,  . 
Their  voices,  heard  in  contiast  sweet 
With  some,  of  deep  but  soflen'd  sound,  . 
From  lips  of  aged  sires  around, 
Who  smlliug  watch'd  their  children's  pla^ 
Thus  sung  the  ancient  Pyrrhic  lay : — 


SONG. 


"  Raise  the  buckler — ^poise  the  lanoe — 

"  Now  here — ^now  there — retreat — advance! 

Such  wore  the  sounds,  to  which  the  warrior  1 
Danced  in  those  happy  days,  when  Greo 
free; 
When  Sparta's  youth,  ev'n  m  the  hour  of  joy 
Thus  train'd  their  steps  to  war  and  victoiy. 
**  Raise  the  buckler — ^poise  the  lanco— 
**  Now  here — ^now  there — retreat — advance  f 
Such  was  the  Spartan  warriors^  dance. 
"  Grasp  tlie  falchion — gird  the  sfaielJl — 
"  Attack— <iefend— do  all,  but  yield." 

Thus  did  thy  sons,  oh  Greece,  one  gloriooi  B 

Dance  by  a  moon  like  this,  till  o'er  the  sei 

That  morning  dawn'd  by  whose  immortal  Vi§ 

They  nobly  died  for  thee  and  liberty  ? 
"  Raise  the  buckler— poise  the  lanco— 
"  Now  here — now  there — retreat — advance  f 
Such  was  the  Spartan  heroes'  dance. 


Scarce  had  they  closed  this  martial  lay 
When,  flinging  their  light  spears  away, 

«  The  sword  was  the  weapon  chiefly  nsed  in  Ihli 

«  Homer,  II.  U.  753. 

*  It  Is  said  that  Leonldas  and  his  eompaaioM  si 
themselves,  on  the  eve  of  the  battle,  la  sraale  aai  t 
nastk  exercises  of  their  oooatry. 
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Of  sflence  after  it,  that  hung 

Like  a  fix'd  spell  on  every  tongue. 

And  flow^  iiopw,  exhausted  lie, 

like  iMy  bimtrMMe  of  Thrace, 

Was  heard  from  midst  a  group,  that  round 

Rfliting  at  ■niiMt  from  the  chase. 

A  bashful  maiden  stood,  to  hide 

Her  blushes,  whfle  the  lute  she  tried- 

*<  Fond  gills  r*  an  aged  Zean  said- 

like  roses,  gathering  round  to  veil 

One  who,  hfaasBlf,  had  fought  and  Ued, 

The  song  of  some  young  nightingale, 

And  now,  with  fwUngs,  half  deh'ght. 

Whose  trembling  notes  steal  out  between 

Half  sadness,  watch'd  their  mimic  fight— 

The  clustered  leaves,  herself  unseen. 

"  Fond  maids!  who  thus  with  War  can  jest— 

And,  while  that  voice,  m  tones  that  mere 

« like  Love,  m  Mais^s  hehnet  drefl>»d. 

Through  feelmg  than  thxccgh  weakness  err'd. 

«  When,  m  his  chfldish  innocence, 

Came,  with  a  stronger  sweetneoi,  o'er 

•«  Pleased  wfth  the  shade  that  helmet  flmgs, 

Th'  attentive  ear,  this  rtrain  waf  heard  ^— 

«  He  thmks  not  of  the  blood,  that  thence 

**  Is  dropping  o'er  his  snowy  wings. 

« If  Honor's  arm  stiD  won  the  fray. 

"  If  lodL  hut  shone  on  righteous  Uades, 

**  War  were  a  game  for  gods  to  play ! 

SONG. 

"  Bat,  no,  alas !— hear  one,  who  well 

<«  Hath  track'd  the  fortunes  of  the  braT»- 

I  SAW,  from  yonder  sflent  cave. 

«Hear  AM,  fai  mournful  ditty,  tell 

Two  Fountains  running,  side  by  sid* 

"  What  i^oty  waits  the  patriot's  grave:"— 

The  one  was  Mem'ry's  limpid  wave. 

The  other  cold  Oblivion's  tide.' 

«  Oh  Love !"  said  I,  in  thoughUess  mood. 

As  deep  I  drank  of  Lethe's  stream, 
«  Be  all  my  sorrows  in  this  flood 

"  Forgotten  like  a  vanish'd  dream !" 

SONG. 

But  who  could  bear  that  gloomy  Uank, 

Aaby  the  riion,  at  break  of  day. 

Where  joy  was  lost  as  well  as  pam  T 

A  taaqidsh'd  Chief  expiring  lay. 

Quickly  of  Mem'ry's  fount  I  drank. 

Upon  the  sands,  with  broken  swofd, 

And  brought  the  past  all  back  again  ; 

He  traced  his  farewell  to  the  Free; 

And  said, «« Oh  Love  !  whote'er  my  lot. 

And,  these,  the  last  unfiniih'd  word 

"  StiU  let  this  soul  to  thee  be  true— 

He  dying  wrote  was  «  Liberty !" 

*'  Rather  than  have  one  blisB  forgot. 

«  Be  all  my  pains  remember'd  too !" 

At  nigbt  a  Sea-bird  shriek'd  the  kneU 

Of  hnn  who  thus  for  Freedom  fell ; 

The  wotds  he  wrote,  ere  evening  came. 

So  paas  away  the  cause  and  name 

Of  him  who  dies  for  liberty ! 

The  group  that  stood  around,  to  shade 

The  blushes  of  that  bashful  maid. 

Had,  by  degrees,  as  came  the  lay 
More  strongly  forth,  retired  away, 

Like  a  fair  shell,  whose  valves  divide. 

Thai  tfftate  of  subdued  applause 

To  show  the  fairer  peari  inside : 

A  diaim'd,  bat  thnid,  an<fience  pays. 

And  delicate  as  thoee  day-flow'ni. 

Fhni  hearts,  that  feel,  but  fear  to  praise, 

Which,  while  they  last,  make  up,  m  light 

FeOMT'd  tUs  song,  and  left  a  pause 

And  sweetness,  what  they  want  in  horns. 

"This  BHicaiai  we  paid  oar  vMt  to  the  Cave  of  Tlro- 

■IH,  aad  the  fdvatsins  of  Menary  and  ObUvloo,  Joft 

rocks.*'— IPV/icau**  TVavels  in  artee$. 
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So  rich  Dpon  the  ear  had  grown 
Her  voice's  melody — its  tone 
Gath'ring  new  courage,  as  it  found 
An  echo  in  each  bosom  round — 
That,  ere  the  nymph,  with  downcast  eye 
Still  on  the  chords,  her  lute  laid  by, 
'*  Another  Song,"  all  lips  exclaim'd. 
And  each  some  matchless  fay'rite  named ; 
While  blushing,  as  her  fingers  ran 
0*er  the  sweet  chords,  she  thus  began  >- 


SONG. 


Oh,  Memory,  how  coldly 

Thou  paintest  joy  gone  by : 
Like  rainbows,  thy  pictures 

But  mournfully  shine  and  die 
Or,  if  some  tints  thou  keepest. 

That  former  days  recall. 
As  o*er  each  line  thou  weepest, 

Thy  tears  eSEeuce  them  aU. 

But,  Memory,  too  truly 

Thou  paintest  grief  that's  past ; 
Joy's  colors  are  fleeting, 

But  those  of  Sorrow  last 
And,  while  thou  bring'st  before  us 

DariL  pictures  of  past  ill, 
life's  evening,  closing  o'er  us, 

But  makes  them  daiker  stilL 


So  went  the  moonlight  houiB  along, 
In  this  sweet  glade ;  and  so,  with  song 
And  witching  sounds— not  such  as  they. 

The  cymbalists  of  Ossa,  play'd. 
To  chase  the  moon's  eclipse  away,' 

But  mit  and  holy — did  each  maid 
lighten  hir  heart's  eclipse  awhile. 
And  win  back  Sorrow  to  a  smile. 

Not  far  from  this  secluded  place. 
On  the  sea-shore  a  ruin  stood ; — 

A  relic  of  th'  extinguish'd  race. 
Who  once  look'd  o'er  that  foamy  flood, 

When  fair  loulis,'  by  the  light 

Of  golden  sunset,  on  the  sight 
Of  marinen  who  sail'd  that  sea, 

1  This  inpentltknis  cnstom  of  the  Thessallant  ezltU  also, 
I  Pietro  deUa  VsUe  tells  as,  among  tho  Persians. 
*  Aa  aadeat  dCf  ot  Zea,  the  walls  of  which  won  of 
Its  rsBMins  (says  Clarke)  ^'eitend  ftom  the  shoie, 


Rose,  like  a  dty  of  chrysolite, 

Call'd  from  the  wave  by  witchery. 
This  rum— now  by.barb'rons  hands 

Debased  into  a  motley  shed. 
Where  the  once  q>lendid  column  standi 

Inverted  on  its  leafy  head — 
Form'd,  as  they  tell,  in  times  of  old. 

The  dwelling  of  that  bard,  vrb/me  lay 
Could  melt  to  tears  the  stem  and  cold, 

And  sadden,  'mid  their  mirth,  the  gay— 
Sunonides,'  whose  fame,  through  yean 
And  ages  past,  still  bright  tqfetoB^^ 
Like  Hesperus,  a  star  of  tears! 

*Twas  hither  now — ^to  catdi  a  view 

Of  the  white  waters,  as  they  play'd 
SOentiy  ji  the  light— a  few 

Of  the  more  listless  damsels  rtrayf  ; 
And  some  would  linger  'mid  the  BoeuX 

Of  hanging  foliage,  that  perfumed 
The  min'd  walls ;  while  others  wenty 

Culling  whatever  flow'ret  faloom'd 
In  the  lone  leafy  space  between, 
Where  gilded  chambers  once  had  be«a ; 
Or,  turning  sadly  to  the  sea, 

Sent  o'er  the  wave  a  sigh  nnUest 
To  some  brave  champion  of  the  IVee 
Thinking,  alas,  how  cold  might  be. 

At  that  still  hour,  his  place  of  zMt ! 

Meanwhile  there  came  a  sound  of  song 
From  the  dark  ruins— a  fiunt  atFam, 

As  if  some  echo,  that  among 

Those  mmstrel  halls  had  dombec'd  k»g. 
Were  munn'ring  into  life  again. 


But,  no— the  nymphs  knew  well  the 

A  maiden  of  their  train,  who  lov«d, 
like  the  night-bird,  to  sing  alone. 

Had  deep  into  those  ruins  nrved. 
And  there,  all  other  thongfata  forgot, 

Was  warbling  o'er,  in  lone  deUglit, 
A  lay  that,  on  that  very  qpot. 

Her  lover  song  one  mooD^[fat  iiig^s— 


SONG. 


Ah  !  where  are  they,  who  heard,  in  i 
The  voice  of  Song  in  these  negleeied  boiw'iaT 
They  are  gone— aU  gone !  - 

quite  Into  a  valley  watered  bf  the  t 
whence  lonlis  received  Its  i 

•  Zea  was  the  Urthplaee  eT  lUi  poet^  1 
CataUoseaUed* 


iwir 
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The  youUi,  iHiowlQld  ha  pain  in  mdi  fliraet  tone. 
That  aU,  who  heaid  him,  wiifa'd  hii  pain  their  own-- 
He  is  gone— he  ia  gone ! 

And  die,  who,  while  he  aong,  eat  list'ning  by, 
And  thought,  to  itnina  lilce  theae  tweie  sweet  to 


She  ia  gone— ahe  too  is  gone ! 

Tis  thm^  in  ftitare  homa,  aome  iMud  will  say 
Of  her,  who  heaia,  and  him,  who  anga  this  lay— 
They  are  gone— they  both  are  gone! 


The  moon  waa  now,  fiom  Heaven's  steep. 

Bending  to  Up  her  sihr'ry  nm 
Into  the  bright  and  sflent  deep— 

And  the  yonng  nymphs,  on  their  retnm 
From  those  romantie  mins,  fomid 
Their  other  playmatea,  ranged  annmd 
The  ncrod  Spring,  prepared  to  tune 
Their  paitmg  hymn,^  ere  sank  the  moon. 
To  that  £ur  Foontain,  by  whose  stream 
Their  hearts  had  foim'd  ao  many  a  dream. 

Who  haa  not  read  the  talea,  that  tell 
Of  old  EleoBi'  saered  Well, 
Or  heard  what  legend-songs  recoont 
Of  Syra,  and  its  holy  Fomit,* 
GadbJng,  at  onee,  from  the  hard  rode 

Into  the  laps  of  living  flowexs — 
Where  Tillage  maidens  loved  to  flock. 

On  smnmer-nighti,  and,  like  the  houns 
link'd  in  harmonious  dance  and  song, 
Chann'd  the  unconscious  night  along ; 
While  holy  pilgrims,  on  their  way 

To  Ddos*  irie,  stood  lookmg  on, 
Enchanted  with  a  scene  so  gay, 

Nor  sought  their  boats,  till  morning  shone  f 

Such  was  the  seene  this  lovely  glade 
Aad  its  £ur  inmates  now  displayed, 
As  round  the  Fount,  in  linked  ring. 

They  went,  in  cadence  slow  and  light, 
And  thus  to  that  enchanted  Spring 

Waibled  their  FaieweU  for  the  night  >- 


'  Bonci  of  the  Well,**  at  they  were  called  among 
ibeaacieats,itlUexiflC  in  Greece.  />«  G«y«  telU  at  that  be 
has  men  **  the  yoang  women  in  Prfnce't  Island,  aseemUed 
tai  the  evealag  at  a  pabUc  well,  suddenly  strike  np  a  dance, 
while  ochers  song  la  concert  to  them.** 

s  **The  iahabiiaaU  of  Byra,  both  ancient  and  modem, 
may  he  coasidered  at  the  worshippers  of  water.  The  old 
^MSitala.  at  which  the  nymphs  of  the  island  assembled  in 
Ifci  sarlifsi  ages,  eabte  la  lit  orlgiBal  stale ;  the  saaieren- 


SONG. 

Hkeb,  while  the  moonlight  dim 
Falls  on  that  mossy  brim. 
Sing  we  our  Fountain  Hymn, 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 
Nothing  but  Music's  strain, 
When  Lovers  part  in  pain, 
Sooths,  till  they  meet  again, 

Qh,  Maids  of  Zea! 

Bright  Fount,  so  clear  and  cold. 
Round  which  the  nymphs  of  old 
Stood,  with  their  locks  of  gold. 

Fountain  of  Zea ! 
Not  even  Castaly, 
Famed  though  its  streamlet  be, 
Munnurs  or  shines  like  thee. 

Oh,  Fount  of  Zda! 

Thou,  while  our  hymn  we  sing. 
Thy  silver  voice  shall  bring. 
Answering,  answering. 

Sweet  Fount  of  Zea ! 
For,  of  all  rills  that  run. 
Sparkling  by  moon  or  sun. 
Thou  art  the  fairest  one. 

Bright  Fount  of  Zea ! 

Now,  by  those  stars  that  glance 
Over  heaven's  still  expanse. 
Weave  we  our  mirthful  dance. 

Daughters  of  Zoa ! 
Such  as,  in  former  days. 
Danced  they,  by  Dian's  rays. 
Where  the  Eurotas  strays,' 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea! 

But  when  to  merry  feet 
Hearts  with  no  echo  beat. 
Say,  can  the  dance  be  sweet? 

Maidens  of  Zea ! 
No,  naught  but  Music's  strain. 
When  lovers  part  in  pain. 
Sooths,  till  they  meet  again, 

Oh,  Maids  of  Zea! 


dezvoos  as  it  was  formerly,  whether  of  lore  and  gallantry, 
or  of  gosslf^  and  tale-telling.  It  is  near  to  the  town,  and 
the  most  limpid  water  gashes  eontinoally  from  the  solid 
rock.  It  is  regarded  by  the  inhabitants  with  a  degree  of  re- 
ligions veneration ;  and  tbey  preserve  a  tradition,  that  the 
pilgrims  of  old  time,  in  their  way  to  Delos,  resorted  hither 
for  porification."— CZarlre. 
s  M  Qoalis  in  Eorotc  ripls,  ant  per  Jnga  Cynthl 
Exercet  Diana  choroe."— Ftrytf. 
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SONG. 


When  evening  shades  are  falllzig 

O'er  Ocean's  sunny  sleeps 
To  pilgrims'  hearts  recalling 

Their  home  beyond  the  deep; 
When,  rest  o'er  all  descending, 

The  shores  with  gladness  smiley 
And  lutes,  their  echoes  blending, 

Are  heard  from  isle  to  isle. 
Then,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea,* 
We  pray,  we  pray  to  thee ! 

The  noonday  tempest  oyer. 

Now  Ocean  toils  no  more, 
And  wings  of  halcyons  hover, 

Where  all  was  strife  before. 
Oh  thus  may  life,  in  closing 

Its  short  tempestuous  day, 
Beneath  heaven's  smile  reposing,    ' 

Shine  all  its  storms  away : 
Thus,  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea, 
We  pray,  we  pray  to  thee ! 


On  Hello's  sea  the  light  grew  dim. 
As  the  last  sounds  of  that  sweet  hymn 

Floated  along  its  azure  tide- 
Floated  in  light,  as  if  the  lay 
Had  mix'd  with  sunset's  fadmg  ray, 

And  light  and  song  together  died. 
So  soft  through  evening's  air  had  breathed 
That  choir  of  youthful  voices,  wreathed 
In  many-linked  harmony. 
That  boats,  then  hurrying  o'er  the  sea, 
Paused,  when  they  reach'd  this  fairy  shore. 
And  linger'd  till  the  strain  was  o'er. 

Of  those  young  maids  who've  met  to  fleet 

In  song  and  dance  this  evening's  hours. 
Far  happier  now  the  bosoms  beat. 

Than  when  they  last  adom'd  these  bowem ; 
For  tidings  of  glad  sound  had  come. 

At  break  of  day,  from  the  far  isles — 
Tidings  like  breath  of  life  to  some— 
Tliat  Zea's  sons  would  soon  wing  home, 

Crown'd  with  the  light  of  Vict'ry's  smiles. 
To  meet  that  brightest  of  all  meeds 
That  wait  on  high,  heroic  deeds, 

1  Oae  or  the  tillas  oT  Uie  Vligln :— *<  Maria  Ultuninatrlx, 
slve  Stella  Hsiii.**— Mtor. 


When  gentle  eyes  that  scaioe,  for  tears, 

Conld  trace  the  warrior's  parting  track, 
Shall,  like  a  misty  mom  that  cleazs, 
When  the  long-absent  sun  appeals, 
Shine  out,  all  bliss,  to  hail  him  back. 

How  fickle  still  the  youthful  breast  !— 

More  fond  of  change  than  a  young  i 
No  joy  so  new  was  e'er  poesess'd 

But  Youth  would  leave  for  newer  i 
These  Zean  nymphs,  though  bright  the  spot. 

Where  first  they  held  their  evenhig  play. 
As  ever  fell  to  fairy's  lot 

To  wanton  o'er  by  midnight's  ray, 
Had  now  exchanged  that  shelter'd  scene 

For  a  wide  glade  beside  the  sea — 
A  lawn,  whose  soft  expanse  of  green 

Tum'd  to  the  west  sun  smilingly, 
As  though,  in  conscious  beauty  bright. 
It  joy'd  to  give  him  light  for  I^t 

And  ne'er  did  evening  more  serene 
Look  down  from  heav'n  on  lovelier  acene. 
Calm  lay  the  flood  around,  while  fleet. 

O'er  the  blue  shining  element. 
Light  barks,  as  if  with  fairy  feet 

That  stirr'd  not  the  hush'd  waters,  went ; 
Some  that,  ere  rosy  eve  fell  o'er 

The  blushing  wave,  with  mainsail  free. 
Had  put  forth  from  the  Attic  shtoe. 

Or  the  near  Isle  of  Ebony ; — 
Some,  Hydriot  barks,  that  deep  m  caves 

Beneath  Colonna's  piUar'd  clifls. 
Had  all  day  lurk'd,  and  o'er  the  waves 

Now  shot  their  long  and  dart-like  du& 
Wo  to  the  craft,  however  fleet. 
These  sea-hawks  in  their  course  diall  meet. 
Laden  with  juice  of  Lesbian  vines. 
Or  rich  from  Naxos'  emery  mines ; 
For  not  more  sure,  when  owlets  flee 
O'er  the  dark  crags  of  Penddee, 
Doth  the  night-falcon  marie  his  piey. 
Or  pounce  on  it  more  fleet  than  they. 

And  what  a  moon  now  lights  the  glade 

Where  these  young  idand  nyn^bm  an  met  I 
FuIl-ori>'d,  yet  pure,  as  if  no  diade 
Had  touch'd  its  virgin  lustre  yet ; 
And  fireshly  bright,  as  if  just  made 
By  Love's  own  hands,  of  new-bom  light 
Stol'n  from  his  mother^s  star  to-night 


On  a  bold  rock,  that  o'er  the  i 
Jutted  from  that  soft  glade,  there  stood 
A  Chapel,  fronting  tow'rds  the  i 
Built  in  some  by-goine  centuyr— 
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Wherei  iiigliilj»  m  the  fnmaii't  marii. 
When  wmvet  nm  high  or  douds  wen  duk, 
A  lamp,  beqoMlh'd  by  loiiie  kind  Saiati 
Shed  o'er  the  wmTe  its  glimmer  f&inty 
Waking  in  way-wom  men  a  aigh 
And  pray'r  to  heav'n,  as  they  went  by. 
Twaa  there,  anmnd  that  rock-baiH  shrine, 

A  groDp  of  maidens  and  their  aires 
Had  stood  to  wmtch  the  day's  decline. 

And,  as  the. light  ftXL  o'er  their  lyres, 
Song  to  the  Queen-Star  of  the  Sea 
That  soft  and  holy  melody. 

But  Ulster  thonghts  and  lighter  song 

Now  woo  the  oommg  houn  along: 

For,  mark,  where  smooth  the  herbage  lies, 

Yon  gay  pa?ilJon,  curtain'd  deep 
With  alken  folds,  through  which,  bright  eyes, 

fVom  time  to  time,  are  seen  to  peep ; 
While  twmkling  lights  that,  to  and  fro. 
Beneath  those  yeils,  like  meteoxs,  go. 

Tell  of  some  spells  at  work,  and  keep 
Toong  fancies  chain'd  in  mute  suspense. 
Watching  what  next  may  shine  from  thence. 
Nor  long  the  pause,  ere  hands  unseen 

Thai  mystic  curtain  backward  drew. 
And  all,  that  late  but  shone  between, 

In  half-caught  gleams,  now  burst  to  view. 
A  pietnre  'twas  of  the  early  days 
Of  f^oriooB  Greece,  ere  yet  those  rays 
Of  rich,  immortal  Mind  were  hem 
That  made  mankind  her  worahipperi ; 
While,  yet  nnsnng,  her  landscapes  shone 
With  giofy  lent  by  Heaven  alone ; 
Nor  temples  crown'd  her  nameless  hills, 
Nor  Muse  immortalized  her  rills ; 
Nor  aoght  but  the  mute  poesy 
Of  son,  and  stars,  and  shining  sea 
mmned  that  land  of  bards  to  be. 
Wliile,  prescient  of  the  gifUsd  race 

That  yet  would  realm  sc  blest  adom, 
Nature  to^L  pams  to  deck  the  place 

Where  glorious  Art  was  to  be  bom. 

Snefa  was  the  scene  that  mimic  stage 

Of  Athens  and  her  hOls  portray'd ; 
Athens,  m  her  first,  youthful  age, 

Ere  yet  tho  simple  violet  braid,' 
Which  then  adorn'd  her,  had  shone  down 
The  glory  of  earth's  loftiest  crown. 
While  yet  undream'd,  her  seeds  of  Art 

Lay  sleeping  m  the  marUe  mine— 
Sleeping  till  Genius  bade  them  start 

To  all  but  life,  in  shapes  divine ; 

t  **  Ylolet-erowaed  Atheas.**— Ptedsr 


Till  deified  the  quarry  shone 
And  all  Olyn^Nis  stood  in  stone  I 

There,  in  tho  foreground  of  that  scene. 

On  a  soft  bank  of  living  green, 

Sat  a  young  nymph,  with  her  lap  full 

Of  newly  gathei'd  flowers,  o'er  which 
She  graceful  lean'd,  hitent  to  cull 

An  that  was  there  of  hue  most  rich. 
To  form  a  wreath,  such  as  the  eye 
Of  her  young  lover,  who  stood  hy. 
With  palette  mingled  fresh,  might  choose 
To  fix  by  Painting's  rainbow  hues. 

The  wreath  we*  Virm'd ;  the  maiden  raised 

Her  speaking  eyes  to  hii,  while  he — 
Oh  not  upon  the  flowers  now  gazed. 

But  on  that  bright  look'  witchery. 
While,  quick  as  if  but.  then  the  thought, 
Like  light,  had  reach'd  his  soul,  he  caught 
His  pencil  up,  and,  waChn  and  true 
As  life  itself,  that  love-look  drew : 
And,  as  his  raptured  task  went  on. 
And  forth  each  kindling  feature  shone. 
Sweet  voices,  through  the  moonlight  air. 

From  lips  as  moonlight  fresh  and  pure. 
Thus  bailed  the  bright  dream  passing  there. 

And  sung  the  Birth  of  Portraiture.* 


SONG. 


As  once  a  Grecian  maid^  wove 

Her  gariand  mid  the  summer  bow'rs, 
There  stood  a  youth,  with  eyes  of  love, 

To  watch  her  while  she  wreath'd  the  flow'rs. 
The  youth  was  skill'd  in  Painting's  art. 

But  ne'er  had  studied  woman's  brow, 
Nor  knew  what  magic  hues  the  heart 

Can  shed  o'er  Nature's  charms,  till  now 


Blest  be  Love,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  that's  fair  and  bright  below. 

His  hand  had  pictured  many  a  rose, 

And  sketch'd  the  rays  that  light  the  brook ; 
But  what  were  these,  or  what  were  those. 

To  woman's  Uush,  to  woman's  look? 
"  Oh,  if  such  magic  pow'r  there  be, 

"  This,  this,"  he  cried,  <*  is  all  my  prayer, 
«  To  pamt  that  living  light  I  see, 

«  And  fix  the  soul  that  sparkles  there." 

*  The  whole  of  this  icena  was  raffested  by  Pliny's  Accoant 
ot  tho  artist  Paoslas  and  his  mlstrBSS  Glycera,  lib.  zixv.  c.  4C. 
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His  prayer,  as  soon  as  breathed,  was  heard ; 

His  palette,  touch'd  by  Lore,  grew  warm, 
And  Painting  saw  her  hues  transferred 

From  lifeless  flow^n  to  woman's  foim. 
Still  as  from  tint  to  tint  he  stole. 

The  fair  design  shone  out  the  more, 
And  there  was  now  a  life,  a  soiU, 

Where  only  colors  glowed  before. 

Then  first  carnations  leam'd  to  speak, 

And  lilies  into  life  were  brought ; 
While,  mantling  on  the  maiden's  cheek, 

Young  roses  kindled  into  thought 
Then  hyacinths  their  darkest  dyes 

Upon  the  locks  of  Beauty  threw ; 
And  violets,  transformed  to  eyes, 

Inshrined  a  soul  within  their  blue. 


Blest  be  Lore,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  th&t's  fair  and  bright  below. 
Song  was  odd  and  Painting  dim 
Till  song  and  Painting  leam'd  from  him. 


Soon  as  the  scene  had  dosed,  a  cheer 

Of  gentle  voices,  old  and  young, 
Rose  from  the  groups  that  stood  to  hear 

This  tale  of  yore  so  i^y  sung ; 
And  while  some  nymphs,  in  haste  to  tell 
The  workers  of  that  fpiry  spell 
How  crown'd  with  praise  their  task  had  been, 
Stole  in  behind  the  curtain'd  scene. 
The  rest,  in  happy  convexse  strayed — 

Talking  that  ancient  love-tale  o'eiv* 
Some,  to  the  groves  that  skirt  the  gladaf 

Some,  to  the  chapel  by  the  shore. 
To  look  what  lights  were  on  the  sea, 
And  thmk  of  th'  absent  silently. 

But  soon  that  summons,  known  so  well 
Through  bow'r  and  hall,  in  Eastern  lands, 

Whose  sound,  more  sure  than  gong  or  bell, 
Lovers  and  fdaves  alike  command^^ 
The  clapping  of  young  female  hands, 

1  The  traveller  Shaw  mentions  a  beantifbl  rill  in  Barbary, 
which  is  received  into  a  large  basin  called  Shrub  wm  krub, 
"Drink  and  away,*'— there  being  great  danger  of  meeting 
with  thieves  and  assassins  in  soch  places. 

*  The  Ambian  shepherd  has  a  peculiar  eeranoay  in  wean- 
ing the  young  camel :  when  the  proper  time  arrives,  he  tarns 
the  camel  towards  the  rising  star,  Canopos,  and  says,  "  Do 
yon  see  Cano|ms1  from  this  moment  you  taste  not  another 
drop  of  milk.*"— Jtrdbsr^SM. 

s  **  Whoever  wfanu  (Wn  a  pilgrimage  to  Mecca  hangs 


Calls  back  the  groups  from  rock  and  field 
To  see  some  new-form'd  scene  reveal'd  y-^ 
And  fleet  and  eager,  down  the  dopes 
Of  the  green  glade,  like  antdopes, 
When,  m  their  thirat,  they  hear  the  smmd 
Of  distant  rills,  the  light  nymphs  boond 

Far  different  now  the  scene— «  waste 
Of  Libyan  sands,  by  moonligfates  ray , 

An  ancient  well,  whereon  were  traced 
The  wammg  wordi,  for  such  as  stray 
Unarmed  there,  "  Drink  and  awmy  !"* 

While,  near  it,  from  the  night-ray  screen'd. 
And  like  his  bells,  in  hush'd  repose, 

A  camel  slept — young  as  if  wean'd 
When  last  the  star,  Canopus,  rose.* 

Such  was  the  back-groimd's  aOent  scene  ^ 

While  nearer  lay,  fast  dumb'ring  too. 
In  a  rude  tent,  with  brow  serene, 

A  youth  whose  cheeks  of  way-wom  hoe 
And  pilgrim-bonnet,  tdd  the  tale 
That  he  had  been  to  Mecca's  Vale : 
Haply  in  pleasant  dreams,  ev'n  now 

Thinking  the  long-wish'd  hour  is  come 

When,  o'er  the  well-known  porch  at  hooie, 
His  hand  shall  hang  the  aloe  bough — 
Trophy  of  his  accomplidi'd  vow.* 
But  brief  his  dream — ^for  now  the  call 

Of  the  camp-chiefii  from  rear  to  van, 
**  Bind  on  your  burdens,'**  wakes  up  aD 

The  widely  dumb'ring  caravan ; 
And  thus  meanwhile,  to  greet  the  ear 

Of  the  young  pilgrim  as  he  wakes^ 
The  song  of  one  who,  lingering  near. 

Had  watch'd  his  dumber,  cheeily  fanaks. 


SONG. 


Up  and  mareh !  the  timbrel's  i 
Wakes  the  dumb'ring  camp  anrand; 
Fleet  thy  hour  of  rest  hath  gone, 
Armed  deeper,  up,  and  on ! 
Long  and  weary  is  our  way 
O'er  the  burning  sands  to^y ; 


this  plant  (the  mitre-shaped  Aloe)  over  bis  streeHo0r,a«» 
token  of  his  having  performed  this  holy  Jonney.**— Jzisaif' 
quist. 

*  This  form  of  nodce  to  the  caiavam  topnpaie  ftraaick- 
ing  was  applied  by  Halls  to  the  necessity  of  reUa^iiihiiC 
the  pleasures  of  this  worid,  and  praparing  for  death:— ^  f^ 
me  what  room  is  there  for  pleasure  la  the  bower  of  Baatft 
when  every  moment  the  bell  makes  pro^lamatkoB,  *  Had  •■ 
your  hardens  T** 
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Boft  to  pOgprim't  bomewBid  feet 
Ey^  the  dewff ■  path  is  aweet 

When  we  fie  at  dead  of  night, 
Looking  op  to  heaven's  light, 
Hearing  bat  the  watchman's  tone 
Faintly  chanting,  '*  God  is  one,"' 
Oh  what  thoughts  then  o'er  us  come 
Of  onr  distant  Tillage  home. 
Where  the  chant,  when  er'ning  sets. 
Sounds  fiom  all  the  mmarets. 

Cheer  thee ! — soon  shall  signal  lights, 
Kindling  o^er  the  Red  Sea  heights, 
Kmdling  quick  from  man  to  man. 
Hail  oar  commg  carayan  :* 
Think  what  blisB  that  hour  will  he! 
Looks  of  home  again  to  see. 
And  our  names  again  to  hear 
Mnrmnr'd  out  by  Toices  dear. 


So  paiH^d  the  desert  dream  away. 
Fleeting  m  his  who  heard  this  lay. 
Nor  long  the  pause  between,  nor  moved 

The  ipeU-boand  audience  from  that  spot ; 
Whae  sdn,  as  nsoal.  Fancy  roved 

On  to  the  joy  that  yet  was  not ; — 
Fancy,  who  hath  no  present  home. 
Bat  boilds  her  bower  in  scenes  to  come, 
Walking  forever  in  a  light 
That  flows  from  regions  out  of  sight 

Bat  see,  by  gradual  dawn  descried, 
A  moantain  realm — ^rugged  as  e'er 
Upraised  to  heav'n  its  summits  bare. 

Or  told  to  earth,  with  frown  of  pride, 
That  Freedom's  falcon  nest  was  there. 

Too  high  for  hand  of  lord  or  king 

T)  hood  her  brow,  or  chain  her  wing. 

Tm  Maina's  land — her  ancient  bills. 
The  abode  of  nymphi^ — her  countless  rills 
And  torrents,  in  their  downward  dash, 

Shming,  like  silver,  through  the  shade 
Of  the  sea-pine  and  flow'ring  ash — 

AO  with  a  troth  so  fresh  portray'd 
As  wants  bat  toadi  of  life  to  be 
A  world  of  warm  reality. 


1  The  WBlihiaiH.  fai  fhe  eanp  of  the  eantvaiM,  go  their 
sanAi,  cryiaf  om  after  anoCher,  "God  is  one,**  Ifcc,  Blc. 
t**It  was  cBiloflnry,**  nys  Irwin,  "to  lifbt  up  flrei  on 
t  within  Tiew  of  Coaieir,  to  glTe  notice  of  the 
I  of  the  caiaTsat  that  came  ftom  the  NUe.** 


And  now,  light  boundmg  forth,  a  band 

Of  mountameers,  all  smiles,  advance — 
Nymphs  with  their  loven,  hand  in  hand, 

Link'd  in  the  Ariadne  dance  f 
And  while,  apart  from  that  gay  throng, 
A  minstrel  youth,  in  varied  song, 
Tells  of  the  loves,  the  joys,  the  ills 
Of  these  wild  children  of  the  hills. 
The  rest  by  turns,  or  fierce  or  gay. 
As  war  or  sport  inspires  the  lay. 
Follow  each  change  that  wakes  the  strings, 
And  act  what  thus  the  lyrist  sings  :— 


SONG. 


No  life  is  like  the  mountaineer^ 

His  home  is  near  the  diy. 
Where,  throned  above  this  world,  he  hears 

Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Or,  should  the  sound  of  hostile  drum 
Fh>claim  below,  "  We  come— wo  come," 
E!ach  crag  that  tow'n  in  air 
Gives  answer,  "  Come  who  dare !" 
While,  like  bees,  from  dell  and  dingle, 
Swift  the  swarming  warriors  mingle. 
And  their  cry  ««  Hurra !"  will  be, 
"  Hurra,  to  victory !" 

Then,  when  battle's  hour  is  over. 

See  the  happy  mountam  lover. 

With  the  nymph,  who'll  soon  be  teide, 

Seated  blushing  by  bis  side, — 

Every  shadow  of  his  lot 

In  her  sunny  smile  forgot 

Oh,  no  life  is  like  the  mountaineer's. 

His  home  is  near  the  sky. 
Where,  throned  above  this  worid,  he  bean 
*       Its  strife  at  distance  die. 
Nor  only  thus  through  summer  suns 
His  blithe  existence  cheeriy  runs — 

Ev'n  winter,  bleak  and  dim, 

Brings  joyous  houis  to  him  ; 
When,  his  rifle  behind  him  flinging. 
He  watches  the  roe-buck  springing. 
And  away,  o'er  the  hills  away 
Re-echoes  his  glad  "  hurra." 

Then  hcMv  blest,  when  night  is  closing. 
By  the  kindled  hearth  reposing, 

s  vlrginibas  bacchata  Lacoals 

Taygeta.  Vmo 

«  See,  for  an  accoont  of  this  dance,  De  Gay*t  TraycU 
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To  his  rebeck's  drowsy  wn^^. 
He  beguiles  the  hour  along ; 
Or,  provoked  by  merry  glances, 
To  a  brisker  movement  dances, 
Till,  weary  at  last,  in  slumber's  chain, 
He  dreams  o*er  chase  and  dance  again. 
Dreams,  dreams  them  o'er  again. 


As  slow  that  minstrel,  at  the  close, 
Sunk,  while  he  sung,  to  feign'd  reposoi 
Aptly  did  they,  whose  mimic  art 

Followed  the  changes  of  his  lay. 
Portray  the  lull,  the  nod,  the  start, 

Through  which,  as  faintly  died  away 
His  lute  and  voice,  the  minstrel  poss'd. 
Till  voice  and  lute  lay  huah'd  at  last 

But  now  far  other  song  came  o'er 

Theu-  startled  ears — song  that,  at  firsts 
As  solemnly  the  night-wind  bore 

Across  the  wave  its  mournful  burst, 
Scom'd  to  the  fancy,  like  a  dirge 

Of  some  lone  Spirit  of  tlie  Sea, 
Singing  o'er  Helle's  ancient  surge 

The  requiem  of  her  Brave  and  Tree. 

Sudden,  amid  theu-  pastime,  pause 

The  wond'ring  nymphs ;  and,  as  the  sound 
Of  that  strange  music  nearer  draws. 

With  mute  faiquiring  eye  look  round, 
Asking  each  other  what  can  be 
The  source  of  this  sad  minstrelsy  7 
Nor  longer  can  tliey  doubt,  the  song 

Comes  from  some  island-bark,  which  rtw 
Courses  the  bright  waves  swift  along. 

And  soon,  perhaps,  beneath  tlie  brow 

Of  the  Saint's  R>;k  will  slioot  its  pn>i» 

Instantly  all,  with  hearts  that  sigh'd 
Twixt  fear's  and  fancy's  mfluence. 
Flew  to  the  rock,  and  saw  from  thence 
A  red-sail'd  pinnace  tow'rds  them  glide, 
Whose  shadow,  as  it  swept  the  spray. 
Scattered  the  moonlight's  smiles  away. 
Soon  as  tlie  mariners  saw  that  throng 

From  the  cliff  gazing,  young  and  old. 
Sudden  they  slack'd  their  sail  and  song. 
And,  while  their  pinnace  idly  roll'd 
On  the  light  surge,  these  tidings  told  v* 

'Twas  from  an  isle  of  mournful  name, 
From  Missolopghi,  last  they  came— 
Sad  Missokmgfai,  sorrowing  yet 


O'er  him,  the  noUest  Star  of  Fame 

That  e'er  in  life's  young  glory  set ! — 
And  now  were  on  their  mournful  way, 

Waftmg  the  news  through  HeUe's  isles  }-* 
News  that  would  doud  ev'n  Freedom's  ray, 

And  sadden  Vict'ry  'mid  her  smiles. 
Their  tale  thus  told,  and  heard,  with  paiui 
Out  spread  the  galliot's  wings  again ; 
And,  as  she  sped  her  swift  career, 
Again  that  Hymn  rose  on  the  ear — 
**  Thou  art  not  dead— thou  art  not  dead  f 

As  oft  'twas  sung,  in  ages  flown. 
Of  him,  the  Athenian,  who,  to  shed 

A  tyrant's  Mood,  pour'd  out  his  own. 


SONG. 


;otdeMir> 


*'  Thou  ait  not  dead— ^oa  axi  , 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 
Thy  soul,  to  reahns  above  ns  fled» 
Though,  like  a  star,  it  dwells  o'er  head* 

Still  lights  this  worid  below. 
Thou  art  not  dead — ^thon  ait  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Haimodnis,  nxk 

Through  isles  of  light,  where  heroes  treadt 

And  flow'rs  ethereal  Uow, 
Thy  god-like  Spirit  now  is  led, 
Thy  lip,  with  life  ambrosial  fed, 

Forgets  all  taste  of  wo. 
Thou  art  not  dead — thoa  art  not  dead ! 

No,  dearest  Harmodius,  wk 

The  myrtle,  round  that  falchion  spread 
Which  struck  the  inunortal  blow. 

Throughout  all  time,  with  leaves  niMhed— 

The  patriot's  hope,  the  tyrant's  dread- 
Round  Freedom's  shrine  diall  grow. 

Thou  art  not  dead — thou  art  not  dead ! 
No,  dearest  Harmodius,  na 

Where  hearts  like  thme  hav^  broike  or  IM 
Though  qnench'd  the  vital  glow, 

Their  mem'ry  lights  i  flame,  instead, 

Which,  ev'n  from  out  the  narrow  bed 
Of  death  its  beams  shall  throw. 

Thou  art  not  dead — thoa  art  noi  dead! 
No,  dearest  Harmodius,  no. 

Thy  name,  by  myriads  song  and  nid« 
From  age  to  age  shall  go, 


i*tXra»*Aflt»it'mntu 
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IdXDg  as  the  oak  and  iwy  wed, 

Am  beea  akiall  hannt  Hymettni^  head, 

Or  Halle's  waten  flow. 
Thoa  art  not  dead— ihoa  art  not  dead  I 

No,  deaieat  Hannodios,  no. 


'Mong  those  who  lingered  liat'ning  there^ — 

Iflf  ning,  with  ear  and  eye,  as  long 
As  bieath  of  night  coold  towards  them  bear 

A  mannar  of  that  moomf  ul  song,— 
A  few  then  were,  in  whom  the  lay 

Had  ealTd  vp  feetings  far  too  sad 
To  paas  with  the  brief  stram  away, 

Or  torn  at  once  to  theme  more  glad ; 
And  who,  m  mood  nntuied  to  meet 

The  li^  langh  of  the  happier  train, 
Wander'd  to  seek  some  mooidight  seat 
Where  they  might  rest,  in  converse  sweet, 

Till  Taniah'd  smiles  should  come  again. 

And  sddom  e'er  hath  noon  of  night 
To  sadness  lent  more  soothing  light 
On  one  aide,  in  the  dark  blae  sky. 
Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eye 
Of  Jove  himself,  while,  on  the  other, 

Ifoog  tiny  stars  that  round  her  gleam*d, 
TIm  yoong  moon,  like  the  Roman  mother 
^  her  Uving  <<  jewelp,"  beam'd. 


Tooeh'd  by  the  lovely  scenes  around, 
A  penive  maid— one  who,  though  young. 

Had  known  what  'twas  to  see  unwound 
The  ties  by  which  her  heart  had  clung — 

Waken'd  her  soft  tamboura's  sound. 
And  to  its  faint  accords  thus  sung: — 


SONG. 


Calm  as,  beneath  its  mother's  eyes, 
In  stoep  the  smiling  infant  lies. 
So,  watch'd  by  all  the  stars  of  night. 
Yon  landscape  tAeepB  in  light 
And  while  the  night-breeze  dies  away, 

Like  relies  of  some  fadod  strain. 
Loved  voices,  lost  for  many  a  day. 

Seem  whisp'xing  round  again. 
Oh  yonth !  oh  Love !  ye  dreams,  that  shed 
Sndi  glofy  once — ^where  are  ye  fled? 

Tute  lay  of  light  that,  down  the  sky, 
Alt  pointing,  like  an  angel's  wand, 


As  if  to  gnide  to  realms  that  lie 

Li  that  bright  sea  beyond : 
Who  knows  but,  in  some  brighter  deep 

Than  ev'n  that  tranquil,  moonlit  main. 
Some  land  may  lie,  where  those  who  weep 

Shall  wake  to  smile  agam  I 


With  cheeks  that  had  regain'd  their  power 
And  play  of  smiles, — and  each  bright  e3re. 

Like  violets  after  morning's  shower, 
The  brighter  for  the  tears  gone  by. 

Back  to  the  scene  such  smiles  should  grace 

These  wand'ring  nymphs  their  path  retrace, 

And  reach  the  spot,  with  rapture  new. 

Just  as  the  veils  asunder  flew. 

And  a  fresh  vision  burst  to  view. 

There,  by  her  own  bright  Attic  flood. 
The  blue-eyed  Queen  of  Wisdom  stood  ;— 
Not  as  she  haunts  the  sage's  dreams. 

With  hrow  unveird,  divine,  severe ; 
But  soften'd,  as  on  bards  she  beams, 

When  fresh  from  Poesy's  high  sphere, 
A  music,  not  her  own,  she  brings. 
And,  through  the  veil  which  Fancy  flmgs 
O'er  her  stem  features,  gently  sings. 

But  who  is  he— that  vuchin  nigh, 

With  quiver  on  the  rose-trees  hung. 
Who  seems  just  dropp'd  from  yonder  sky. 
And  stands  to  watch  that  maid,  with  eye 
So  full  of  thought,  for  one  so  young  7— 
That  child — but,  silence !  lend  thine  ear. 
And  thus  m  song  the  tale  thoult  hear: — 


SONG. 


As  Love,  one  summer  eve,  was  straymg. 

Who  should  he  see,  at  that  soft  hour. 
But  young  Minerva,  gravely  playing 

Her  flute  within  an  olive  bow'r. 
I  need  not  say,  'tis  Love's  opinion 

That,  grave  or  merry,  good  or  ill. 
The  sex  all  bow  to  his  dominion. 

As  woman  will  be  woman  stilL 

Though  seldom  yet  the  boy  hath  giv'n 
To  learned  dames  his  smiles  or  siglis. 

So  handsome  Pallas  look'd,  th%.t  ev'n, 
Love  quits  fcigot  the  maid  was  \ 
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Besides,  a  youth  of  his  disoeniiiig 

Knew  well  that,  by  a  shady  rill, 
At  sunset  hour,  whate'er  her  leanung, 

A  woman  will  be  woman  still. 

Her  flute  he  praised  hi  terms  ecstaticr^ 

Wishing  it  dumb,  nor  cared  how  soon  j — 
For  Wisdom's  notes,  howe'er  chromatic, 

To  Love  seem  always  out  of  tune. 
But  long  as  he  found  face  to  flatter. 

The  nymph  found  breath  to  shake  and  thrill ; 
As,  weak  or  wise — it  doesn't  matter — 

Woman,  at  heart,  is  woman  stilL 

LoYe  changed  his  plan,  with  warmth  exclaiming, 

«« How  rosy  was  her  lip's  soft  dye !" 
And  much  that  flute,  the  flatt'rer,  blaming, 

For  twisting  lips  so  sweet  awry. 
The  nymph  look'd  down,  beheld  her  features 

Reflected  in  the  passing  rill. 
And  started,  shock'd— for,  ah,  ye  creatures! 

Ev'n  when  divine,  you're  women  stilL 

Quick  from  the  lips  it  made  so  odious. 

That  graceless  flute  the  Goddess  took. 
And,  while  yet  fill'd  with  breath  melodious, 

Flung  it  into  the  glassy  brook ; 
Where,  as  its  vocal  life  was  fleeting 

Adown  the  current,  faint  and  skrill, 
Twas  heard  in  plaintive  tone  repeating, 

**  Woman,  alas,  vain  woman  still !" 


An  interval  of  dark  repose — 
Such  as  the  summer  lightning  knows, 
•Twixt  flash  and  flash,  as  still  more  bright 
The  quick  revealment  comes  and  goes, 
Op'ning  each  time  the  veils  of  night. 
To  show,  within,  a  worid  of  light — 
Such  pause,  so  brief,  now  pass'd  between 
This  last  gay  vision  and  the  scene, 

"Which  now  its  depth  of  light  disclosed. 
A  bow'r  it  secm'd,  an  Indian  bow'r. 

Within  whose  shade  a  nymph  reposed, 
Sleeping  away  noon's  sunny  hour — 
Lovely  as  she,  the  Sprite,  who  weaves 
Her  mansion  of  sweet  Durva  leaves. 
And  there,  as  Indian  legends  say. 
Dreams  the  long  summer  hours  away. 
And  mark,  how  charm'd  this  sleeper  seems 
With  some  hid  fancy—she,  too,  dreams ! 
Oh  for  a  wizard's  art  to  tell 

The  wonden  that  now  bless  her  sight ! 
'Tis  done — a  truer,  holier  spell 
Than  o'er  from  wizard's  lip  yet  fell 

Thus  brings  her  vWon  all  to  light  >— 


SONG. 

«  Who  comes  so  graoefolly 

«  Glidmg  along, 
«  While  the  blue  rivulet 

*<  Sleeps  to  her  song ; 
"  Song,  richly  vying 
'<  With  the  famt  sighing 
«« Which  swans,  in  dying, 

"  SweeUy  prolong  r 

So  sung  the  shepherd-boy 

By  the  stream's  side, 
Watching  that  fairy  boat 

Down  the  flood  glide, 
Like  a  bird  winging. 
Through  the  waves  bringing 
That  Syren,  singing 

To  the  hush'd  tide. 

««  Stey,"  said  the  shepherd-boy, 

"  Fairy-boat,  stay, 
**  Linger,  sweet  mmstrelsy, 

"  Linger  a  day." 
But  vam  his  pleading. 
Past  hun,  unheeding. 
Song  and  boat,  speeding, 

Glided  away. 

So  to  our  youthful  eyes 
Joy  and  hope  shone; 

So,  while  we  gazed  on  them, 
Fast  they  flew  on ; — 

Like  flow'rs,  declinmg 

Ev'n  in  the  twining. 

One  moment  shining. 
And,  the  next,  gone ! 


Soon  as  the  unagined  dream  went  by. 
Uprose  the  nymph,  with  anzioas  eye 
Tum'd  to  the  clouds,  as  though  some  boon 

She  waited  from  that  sun-bright  dome, 
And  manrell'd  that  it  came  not  soon 

As  her  young  thoughts  would  have  it 


But  joy  is  in  her  glance ! — the  wing 
Of  a  white  bird  is  seen  above ; 

And  oh,  if  round  his  neck  he  bring 
The  long-wish'd  tidings  from  her  kve, 

Not  half  so  precious  ui  her  eyes 
Ev'n  that  high-omen'd  biid*  would  be^ 
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Who  dooms  the  brow  o^er  which  he  flies 
To  wear  a  crown  of  Royalty. 

She  had,  henelf,  last  erenin^,  sent 

A  winged  meawnger,  whose  flight 
Through  the  clear,  roseate  element, 

She  watch'd  till,  lesi'nmg  oat  of  sight. 
Far  to  the  griden  West  it  went. 
Wafting  to  him,  her  distant  lore, 

A  miniTe  m  that  language  wrought 
Which  flow'iB  can  speak,  when  aptly  wots. 

Each  hoe  a  word,  each  leaf  a  thongfat 

And  now— oh  speed  of  pinion,  known 

To  Lore's  light  messengeis  akme  !— 

E^e  yet  another  ey'nmg  takes 

Its  fiirewell  of  the  golden  lakes. 

She  sees  another  envoy  fly, 

With  the  wlrii'd  answer,  through  the  dqr. 


SONG 


WELooitEt  sweet  bird,  through  the  sunny  air  wing- 
ing* 

Swift  hast  thoQ  come  o'er  the  far-shining  sea, 
like  Seba's  dove,  on  thy  snowy  neck  bringing 

Lore's  written  tows  from  my  lorer  to  me. 
Oh,  in  thy  absence,  what  houn  did  I  number ! — 

Saying  oft,  **  Idle  bird,  how  could  he  rest  T 
But  thou  art  come  at  last,  take  now  thy  slumber, 

And  fain  thee  in  dreams  of  all  thou  lor'st  best 

Yet  dost  thou  droop— even  now  while  I  utter 

Lore's  happj  welcome,  thy  pulse  dies  away ; 
Cheer  thee,  my  bird— were  it  life's  ebbing  flutter. 

This  fondlmg  bosom  should  woo  it  to  stay. 
But  no— thou'rt  dying— thy  last  task  is  over — 

Farewell,  sweet  martyr  to  Love  and  to  me ! 
The  smiles  thoa  hast  waken'd  by  news  ftom  my 
lover. 

Win  now  all  be  tam'd  into  weeping  for  thee. 


WhOe  tfans  tiie  scene  of  song  (their  last 
For  the  sweet  summer  season)  pass'd, 
A  few  pnsidmg  nymphs,  whose  care 

Watdi'd  over  all,  invisiUy, 
As  do  those  gnaidian  sprites  of  air, 

Whose  watch  we  feel,  but  cannot  ses, 
Had  from  the  eirela    scarcely  misi'd. 

Ere  they  wen  ipaiUiBg  there  again- 


Glided,  like  ftdri^to  Msist 

Their  handmaids  on  the  moonUgfat  plain. 
Where,  hid  by  intercepting  shade 

From  the  stray  glance  of  curious  eyes, 
A  feast  of  fruits  and  wines  was  laid — 

Soon  to  shine  out,  a  glad  surprise ! 

And  now  the  moon,  her  aik  of  light 

Steering  through  Heav'n,  aS'thongh  die  bore 
In  safety,  through  that  deep  of  night, 
^nrits  of  earth,  the  good,  the  bright, 

To  some  remote  immortal  diore. 
Had  half-way  sped  her  glorious  way. 

When,  roimd  reclined  on  hillocks  green. 
In  groups,  beneath  that  tranquil  ray, 

The  2Seans  at  their  feast  were  seen. 
Gay  was  ihe  picture— ev'ry  maid 
Whom  late  the  lighted  scene  displayed. 
Still  in  her  fancy  garb  an^y'd ; — 
The  Arabian  pilgrim,  smiling  hero 

Beside  the  nymph  of  India's  sky ; 
While  there  the  Mainiote  mountaineer 
Whisper'd  m  young  Minerva's  ear. 

And  urchin  Love  stood  laughing  by. 

Meantime  the  elden  round  the  board. 
By  mhth  and  wit  themselves  made  young. 

High  cups  of  juice  Zacynthian  pour'd. 
And,  while  the  flask  went  round,  thus  sung:- 


SONG. 


Up  with  the  sparkling  brimmer, 

Up  to  the  crystal  rim ; 
Let  not  a  moonbeam  glimmer 

'Twizt  the  flood  and  brim. 
When  hath  the  vMd  set  ^es  on 

Aught  to  match  this  light, 
Which,  o'er  our  cup's  horizon, 

Dawns  m  bumpeis  bright? 

Truth  m  a  deep  well  lieth — 

So  the  wise  aver : 
But  Truth  the  fact  denieth— 

Water  suits  not  her. 
No,  her  abode's  m  brinmieiB, 

Like  this  mighty  cup- 
Waiting  till  we,  good  swimmeta. 

Dive  to  bring  her  up. 
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Thus  circled  round  the  Bong  of  glee, 
.    And  all  was  tuneful  mirth  the  whOe, 

Save  on  the  cheeks  of  some,  whose  smile, 
As  fixM  they  gaze  upon  the  sea. 
Turns  mto  paleness  suddenly ! 
What  see  they  there  T  a  bright  blue  light 

That,  like  a  meteor,  ]^llding  o*er 
The  distant  wave,  grows  on  the  sight. 

As  though  'twere  wing'd  to  Zea*s  shore. 

To  some,  'mong  those  who  came  to  gaze. 

It  seem*d  the  night-light,  far  away. 
Of  some  lone  fisher,  by  the  blaze 

Of  pine  torch,  luring  on  his  prey ; 
While  others,  as,  'twixt  awe  and  mirth. 

They  breathed  the  blessM  PanayaV  name, 
Vow'd  that  such  light  was  not  of  earth, 

But  of  that  drear,  ill-omen'd  flame. 
Which  mariners  see  on  sail  or  mast. 
When  Death  is  coming  in  the  blast 
While  manr'ling  thus  they  stood,  a  maid. 

Who  sat  apart,  with  downcast  eye. 
Nor  yet  had,  like  the  rest,  surveyed 

That  coming  light  which  now  was  ni^. 
Soon  as  it  met  her  sight,  with  ciy 

Of  pam-like  joy,  "  'Tis  he !  'tis  he  !" 
Loud  she  exclaim'd,  and,  hurrying  by 

The  assembled  throng,  rush*d  tow'ids  the  sen. 

At  burst  so  wild,  alarm'd,  amazed, 

AU  stood,  like  statues,  mute,  and  gazed 

Into  each  other^s  eyes,  to  seek 

What  meant  such  mood,  m  maid  so  meek  7 

Till  now,  the  tale  was  known  to  few, 
But  now  from  lip  to  lip  it  flew : — 
A  youth,  the  flower  of  all  the  band. 

Who  late  had  left  this  sunny  shore. 
When  last  he  kissM  that  maiden's  hand, 

lingering,  to  kias  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
By  his  sad  brow  too  plainly  told 

Th'    ill-omen'd    thought    which    croes'd   him 
then. 
That  once  those  hands  should  loose  their  hold. 

They  ne'er  would  meet  on  earth  agam ! 
In  vain  his  mistress,  sad  as  he. 
But- with  a  heart  from  Self  as  free 
As  gon'rous  woman's  only  is, 
Veil'd  her  own  fears  to  banish  his : — 
With  frank  rebuke,  but  still  more  vain. 

Did  a  rough  warrior,  who  stood  by, 
Call  to  his  mind  this  martial  stram. 

His  favorite  once,  ere  Beauty's  eye 

Had  taught  his  soldier-heart  to  sigh : — 

1  The  najM  which  the  Greeks  give  to  the  Vlrgla  Mary. 


SONG. 

March  !  nor  heed  those  anns  that  hold  thai 

Though  so  fondly  close  they  come ; 
Closer  stiU  will  they  enfold  thee, 

When  thou  bring'st  fresh  laurels  home. 
Dost  thou  dote  on  woman's  brow? 

Dost  thou  live  but  in  her  breath  7 
March  !^-one  hour  of  victory  now 

Wins  tliee  woman's  smile  till  death. 

Oh,  what  bliss,  when  war  is  over, 

Beauty's  long-miss'd  smile  to  meet. 
And,  when  wreaths  our  temples  ooiver» 

Lay  them  shining  at  her  feet  I 
Who  would  not,  that  hour  to  reach. 

Breathe  out  life's  expiring  sigfa,-*- 
Proud  as  waves  that  on  the  beach 

Lay  their  war-crests  down,  and  dam 

There !  I  see  thy  soul  is  burning — 

She  herself,  who  clasps  thee  bo. 
Paints,  ev'n  now,  thy  glad  returning, 

And,  while  clasping,  bids  thee  go. 
One  deep  sigh,  to  passion  given, 

One  last  glowmg  tear,  and  then — 
March  !— nor  rest  thy  sword,  tiU  Heaven 

Brings  thee  to  those  anils  again. 


Even  then,  ere  loath  their  hands  could  part, 
A  promise  the  youth  gave,  which  bore 

Some  balm  unto  the  maiden's  heart, 
That,  soon  as  the  fierce  fight  was  o'er. 

To  home  he'd  speed,  if  safe  and  free- 
Nay,  ev'n  if  dying,  still  would  come, 

So  the  blest  word  of  "  Victory !" 

Might  be  the  last  he'd  breathe  at  home, 

"  By  day,"  he  cried,  "  thoult  know  my  bsric  ; 

"  But,  should  I  come  through  midnight  duk, 

'*  A  blue  light  on  the  prow  shall  tell 

"  That  Greece  hath  won,  and  all  is  well !" 

Fondly  the  maiden,  every  night. 
Had  stolen  to  seek  that  promised  light ; 
Nor  long  her  eyes  had  now  been  tum'd 
From  watching,  when  the  signal  bum'd. 
Signal  of  joy— for  her,  for  all— 

Fleetly  the  boat  now  nears  the  land. 
While  voices,  from  the  shore-edge,  call 

For  tidings  of  the  long-wish'd  band. 

Oh  the  blest  hour,  when  those  whoVe  been 
Through  peril's  paths  hy  land  or  sea, 
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Loek'd  in  oar  amis  again  are  iMn 

Smilmg  in  glad  security ; 
When  heart  to  heart  we  fondly  atrain, 

Queetioning  quickly  o*er  and  o*er — 
Then  hold  them  off,  to  gaze  again, 

And  aak,  though  anawer'd  oft  before. 

If  they,  indeed,  are  ours  once  more? 

Such  is  the  scene,  so  full  of  joy, 
Which  welcomes  now  this  warrior-hoy. 
As  fathers,  sisteiB,  friends  all  run 
Bounding  to  meet  him — all  but  one. 
Who,  slowest  on  his  neck  to  fall. 
Is  yet  the  happiest  of  them  all. 

And  now  behold  him,  circled  round 

With  beammg  faces,  at  that  hoard. 
While  cups,  with  laurel  foliage  crown'd. 
Are  to  the  commg  warriora  pour'd, — 
Coming,  as  he,  their  herald,  told, 
With  blades  from  vict'iy  scarce  yet  cold. 
With  hearts  untouched  by  Moslem  steel. 
And  wounds  that  home's  sweet  breath  will  heal. 

'*  Ere  mom,'*  said  he, — and,  while  he  spoke, 

Tum'd  to  the  east,  where,  clear,  and  pale. 
The  star  of  dawn  already  broke — 

'*  We'll  greet,  on  yonder  wave,  their  sail !" 
Then,  wherefore  part  7  all,  all  agree 

To  wait  them  here,  beneath  this  bower ; 
And  thus,  while  ey'n  amidst  their  glee. 
Each  eye  is  tum'd  to  watch  the  sea, 

W  (h  song  they  cheer  the  anxious  hour. 


SONG. 


*  Tb  the  Vine !  'tis  the  Vme !"  said  the  cup-loying 
boy, 
As  he  saw  it  qnng  bright  from  the  earth 


And  callM  the  young  Genii  of  Wit,  Love,  and 
Joy, 
To  witness  and  haUow  its  birth. 
The  fruit  was  full-grown,  like  a  raby  it  flamed. 

Till  the  sunbeam  that  kiss'd  it  look'd  pale : 
"'Tis  the  Vme!   tis  the  Vine!"  eVry  Spirit  ex- 
claim'd, 
«  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wine-tree,  aU  haa !" 

First,  fleet  as  a  bird,  to  the  summons  Wit  flew. 
While  a  light  on  the  vine-leaves  there  broke, 

In  flashes  so  quick  and  so  brilliant,  all  knew 
'Twas  the  light  from  his  lips  as  he  qioke. 

"  Bright  tree !   let  thy  nectar  but  cheer  me,"  ne 
cried, 
"  And  the  fount  of  Wit  never  can  fail  i" 

«'Ti8  the  Vine!   'tis  the  Vine!"  hnis  and  vaUeys 
reply, 

«  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wine-tree,  all  hail !" 

Next,  Love,  as  he  lean'd  o'er  the  plant  to  admire 

Each  tendril  and  cluster  it  wore. 
From  his  rosy  mouth  sent  such  a  breath  of  de- 
sire. 

As  made  the  tree  tremble  all  o'er. 
Oh,  never  did  flow'r  of  the  earth,  sea,  or  sky, 

Such  a  soul-giving  odor  inhale : 
"'Tis  the  Vine!   'tis  the  Vine!"    all  re-echo  the 
cry, 

'*  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wme-tree,  aU  haU !" 

Last,  Joy,  without  whom  even  Love  and  Wit  die. 

Came  to  crown  the  bright  hour  with  his  ray ; 
And  scarce  had  that  mirth-waking  tree  met  his 
eye. 

When  a  laugh  qioke  what  Joy  could  not  say  ; — 
A  laugh  of  the  heart,  which  was  echoed  around 

Till,  like  music,  it  swelled  on  the  gale ; 
«'Tis  the  Vine!  'tis  the  Vine!"  laughing  myriads 
resound, 

«  HaU,  haU  to  the  Wme-tree,  all  haU !" 
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BT  THKIK  VAITIIFUL  FRIEND  AND  SERVANT, 

THOMAS  MOORE. 

THE  VOICE. 

No,  ne'er  came  she  backr-bnt  the  watehman  who 

It  came  o*6r  her  deep,  like  a  Toice  of  those  days, 
When  love,  only  lore,  was  the  light  of  her  ways ; 

stood 
That  night  in  the  tow'r  which  o'enhadowB  the 

flood, 
Saw  dimly,  'tis  said,  o'er  the  mo<m-]igfated  spiay, 
A  youth  on  a  steed  bear  the  maiden  away. 

And,  soft  as  in  moments  of  bliss  long  ago, 
It  whisper'd  her  name  from  the  garden  below. 

«  Alas,"  sigh'd  the  maiden,  «  how  fancy  can  cheat ! 

"  The  world  once  had  lips  that  could  whisper  thus 
sweet  J 

«  But  cold  now  they  slumber  m  yon  fatal  deep. 

« Where,  oh  that  beside  them  this  heart  too  could 
sleep!" 

CUPID  AND  PSYCmR. 

THBTtold  her  that  he,  to  whose  vows  die  hadlii- 

She  sunk  on  her  pillow— but  no,  'twas  in  Tarn 

ten'd 

To  chase  the  iUumon,  that  Voice  came  agam ! 

-  Through  night's  fleeting  honis,  was  a  Spirit  na- 

She  flew  to  the  casement— but,  hush'd  as  the  grave, 

bleas'd;— 

In  moonlight  lay  slumbering  woodland  and  wave. 

Unholy  the  eyes,  that  beside  her  had  glkten'd. 

And  evil  the  lips  she  in  darkness  had  pnas'd. 

"  Oh  sleep,  come  and  shield  me,"  in  anguish  she 

said. 

«From  that  call  of  the  buried,  that  cry  of  the 

clineth. 

Dead!" 

"  Bring  near  him  thy  lamp,  when  in  shmiber  bs 

And  sleep  came   around  her— but,  startmg,  she 

Ues; 

woke. 

"And  there,  as  the  light  o'er  his  dark  featons 

For  stni  from  the  garden  that  spirit  Voice  spoke ! 

shmeth, 

"  Thou'lt  see  what  a  demon  hath  won  aU  thy 

« I  come,"  she  exclaimM,  «be  thy  home  where  it 

sighs!" 

may, 

«  On  earth  or  in  heaven,  that  call  I  obey  f 

Too  fond  to  believe  them,  yet  doobtiog,  yet  fearii^ 

Then  forth  through  the  moonlight,  with  heart  beat- 

When  cahn  lay  the  sleeper  ahe  stole  with  htt 

mgfast 

light; 

And  loud  as  a  death-watch,  the  pale  maiden  passed. 

And  saw— such  a  vision !— no  image,  appearing 

To  bards  in  their  day-dreams,  was  ever  ao  bogfat 

Still  round  her  the  scene  all  in  loneliness  shone ; 

And  still,  in  the  distance,  that  Voice  led  her  on ; 

A  youth,  but  just  passing  from  childhood's  sweet 

But  whither  she  wander'd,  by  wave  or  by  shore. 

morning. 

None  ever  could  teUi  for  she  came  back  no  more. 

WhOe  round  him  stIU Ungei'd  its  innoceBt  ny; 
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from  beneath  his  shut  eyelids  gave 

>on  lightnmgs  that  under  them  lay. 

Trace  more  than  mortal  around  it, 
as  gold  from  a  fairy-land  mine, 
lung,  and  the  flowers  that  crown'd  it 
from  the  breeze  of  some  garden  di- 

the  bride,  on  that  miracle  gazing, 
s  but  love  is  idolatry  now ; 
tremor  the  fatal  lamp  raising — 
1  from  it  and  dropp'd  on  his  brow. 

a  start  from  his  rosy  sleep  waking, 
ih'd  o*er  her  his  glances  of  fire ; 
the  clasp  of  her  snowy  arms  break- 

a  Yoice  more  of  sorrow  than  ire : 

it    a    dream    thy    suspicion   hath 

LflTection's  fond  vision  is  cross'd; 
her  spells  when  a  doubt  is  but  spo- 

ice  distrusted,  forever  is  lost!" 


10  AND  LEANDER. 

d  is  moaning  with  mournful  sigh, 

h  no  moon  in  the  misty  sky, 

irer  Helle's  sea ; 

I  is  shining  one  holy  light, 

ed  star  through  the  deep  of  night, 

le,  sweet  Hero,  to  thee  !" 

plunged  in  the  foamy  stream, 
ize  on  that  distant  beam 
a  lover's  could  see  ; 
surge  swept  over  his  head, 
said  tenderly,  '<  living  or  dead, 
)ro,  rn  rest  with  thee!" 

ad  him  the  wild  waves  speed ; 
lat  hour  of  thy  votary's  need, 
ere  could  thy  Spirit  be  7 
-he    sinks — while    the    hurricane's 

'ay  his  last  farewell  in  death — 
iro,  I  die  for  thee !" 

bad  a  mode  of  dirloatkm  flomewhat  ■imi- 
)  find  the  Emperor  Adrian,  wliea  be  weis 


THE  LEAF  AND  THE  FOUNTAIN 

«  Tkll  me,  kind  Seer,  I  pray  thee, 
«  So  may  the  stars  obey  thee, 

"  So*  may  each  airy 

<*  Moon-elf  and  fairy 
**  Nightly  their  homage  pay  thee ! 
"  Say,  by  what  spell,  above,  below, 
<*  In  stars  that  wink  or  flow*n  that  Mow, 

« I  may  discover, 

«  Ere  night  is  over, 
**  Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
"  Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

"  Maiden,  the  dark  tree  nigh  thee 

<<  Hath  charms  no  gold  could  buy  thee ; 

<'  Its  stem  enchanted, 

"  By  moon-elvee  planted, 
*<  Will  all  thon  seek'st  supply  thee. 
«  Climb  to  yon  boughs  that  highest  grow, 
"  Bring  thence  their  fairest  leaf  below ; 

«  And  thou*lt  discover, 

<<  Ere  night  is  over, 
"  Whether  thy  love  loves  thee  or  no, 
"  Whether  thy  love  loves  thee." 

'*  See,  up  the  dark  tree  going, 

*<  With  blossoms  round  me  blowing, 

<<  From  thence,  oh  Father, 

«  This  leaf  I  gather, 
<*  Fairest  that  there  is  growing. 
"  Say,  by  what  sign  I  now  shall  know 
*<  If  in  this  leaf  lie  bliss  or  wo ; 

«  And  thus  discover, 

*<  Ere  night  is  over, 
"  Whether  my  love  loves  me  or  no, 
<<  Whether  my  love  loves  me." 

"  Fly  to  yon  fount  that's  welling, 

«  Where  moonbeam  ne'er  had  dwelling, 

"  Dip  in  its  water 

"  That  leaf,  oh  Daughu>r, 
"  And  mark  the  tale  'tis  tellmg "} 
«  Watch  thou  if  pale  or  bright  it  grow, 
<*  List  thou,  the  while,  that  fountain's  flow, 

**  And  thoult  discover 

"  Whether  thy  lover, 
«  Loved  as  he  is,  loves  thee  or  no, 
«  Loved  as  he  is,  loves  thea" 

Forth  flew  the  nymph,  delighted, 
To  seek  that  fount  benighted ; 

toeonaiilttlieFoantainofCastaliA,  pluekiaf  ^^  l^ 

dlpplncitiBtotlieiaeiedwatHr.  ^^^JUfi^* 
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But,  scarce  a  minute 

The  leaf  lay  in  it, 
When,  lo,  its  bloom  was  blighted ! 
And  as  she  ask'd,  with  voice  of  wo— 
List'ning,  the  while,  that  fountam's  flow— 

"  Shall  I  recover 

"My  truant  lover  r  * 

The  fountain  seem'd  to  answer,  *<  No  f 
The  fountain  answer'd,  "  No." 


CEPHALUS  AND  PROCRIS. 

A  HUNTER  once  in  that  grove  recUned, 

To  shun  the  noon's  bright  eye. 
And  oft  he  woo'd  the  wandering  wind. 

To  cool  his  brow  with  its  sigh. 
While  mute  lay  eVn  the  wild  bee's  hum, 

Nor  breath  could  stir  the  aspen's  hair, 
His  song  was  still,  **  Sweet  air,  oh  come !" 

While  Echo  answer'd,  "  Come,  sweet  Air !" 

But,  hark,  what  sounds  from  the  thicket  rise ! 

What  meaneth  that  rustling  spray? 
« 'Tis  the  white-hom'd  doe,"  the  Hunter  cries, 

"  I  have  sought  once  break  of  day." 
Quick  o'er  the  sunny  glade  he  springs. 

The  arrow  flies  from  his  sounding  bow, 
«  HiOiho— hilliho !"  he  gayly  sings. 

While  Echo  sighs  forth  "  Hilliho !" 

Alas,  'twas  not  the  white-hom'd  doe     ^ 

He  saw  in  the  rustling  grove. 
But  tlie  bridal  veil,  as  pure  as  snow, 

Of  his  own  young  wedded  love. 
And,  ah,  too  sure  that  arrow  sped. 

For  pal3  at  his  feet  he>4|^  her  lie ; — 
"  I  die,  I  die, '  was  all  she  said. 

While  Echo  murmur'd»  « I  die,  I  die !" 


YOUTH  AND  AGE.' 

**  Tbll  me,  what's  Love  f '  said  Youth,  one  day, 
To  drooping  Age,  who  croes'd  his  way. — 
«  It  is  a  sunny  hour  of  play, 
**  For  which  repentance  dear  doth  pay ; 

"  Repentance !  Repentance ! 
<*  And  this  is  Love,  as  wise  men  say." 

1  The  air  to  which  I  hare  adapted  these  words  was  com- 
posed  by  Mrs.  Arkwiight  to  soma  old  Tersas,  **Tell  me 
what*s  lore,  kind  shepherd,  pny  1**  and  it  has  beea  my  ob- 


**  Tell  me,  what's  Love  T  taid  Youth 
Fearful,  yet  fond,  of  Age's  lore^ — 
**  Soft  as  a  passing  summer's  wind : 
«  Wouldst  know  the  blight  it  leaves  be 

''Repentance!  Repentance! 
"  And  this  is  Love— when  love  is  o'cf 

"  Tell  me,  what's  Love?'  said  Youth 
Trusting  the  bliss,  but  not  the  pain. 
"  Sweet  as  a  May  tree's  scented  air— 
•*  Mark  ye  what  bitter  fnut  'twiU  beur 

''Repentance!  Repentance! 
"  This,  this  is  Love— «weet  Youth,  hf 

Just  then,  young  Love  himself  came  1 
And  cast  on  Youth  a  smiling  eye ; 
Who  could  resist  that  glance's  ray? 
In  vain  did  Age  his  warning  say, 

"  Repentance !  Repentance !" 
Youth  laughing  went  with  Love  aw^ 


THE  DYING  WARRIOR 

A  WOUNDED  Chieftain,  lying 
By  the  Danube's  leafy  side. 

Thus  faintly  said,  in  dying, 
"  Oh !  bear,  thou  foammg  tidQ» 
"  This  gift  to  my  lady-bride" 

'Twas  then,  in  life's  last  quiveri 
He  flung  the  scarf  he  wore 

Into  the  foaming  river. 
Which,  ah  too  quickly,  bon 
That  pledge  of  one  no  more ! 

With  fond  impatience  burning, 
The  Chieftain's  lady  stood. 

To  watch  her  love  returning 
In  triumph  down  the  flood, 
From  that  day's  field  of  Uood. 

But,  field,  alas,  ill-fated ! 
The  lady  saw,  instead 

Of  the  bark  whose  speed  she  waiti 
Her  hero's  scarf,  all  red 
With  the  drops  his  heart  had  il 

One  shriek — and  all  was  over— 
Her  life-pulse  ceased  to  beat ; 

Ject  to  retain  as  much  of  the  stmctore  and  pi 
the  original  words  as  possible. 
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>  gloomy  waves  now  coyer 
*hat  bridal-flower  so  sweet, 
jid  the  scarf  is  her  winding  sheet ! 


THE  MAGIC  MIRROR. 

if  thy  magic  Glass  have  powV 
all  up  forms  we  sigh  to  see  ; 
ne  my  Love,  in  that  rosy  howVi 
!re  last  she  pledged  her  truth  to  me." 

;ard  showed  him  his  Lady  bright, 

>  lone  and  pale  m  her  bow'r  she  lay  ; 
earted  maid,"  said  the  happy  Knight, 
s  thmking  of  one,  who  is  far  away." 

a  page,  with  looks  of  joy, 
tidmgs  to  the  Lady's  ear ; 
aid  the  Knight,  **  the  same  bright  boy, 

>  used  to  guide  me  to  my  dear." 

y  now,  from  her  fav'rite  tree, 
smiling,  pluck'd  a  rosy  flow'r ; 
he  ezclaim'd,  **  was  the  gift  that  she 
1  morning  sent  me  from  that  bow'r !" 

!  her  page  the  blooming  rose, 

ooks  Uiat  say,  **  Like  lightning,  fly !" 

thought  the   Knight,   <<she   sooths    I 
oes, 
ancymg,  still,  her  true-lore  nigh." 

Mge  returns,  and— oh,  what  a  sights 
jsting  lover's  eyes  to  see ! — 
that  bow'r  another  Knight, 
mg  and,  alas,  as  loved  as  he ! 

quoth  the  Youth,  « is  Woman's  love  !" 
darting  forth,  with  furious  bound, 
t  the  Mirror  his  iron  glove, 
reVd  it  all  in  fragments  round. 


would  never  have  come  to  paai, 
D  ne'er  sought  that  fatal  view ; 
ard  would  still  have  kept  his  Glass, 
le  Knight  stUl  thought  his  Lady  true. 


THE  PILGRIM. 

Still  thus,  when  twilight  gleam'd, 
Far  off  his  Castle  seem'd. 

Traced  on  the  sky ; 
And  stHl,  as  fancy  bore  him 
To  those  dim  tow'rs  before  him, 
He  gazed,  with  wishful  eye. 

And  thought  his  home  was  nigh. 

"  HaU  of  my  Sires !"  he  said, 
'*  How  long,  with  weary  tread, 

«  Must  I  toil  on  7 
**  Each  eve,  as  thus  I  wander, 
"  Thy  tow'rs  seem  rising  yonder, 
'*  But,  scarce  haUi  daylight  shone, 

**  When,  like  a  dream,  thon'rt  gone .'" 

So  went  the  Pilgrim  still, 
Down  dale  and  over  hill, 

Day  after  day ; 
That  glimpse  of  home,  so  cheering, 
At  twilight  still  appearing. 
But  still,  with  morning's  ray, 

Melting,  like  mist,  away ! 

Where  rests  the  Filgrim  now  7 
Here,  by  this  cypress  bough. 

Closed  his  career ; 
That  dream,  of  Fancy's  weaving, 
No  more  his  steps  deceiving. 
Alike  past  hope  and  fear. 

The  Pilgrim's  home  is  here. 


THE  HIGH-BORN  LADYE. 

In  vam  all  the  Knights  of  the  Underwald  woo'd  her. 
Though  brightest  of  maidens,  the  proudest  was 
she; 
Brave  chieftams  they  sought,  and  young  minstrels 
they  sued  her. 
But  worthy  were  none  of  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

**  Whomsoever  I  wed,"  said  this  maid,  so  excelling, 
"  That  Knight  must  the  conqu'ror  of  cooqueion 
be;  1 

''He  must  place  me  ui  halls  fit  for  mounK^^  \ 
dweU  m ;—  .  \ 

<*None   else   shall   be  Lord  of   th«    v*  t^Jhtfl^  \ 
Ladye!"  ^^      \ 
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Thus  spoke  the  proud  damsel,  with  scorn  looking 

"Asail!  asaU!"  he  cries; 

round  her 

"  She  comes  from  the  Indian  shore. 

On  Knights  and  on  Nobles  of  highest  degree ; 

<*  And  to-night  shaU  be  our  prize, 

Who  humbly  and  hopelessly  left  as  they  found  her, 

«  With  her  freight  of  golden  ore : 

And  worshipp'd  at  distance  the  hi^-bom  Ladye. 

«  Sail  on!  saUon!" 

When  morning  shone 

At  length  came  a  Knight,  from  a  far  land  to  woo 

He  saw  the  gold  still  clearer ; 

her, 

But,  though  80  fast 

With  plumes  on  his  hekn  like  the  foam  of  the 

The  waves  he  pass'd. 

sea; 

That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nearer 

His  vizor  was  down— but,  with  voice  that  thriU'd 

through  her. 

Bright  daylight  came. 

He  whispered  his  vows  to  the  high-bom  Ladye. 

And  still  the  same 

Rich  bark  before  him  floated ; 

«  Proud  maiden !  I  come  with  high  qiousals  to  grace 

While  on  the  prize 

thee, 

His  wishful  eyes 

*<  In  me  the  great  conqu'ror  of  conquerors  see  ; 

Like  any  young  lover's  doted : 

«  More  saU  !  more  sail !"  he  cries,     . 

thee, 

While  the  waves  o'ertop  the  mast ; 

**  And    mine    thou'rt    forever,    thou    high-bom 

Alii  nis  bounding  galley  flies. 

Ladye  V 

Like  an  arrow  before  the  blast 

Thus  on,  and  on. 

The  maiden  she  smiled,  and  m  jewels  arra/d  her, 

Till  day  was  gone, 

Of  thrones  and  tiaras  already  dreamt  she ; 

And  the  moon  through  heaVn  did  hie  hi 

And  proud  was  the  step,  as  her  bridegroom  convey'd 

He  swept  the  mam. 

her 

But  all  in  vain, 

In  pomp  to  his  home,  of  that  high-bom  Ladye. 

That  boat  seem'd  never  the  nigher. 

"  But  whither,"  she,  starting,  exclaims,  "  have  you 

And  many  a  day 

led  me  7 

To  night  gave  way. 

"  Here's  naught  but  a  tomb  and  a  dark  cypress 

And  many  a  mom  succeeded: 

tree; 

While  still  his  flight, 

«  Is  this  the  bright  palace  in  which  thou  wouldst 

Through  day  and  night. 

wed  me  Y*                                        • 

That  restless  mariner  Gpeeded. 

With  scorn  in  her  glance,  said  the  high-bom 

Who  knows — ^who  knows  what  seas 

lAdye. 

He  is  now  careering  o'er  7 

Behind,  the  eternal  breeze. 

"Tis  the  home,"  he  replied,  "of  earth's  loftiest 

And  that  mocking  bark,  before ! 

creatures" — 

For,  oh,  till  aky 

Then  lifted  his  hehn  for  the  fair  one  to  see ; 

And  earth  shaU  die. 

But  she  sunk  on  the  ground— 'twas  a  skeleton's 

And  their  death  leave  none  to  me  it. 

features. 

That  boat  must  flee 

And  Death  was  the  Lend  of  the  high-bom  Ladye ! 

O'er  the  boundless  sea, 

And  that  ship  m  vain  puisae  it 

THE  INDIAN  BOAT 

THE  STRANGER. 

rrwAB  midiiight  dark. 

Comb   list,  whUe   I   teU   of  the   health 

The  seaman's  bark, 

Stranger 

Swift  o'er  the  waters  bore  hhn, 

Who  sleeps  her  last  slumber  in  this  h 

When,  through  the  night, 

ground ; 

He  spied  a  light 

Where  often,  at  midnight,  the  lonely  wood-n 

Bhoot  o'er  the  wave  before  hino. 

Hears  soft  fairy  music  re-edio  mroimd. 
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e*er  knew  the 'name  of  that  heart-Btricken 

r  language,  though  sweet,  none  could  e*er  un- 

dentand;  * 

ler  features  so  sunn'd,  and  her  eyelash  so  shady, 
^ke  her  a  child  of  some  far  Eastem  land. 

s  one  summer  night,  when  the  village  lay 

sleeping, 
K>ft  strain  of  molody  came  o'er  our  ears ; 
veet,  but  BO  mournful,  half   song   and  half 

weeping, 
:e  music  that  Sorrow  had  steep'd  in  her  tears. 

fiought  'twas  an  anthem  some  angel  had  sung 

us;— 
t,  soon  as  the  day-beams  *had  gush'd  from  on 

high, 
wonder  we  saw  this  bright  stranger  among  us, 
lovely  and  lone,  as  if  stray'd  from  the  sky. 

rag  did  her  life  for  this  sphere  seem  intended, 
'  pale  was  her  cheek,  with  that  spirit-like  hue, 


Which  comes  when  the  day  of  this  world  is  nigh 
ended, 
And  li^t  from  another  already  diinee  through. 

Then  her  eyes,  when  she  sux^— oh,  but  once  to 
have  seen  them — 
Left  thoughts  in  the  soul  that  can  never  de- 
part; 
While  her  looks  and  her  voice  made  a  language 
between  them. 
That  spoke  more  than  holiest  words  to  the  heart 

But  she  pass'd  like  a  day^-droam,  no  skill  could  re- 
store her — 

Whate'er  was  her  sorrow,  its  ruin  came  fast ; 
She  died  with  the  some  spell  of  mystery  o'er  her, 

That  song  of  past  days  on  her  lips  to  the  last 

Nor  ev'n  in  the  grave  is  hei  sad  heart  reposing — 
Still  hovers  the  spirit  of  grief  round  her  tomb ; 

For  oft,  when  the  diadows  of  midnight  are  dosing. 
The  same  strain  of  music  is  heard  through  the 
gloom.   . 
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AIJVERTISEMENT. 

ESE  veiws  were  written  for  a  Benefit  at  the 
Q  Theatre,  and  were  spoken  by  Miss  Smith, 
1  degree  of  success  which  they  owed  solely 
r  admirable   manner   of   reciting  them.     I 

them  in  haste ;  and  it  very  rarely  happens 
x>etry,  which  has  cost  but  little  labor  to  the 
,  is  productive  of  any  great  plcasuif  to  the 
Under  this  impression,  I  certainly  should 
ave  published  Uiem  if  they  had  not  found 
iray  into  some  of  the  newspapers,  with  such 
Idition  of  erron  to  their  own  original  stock, 
[  thought  it  but  fair  to  limit  their  responsi- 

to  those  faults  alone  which  really  belong  to 

ith  respect  to  the  title  which  I  have  invented 


for  this  Poem,  I  feel  even  more  than  the  scruples 
of  the  Emperor  Tiberius,  when  he  humbly  adced 
pardon  of  the  Roman  Senate  for  using  **  the  out- 
landish term,  monopoly"  But  the  truth  is,  having 
written  the  Poem  with  the  sole  view  of  sexving  a 
Benefit,  I  thought  that  an  unintelligible  word  of 
this  kind  would  not  be  without  its  attraction  for 
the  multitude,  with  whom,  "U  'tis  not  sense,  at 
least  'tis  Greek."  To  some  of  my  readers,  how- 
ever, it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  say,  that  by 
**  Melologue,"  I  mean  that  mixture  of  recitation 
and  music,  which  is  frequently  adopted  in  the  per- 
formance of  Collins's  Ode  on  the  Passions,  and  of 
which  the  most  striking  example  I  can  remember 
is  the  prophetic  speech  of  Joad  in  the  Athalie  of 
Racine. 

T.M. 


MELOLOGUE. 


Ttf^ns  breathes  m  laiigriiig^i  kaowD  and  felt 
Far  OB  Iho  pTtTC  air  spreads  its  liiiug  zone  \ 
Wherever  mgo  earn  rouse*  ax  pity  melt, 

That  Jaii|^ia(je  c*f  the  wjul  is  feit  and  known. 
From  tbo«e  moridinn  plaiiu. 
Where  oft^  of  old,  on  come  bigh  towr'r, 
The  H«(!  Pemviau  pourM  hia  midnight  BtnuiWr 
And  caird  Iw  dktant  love  with  Biich  aweet  pow*r, 

That,  when  she  beard  the  lonely  la]r» 
Not  worlds  e^juld  keep  her  froni  hia  anra  away—** 
To  the  hleak  climcH  of  polar  night, 
Wtiere  blithe,  !>eiiealh  a  minleet  skyj 
Th©  Lapland  lover  \h6s  hia  reindeer  fly. 
And  wngi  along  lli©  length*ijing  wnsls  of  aao^j 
Gayly  as  if  the  blesBed  light 
or  vernal  Pb^boa  bunL*d  upon  his  brow ; 
Oh  MuffiC  t  thy  celcstioi  claim 
la  atUl  reofftlfiss,  aliU  the  same ; 
And,  faithful  as  tbe  mJghty  sea 
To  the  pole  flat  that  o'er  ita  realm  presidea, 

The  Bpell'boutid  tjde« 
Of  human  pa^on  rise  and  fall  for  lh«<e ! 

€jtK»E  An* 
List  I  *tia  a  Grecian  maid  that  mug^ 
WTiilo,  from  IlisBu*'  silv'ry  BpringB, 
Sbe  dmwB  the  cool  lymph  in  her  gracefol  am  i 
And  by  her  sde,  in  Muaic*e  charm  diBsolTin^, 
Somo  patriot  youlh,  tho  glorioua  post  rovohing, 
Dreams  of  bright  daya  tlmt  never  can  return  ; 
When  Athens  nursed  her  olive  bough, 

With  hands  by  tyrant  pow'r  uncliain'd  ; 
And  braided  for  tho  muae'a  brow 
A  wreath  by  tyrunt  touch  unictain'd. 
When  herocii  ttvd  each  classic  Held 

Where  coward  feot  now  faintly  falter  j 
Wlicn  eT*ry  arm  was  Freedom's  shield, 
And  ev^ry  heart  wuif  Freedom's  nltaj ! 

Hatkj  'tis  the  aoimd  that  charma 
The  war-ateed*9  wnk'ning  ean  1— 

Oh  i  many  a  mother  folds  her  anna 
Kound  her  boy-^eoldier  when  that  call  she  heani ; 

Ajidi  though  her  fond  heart  sijik  with  fearsj 


^  "  A  eertftia  t^pnnisTd,  one  ni^bt  late,  met  an  Indian 
woinaa  In  ihf?  nij-peia  of  Corexi*  and  won  Id  have  ttiksn  ber 
lo  bU  home,  hXLt  the  cdiHl  oat,  'For  God^i  imlEp,  Sk^  }H  Jua 
BO ;  ibr  that  pipe,  wtilcb  foa  b«at  In  ynader  tower,  colti 


Is  proud  to  feet  his  yonng  pulse  bound 
With  va]or*s  fever  at  the  sound 
See,  rrotik^is  native  hills  afar 
Tlie  mde^Ielvetian  fli*^  lo  war  ; 
Carelf^  for  what,  for  whom  he  fighti^ 
Far  dave  or  despot,  wrong?  or  rigrhta  \ 

A  conqueror  oft — a  hero  never— 
Yet  lavish  of  liia  Ufe-Wood  Niill^ 
As  if  ^twc^re  like  his  mountaui  nil, 

And  gUfih'd  forever  I 

Yes,  Mu9C|  here,  eren  bere* 
Amid  this  tlionglitlev^  vague  career. 
Thy  souJ-fett  chann  nwert*  its  won^us  pwwV.^ 
Theit^^s  &  wild  air  which  ofl«  among  the  rock* 
Of  his  own  toved  laud,  at  evening  hour, 

li  heard,  when  shepherds  hi>meward  pipa  tM 
flocks, 
Whose  ever^*  note  hath  power  to  thrill  hm  ml^ 

With  tendVcEt  thoug}its ;  to  bring  a^round  hk  ksm 
The  rosy  children  whom  he  left  behind, 
And  Oil  each  titlle  ang^l  ey« 
With  fTpeaking  team,  that  ask  him  why 
He  wanderM  from  his  hut  for  scenes  like  tbeMt» 
Vain,  vain  is  then  the  trumpct^s  brazen  roar ; 

Sweet  notes  of  home*  of  love,  are  all  he  h«j»; 
And  the  slem  eyca,  that  look*d  for  blood  bcft»r^ 
Now  m,dting,  mournful,  lose  themseJvim  in  taam 

iwias  An,—"  Ri.yz  nci  Vachg*," 

But,  wake  the  trumpet*B  blast  again^ 
And  rouBO  the  ranka  of  warrJOT-men  t 
Oh  War,  when  Trath  tby  ami  croploysu 
And  Freedom^s  spirit  ^ud^'^  the  laboring  ftonn, 
*Tifl  then  thy  vengeance  takes  a  ballow'd  form, 
And,  like  ileaven^s  lightnings  sacredly  deftroym 
Nor,  MueiCp  thjouuh  tliy  breathing  sphere. 
Lives  thciTO  a  aound  more  grateful  to  the  e«r    ' 
Of  Uim  who  made  all  harmony. 
Than  the  hle«^d  ioond  of  fetters  bireakingi 
And  the  flfFi  hymn  that  tima,  awaking 
iVom  Slavery ^8  aturuber,  breathes  to  Laberty. 

BfAinsK  CaoacL 

Hark  I  from  Spain,  indignant  Spam, 
Burets  the  bold,  euthuina«t  strain, 
Liko  jnoming*s  music  on  the  air  ^ 
And  oeenu,  in  every  note,  to  swear 
By  SaragoeiBa^s  min'd  ^treebi, 
By  lirave  Gerona^s  deatlifid  etory. 


mo  wllti  pTMt  ihlmIoii,  and  I  can  not  jieAue  Ihfl  Rd 
fcr  lore  eodttralns  me  to  go,  DiJit  ]  amy  be  hit  w 
be  oiy  hiiAl»sd.*** — GartUosMa  df  la  Vi^M^  in  Sit 
Ryeadt'a  traajiktlon,. 


SET  OF  GLEES. 
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That,  idifle  Me  Sfwnkid's  life-blood  beats, 
That  blood  ihali  itain  the  oonqu'zor'B  gloiy. 

SPASxtH  An.— **Ta  Dbspbrto.'* 
fiat  ah !  if  Tain  the  patriot's  zeal, 
If  neither  valor's  force  nor  wisdom's  light 
Can  break  or  melt  that  blood-cemented  seal. 
Which  ahats  so  dose  the  book  of  Europe's  right — 


What  song  shall  then  hi  sadness  tell 
Of  broken  pride,  of  prospectB  shaded. 

Of  buried  hopes,  remember'd  well. 
Of  ardor  quench'd,  and  honor  faded  7 

What  muse  shall  mourn  the  deathless  brave, 
In  sweetest  dirge  at  Memory's  shrine  7 

What  harp  shall  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  grave? 
Oh  Erin,  Thine ! 


SET   OF   GLEES. 


MUSIC  BT  MOORE. 


THE  BfEETING  OF  THE  SHIPS. 

When  o'er  the  nlent  seas  alone. 
For  days  and  nights  we've  cheerless  gone, 
Oh  th^  who've  felt  it  know  how  sweet, 
Some  sonny  mom  a  sail  to  meet 

m 

SpazUmg  at  once  is  ev'ry  eye, 
**  Ship  ahoy !  ship  ahoy !"  our  joyful  cry ; 
WhHe  answering  back  the  sounds  we  hear 
**Ship  ahoy!    ship  ahoy!   what  cheer 7  what 
cheerr 

Then  sails  are  back'd,  we  nearer  come, 
Kind  words  are  said  of  friends  and  home 
And  soon,  too  soon,  we  part  with  pain. 
To  sail  o'er  sOent  seas  again. 


HIP,  HIP,  HURRA  ! 

CoMC,  fill  round  a  bumper,  fill  up  to  the  brim. 

He  who  shrinks  from  a  bumper  I  pledge  not  to 

hun; 
•*  Here's  the  giri  that  each  loves,  be  her  eye  of  what 

hue, 
**  Or  lustre,  it  may,  so  her  heart  is  but  true." 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Come,  charge  high  again,  boys,  nor  let  the  full  wine 
LsKve  a  qmoe  in  the  brimmer,  wheie  daylight  may 
shine; 


"  Here's  the  friends  of  our  youth— though  of  some 

we're  bereft, 
**  May  the  Imks  that  are  lost  but  endear  what  are 

left!" 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Once  more  fill  a  bumper — ^ne'er  talk  of  the  hour ; 
On  hearts  thus  united  old  Time  has  no  pow'r. 
**  May  our  lives,  tho',  alas !  like  the  wine  of  to-night, 
<*  They  must  soon  have  an  end,  to  the  last  flow  as 
bright" 
Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Quick,  quick,  now,  m  give  you,  since  Time's  glass 

will  run 
EVn  faster  than  ours  doth,  three  bumpers  in  one  ; 
*<  Here's  the  poet  who  sings — ^here's  the  warrior 

who  fights — 
"  Here's  the  statesman  who  speaks,  m  the  cause  of 

men's  rights !" 
Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 

Come,  once  more,  a  bumper ! — then  drink  as  you 

please, 
Tho',  who  could  fill  half-way  to  toast  such  as  these  7 
*<  Here's  our  next  joyous  meeting — and  oh  when  we 

meet, 
"May  our  wine  be  as  bright  and  our  union  as 

sweet !" 

Charge !  (drinks)  hip,  hip,  hurra,  hurra ! 


HUSH,  HUSH . 
«  Hush,  hush  !"— how  well 
That  sweet  word  sounds, 
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When  Love,  the  little  flentineli 
Walks  his  nigfat-roands ; 

Then,  if  a  foot  but  dare 
One  rose-leaf  crash, 

Myriads  of  voices  m  the  air 
Whisper, « Hash,  hash!" 

•«  Hark,  hark, 'tis  he!" 

The  night-elvee  cry. 
And  hush  their  fairy  harmony, 

While  he  steals  by ; 
But  if  his  silv'ry  feet 

One  dew-drop  brush, 
Voices  are  heard  in  chorus  sweet, 

Whisp'ring,  «  Hush,  hush !" 


THE  PARTING  BEFORE  THE  BATTLE. 


On  to  the  field,  our  doom  is  seal*d. 
To  conquer  or  be  slaves : 

This  sun  dial!  see  our  nation  free. 
Or  set  upon  our  graves. 


Farewell,  oh  farewell,  my  love. 
May  Heav'n  thy  guardian  be. 

And  send  bright  angeb  from  above 
To  bring  thee  back  to  me. 


On  to  the  field,  the  battle-field. 
Where  Freedom's  standard  wavee, 

This  sun  shall  see  our  tyrant  yield. 
Or  shine  upon  our  graves. 


THE  WATCHMAN 


WATCHMAN. 

Past  twelve  o'clock— past  twelve. 

Good  night;  good  night,  my  dearest — 
How  fast  the  moments  fly ! 

Tis  tune  to  part,  thou  heareet 
That  hatefol  watchman's  cry 


WATCHMAN. 

Past  one  o'clock— past  one. 

Yet  stay  a  moment  longer — 

AJas !  why  is  it  so. 
The  wish  to  stay  grows  stronger, 

The  more  'tis  time  to  go  t 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  two  o'clock — past  two. 

Now  wrap  thy  cloak  about  thee^ 
The  houiB  must  sure  go  wrong. 

For  when  they're  pass'd  without  thee. 
They're,  oh,  ten  times  as  long. 

^  WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — ^past  three. 

Again  that  dreadful  warning ! 

Had  overtime  such  flight t 
And  see  the  sky,  'tis  morning— 

So  now,  indeed,  good  night 

WATCHMAN. 

Past  three  o'clock — past  thno 
Good  night,  good  night 


SAY,  WHAT  SHALL  WE  DANCE  t 

Sat,  what  shall  we  dance  t 
Shall  we  bound  along  the  moonlight  plaiB» 
To  music  of  Italy,  Greece,  or  Spain  t 

Say,  what  shall  we  dance  T 
Shall  we,  like  those  who  rove 
Through  bright  Grenada's  grove, 
To  the  light  Bolero's  measares  move  T 
Or  choose  the  Guaracia*s  langnkhing  lay. 
And  thus  to  its  sound  die  away  T  « 

Strike  the  gay  chords, 
Let  us  hear  each  strain  from  ev'ry  slioro 
That  music  haunts,  or  young  feet  wander  o*er. 
Hark !  'tis  the  light  march,  to  whose  meimed  ^oftt 
The  Polish  lady,  by  her  lover  led, 
Delights  through  gay  saloons  with  atq>  uitired  to 

tread. 
Or  sweeter  still,  through  moonlight  walks, 
Whose  shadows  serve  to  hide 
The  blush  that's  raised  by  him  who  talks 
Of  love  the  while  by  her  side ; 
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HERE,  TAKE  MY  HEART. 

HerEi  take  my  heart — 'twill  be  safe  in  thy  keeping, 
While  I  go  wand*ring  o*er  land  and  o'er  sea ; 

Smiling  or  sorrowing,  waking  or  deeping. 
What  need  I  care,  so  my  heart  is  with  thee? 

If,  in  the  race  we  are  destined  to  nm,  love. 
They  who  have  light  hearts  the  happiest  be. 

Then,  happier  still  must  be  they  who  have  none, 
love. 
And  that  will  be  my  case  when  mine  is  with  thee. 

It  matters  not  where  I  may  now  be  a  rover, 
I  care  not  how  many  bright  eyes  I  may  see ; 

Should  Venus  herself  come  and  ask  me  to  love  her, 
I'd  tell  her  I  couldn't — ^my  heart  is  with  thee. 

And  there  let  it  lie,  growing  fonder  and  fonder — 
For,  even  should  Fortune  turn  truant  to  me, 

Why,  let  her  go — I've  a  treasure  beyond  her. 
As  long 'as  my  heart's  out  at  int'rest  with  thee  I 


OH,  CALL  IT  BY  SOME  BETTER  NAME. 

Oh,  call  it  by  some  better  name, 
For  Friendship  sounds  too  cold. 

While  Love  is  now  a  woridly  flame, 
Whose  shrine  must  be  of  gold  ; 

And  Passion,  like  the  sun  at  noon, 
That  bums  o'er  all  he  sees, 

Awhile  as  warm,  will  set  as  soon- 
Then,  call  it  none  of  thesd^ 

Imagine  somethmg  purer  far, 

More  free  from  stain  of  clay 
Than  Friendship,  Love,  or  Passion  are. 

Yet  human  still  as  they : 
And  if  thy  lip,  for  love  like  this, 

No  mortal  word  can  frame. 
Go,  ask  of  angels  what  it  is 

And  call  it  by  that  name 


POOR  WOUNDED  HEART. 

Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 

Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come ; 

Thou  soon  wilt  reach  thy  home. 
Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell ! 


The  pahi  thou'lt  feel  in  breaking 

Less  bitter  far  will  be. 
Than  that  long,  deadly  aching, 

This  life  has  been  to  thee. 

There — broken  heart,  farewell ! 
The  pang  is  o'er — 
The  parting  pang  is  o'er ; 
Thou  now  vnlt  bleed  no  more, 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell ! 
No  rest  for  thee  but  dying — 

Like  waves,  whose  strife  is  past, 
On  death's  cold  shore  thus  lying. 
Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last — 
Poor  broken  heart,  farewell  I 


THE  EAST  INDIAN. 

Come,  May,  with  all  thy  flowen. 

Thy  sweetly-scented  thorn, 
Thy  cooling  eVning  showers. 

Thy  fragrant  breath  at  mom : 
When  May-flies  haunt  the  willow. 

When  May-buds  tempt  the  bee, 
Then  o'er  the  shining  billow 

My  love  will  come  to  me. 

From  Eastern  Isles  she's  winging 

Through  wat'ry  wilds  her  way, 
And  on  her  cheek  is  bringing 

The  bright  sun's  orient  ray : 
Oh,  come  and  court  her  hither. 

Ye  breezes  mild  and  warm — 
One  winter's  gale  would  wither 

So  soft,  so  pure  a  form. 

The  fields  where  she  was  straying 

Are  blest  with  endless  light, 
With  zephyrs  always  playing 

Through  gardens  always  bright 
Then  now,  sweet  May !  be  sweeter 

Than  e'er  thou'st  been  before ; 
Let  sighs  from  roses  meet  her 

When  she  comes  near  our  shore. 


POOR  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Poor  broken  flow'r !   what  art  can  now  iM 
thee? 
Tom  horn  the  item  that  fed  thy  rosy  bnitli' 
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In  Tain  the  sonbeaiiis  seek 
To  waim  that  faded  cheek ; 
"he  dewB  of  heav^,  that  once  like  hahn  fell  over 

thee. 
Now  are  hot  teari,  to  weep  thy  early  death. 

0  droops  the  maid  whoae  lover  hath  forsaken  her^^ 
Thrown  from  his  amis,  as  lone  and  lost  as  thou ; 
In  vain  the  imiles  of  all 
like  smibeams  round  her  fall ; 
"he  only  smile  that  could  from  death  awaken  her, 
That  smile,  alas !  is  gone  to  others  now. 


THE  PRETTY  BOSE-TREE. 

BiDfO  weary  of  love, 

I  flew  to  the  grove. 
And  chose  me  a  tree  of  the  fairest ; 

Saying, "  Pretty  Rose-tree, 

^  Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
"  And  1*11  worriiip  each  bud  thou  bearest 
"  For  the  beaits  of  this  world  are  hollow, 
"  And  fickle  the  smiles  we  follow ; 

•<  And  'tis  sweet,  when  all 

«  Their  witch'ries  pall, 
•*  To  have  a  pure  love  to  fly  to: 

**  So,  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 

**  Tlioa  my  mistress  shalt  be, 
"  And  the  only  one  now  I  shall  sigh  to.** 

When  the  beautiful  hue 

Of  thy  cheek  through  the  dew 
Of  monung  is  bashfully  peeping, 

•*  Sweet  teare,"  I  shall  say, 

(As  I  bruidi  them  away,) 
"  At  leMt  there's  no  art  in  this  weeping.** 
Ahhongh  thou  shouldst  die  to-morrow, 
'TwBl  not  be  from  pain  or  sorrow ; 

And  the  thorns  of  thy  stem 

Are  not  like  them 
With  which  men  wound  each  other: 

So,  my  pretty  Rose-tree, 

Thou  my  mistress  shalt  be. 
And  ni  ne'er  again  sigh  to  another 


SHINE  OUT,  STARS! 

Ssnni  ont.  Stars !  let  Heav'n  assemble 

Roond  us  ev'ry  festal  rey. 
Lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble. 

All  to  grace  this  Eve  of  May. 


Let  the  flow'r-beds  all  lie  waking. 

And  the  odors  shut  up  there. 
From  their  downy  prisons  breaking. 

Fly  abroad  through  sea  •and  air. 

And  would  Love,  too,  bring  his  sweetness, 

With  our  other  joys  to  weave. 
Oh  what  glory,  what  completeness. 

Then  would  crown  this  bright  May  Eve ! 
Shine  out.  Stars !  let  night  assemble 

Round  us  every  festal  ray. 
Lights  that  move  not,  lights  that  tremble. 

To  adorn  this  Eve  of  May. 


THE  YOUNG  MULETEERS  OF  GRENADA. 

Oh,  the  joys  of  our  ev*ning  posada. 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day. 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Sit  and  sing  the  sunshine  away ; 
So  merry,  that  even  the  slumbers, 

That  round  us  hung,  seem  gone ; 
Till  the  lute's  soft  drowsy  numbers 

Again  beguile  them  on. 
Oh,  the  joys,  &c 

Then  as  each  to  his  loved  sultana 

In  sleep  still  breathes  the  sigh, 
The  name  of  some  black-eyed  Tirana 

Escapes  our  lips  as  we  lie.       «. 
Till,  with  morning's  rosy  twinkle. 

Again  we're  up  and  gone- 
While  the  mule-bell's  drowsy  tinkle 

Beguiles  the  rough  way  on. 
Oh,  the  joys  of  our  merry  posada. 

Where,  resting  at  close  of  day. 
We,  young  Muleteers  of  Grenada, 

Thus  sing  the  gay  moments  away. 


TELL  HER,  OH,  TELL  HER. 

Tell  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  lute  she  lefl  lying 
Beneath  the  green  arbor,  is  still  lying  there ; 

And  breezes,  like  lovers,  around  it  are  sighing. 
But  not  a  soft  whisper  replies  to  their  pray'r 

Tell  her,  oh,  tell  her,  the  tree  that,  in  going. 
Beside  the  green  arbor  she  playfully  set. 

As  lovely  as  ever  is  blushing  and  blowin^^ 
And  not  a  bright  leaflet  has  fall'n  from  it  yet 
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So  while  ttway  from  that  arbor  foraaktu, 
The  maidcti  is  waTideringt  ^tiU  Jcl  hoT  be 

Km  tnifrJV  the  lut«r  that  do  aighiiigf  coji  wak«li, 
And  Uoomiiig  foreTer,  unehangHi  u  the  tree ! 


K1GHT3  OF  MUSIC. 

Niainn  of  music >  ni^ht£  of  loviiig^ 

t^Oit  too  jtootit  remcmter'd  long^ 
When  we  wphE  by  moonligiit  roviiif » 

Hearts  nil  iavep  aticl  lips  all  wng. 
When  this  fnithfol  lute  recorded 

Ait  my  spin!  Telt  to  Ihco  ; 
And  that  miiilo  the  Bong  rewarded — 

Worth  whole  yeara  of  fame  to  m« ! 

Ni^hli  of  ■>iig^j  aud  uigrhts  of  cpleodof  ^ 

Fiird  with  joy»  too  sweet  to  last — 
Joyn  Ihut,  liko  the  eiarlight^  t<?nderp 

While  the  J-  dioiiei  no  shadow  caM 
TlioujEjh  all  other  happy  houra 

From  my  fadmg  Tnem*ry  fly» 
Of  that  (rtarfight,  of  llit»se  bowetii 

Not  a  beam,  a  leaf  shall  di«  1 


0\M  HRST  YOUNG  LOVE. 

Onit  fiiEt  ytmwg  love  reeemblei 

That  short  bul  brilliant  ray, 
"WTiic/  itniilM,  and  wppiht  and  IrumWea 

Throng  !i  Aprira  earlicM  day. 
And  net  all  bfo  before  usi 

Howe'er  ita  lights  may  play. 
Can  ahed  a  luitio  o'er  ua 

like  that  fiiet  April  tny. 

Our  summer  sun  may  squander 

A  blaze  icrenert  grajjder  ; 

Onr  atttumn  beam 

^fay,  like  a  dfcam 

Of  hesv'u,  die  calm  away  | 

Bitt,  no — let  life  befiTo  tis 

Bring  all  the  light  it  may, 
^Vill  ne'er  sliod  luaira  o'er  111 
like  that  flivt  ycmtliful  ray. 


BLACK  AND  BLUE  EYES, 

The  hnUtant  black  eye 

May  in  triumph  let  fly 
AH  its  darts  without  earing  who  feata  *eDl ; 

But  the  soft  eye  of  blue. 

Though  it  scatter  wmmds  tab, 
Is  much  liettpf  pleased  when  it  heali  'am— 

Di^nr  Fauny ! 

But  the  m^  eye  of  Woe* 

Thou^i  It  scatter  wonndi  t0O| 
li  mnch  better  pleased  when  it  haak  'em. 

The  block  eye  may  say^ 

•'  Come  and  wondup  my  ray — ■ 
**  By  adoring,  perhaps,  yoti  may  mona  me  ^ 

Bel  the  blue  eye,  half  hid| 

Says,  from  tmdcr  its  lid, 
'*  I  lovej  aiid  am  youn*  If  you  Jove  meT 

Yes,  Faimy  I 

The  blue  pyc,  half  hid, 

Sayfii  from  tinder  lis  lid, 
"  I  lo¥o,  and  am  )'Oum,  if  yoa  love  me !" 

Come  tell  me,  then,  whjp 

In  that  loyely  bine  eye, 
Nat  a  chann  of  its  tint  I  duHTOTer ; 

Of],  why  should  you  weat^ 

The  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  said  "  No"  to  a  brer  I 

Dear  Faimy  l 

Oh,  why  should  you  wear 

I'ho  only  blue  pair 
That  ever  sai^f  **  No"  to  &  lorert 


DEAR  FANNY. 

'■Stat  has  beauty,  but  ttUI  you  mnst  keep  your 
heart  cool  \ 
**  She  hua  wit,  but  you  mustn't  be  eaupbt  so:* 
Thus  Ttf^ni^a  advises,  but  Reason^s  a  foo}, 
And  'tis  not  the  first  tune  I  bavo  thought  so, 

Dear  Funny  ^ 
TSi  not  the  Tn^  tima  I  ha-^e  thought  go. 

"  She  is  lovely ;  then  love  her,  nor  let  the  Uia  By 

**  'T(3  the  charm  of  yoqth^s  vanishing  seasion/* 
Thiia  Lcrve  has  advised  me,  and  who  will  deny 
That  Love  reaaona  mvich  bettei-  than  ReoM^a, 

Dear  Fanny? 
Love  r^'osons  much  bettor  tiiaa  Reasan, 
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The  gloom  that  winter  cast 

ElOM  LIFE  WITHOUT  FREEDOM. 

How  soon  the  heart  forgets, 

When  Summer  brings,  at  last, 

life  without  freedom,  say,  who  would  not  fly? 

Her  sun  that  never  sets ! 

ae  day  of  freedom,  oh !  who  would  not  die  ? 

So  dawn'd  my  love  for  you ; 

!— hark !— 'tis  the  trumpet !  the  call  of  the 

So,  fix'd  through  jojr  and  pain, 

hrave. 

Than  summer  sun  more  true, 

leath-eong  of  tyrants,  the  diige  of  the  dave. 

"Twill  never  set  again. 

ountry  lies  bleeding— haste,  haste  to  her  aid ; 

jm  that  defends  is  worth  hosts  that  invade. 

. 

lead  fear  no  tyrants,  the  grave  has  no  chains. 

a  to  the  combat ;  the  heroes  that  bleed 

LOVE  AND  THE  SUN-DIAL 

»h,  ev*n  if  Freedom  from  this  world  be  driven, 

^  notr—at  least  we  shall  find  her  in  heaven. 

YouNO  Love  found  a  Dial  once,  in  a  dark  shade. 

Where  man    ne'er   had  wander'd   nor   sunbeam 
play'd; 

"  Why  thus  in  darkness  lie,"  whwper'd  young  Love , 

HERE'S  THE  BOWER. 

"  Thou,  whose  gay  hours  in  sunshine  should  move?" 

"  I  ne'er,"  said  the  Dial,  «  have  seen  the  warm  sun, 

Iekx's  the  bower  she  loved  so  much, 

'<  So  noonday  and  midnight  to  me.  Love,  aro  one." 

And  the  tree  she  planted ; 

iere's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch — 

Then  Love  took  the  Dial  away  from  the  shade. 

Ob,  how  that  touch  enchanted ! 

And  placed  her  where  Heaven's  beam  warmly 

loses  now  unheeded  sigh  ; 

play'd. 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreath  them? 

There  she  reclined,  beneath  Love's  gazing  eye. 

Songs  around  neglected  lie ; 

While,  maik'd  all  with  snnshme,  her  houn  flew  by. 

Where's  the  lip  to  breathe  them? 

"  Oh,  how,"  said  the  Dial,  «  can  any  fair  maid. 

Here's  the  bower,  &c. 

"  That's  bom  to  be  shone  upon,  rest  in  the  shade  r' 

Spring  may  bloom,  but  she  we  loved 

But  night  now  comes  on,  and  the  sunbeam's  o'er. 

Ne'er  shall  feel  its  sweetness ; 

And  Love  stops  to  gaze  on  the  Dial  no  more. 

Time,  that  once  so  fleetly  moved. 

Alone  and  neglected,  while  bleak  rain  and  wmds 

Now  hath  lost  its  fleetness. 

Are  storming  around  her,  with  sonow  she  finds 

ITeais  were  days,  when  here  she  stray'd. 

That  Love  had  but  numbered  a  few  sunny  hours,— 

Dajfs  were  moments  near  her ; 

Then  left  the  remainder  to  darkness  and  showers ! 

Nor  Fity  wept  a  dearer! 

Here's  the  bower,  &c. 

LOVE  AND  TIME. 

I  SAW  THE  MOON  RISE  CLEAR. 

▲  WntLLSD  LOVK  SONO 

Tn  said— but  whether  true  or  not 

Let  bards  declare  who've  seen  'em— 

I  SAW  the  moon  rise  clear 

That  Love  and  Time  have  only  got 

O'er  hills  and  vales  of  snow, 

One  pair  of  wings  between  'em. 

Nor  told  my  fleet  reindeer 

In  courtship's  first  delicious  hour. 

The  track  I  wwh'd  to  go. 

The  boy  fuU  oft  can  spare  'em ; 

Tet  quick  he  bounded  forth; 

So,  loit'ring  m  his  lady's  bower. 

For  well  my  reinde*  knew 

He  lets  the  grey-beard  wear  'em 

I've  but  one  path  on  earth— 

Then  is  Time's  hour  of  play ; 

The  path  which  leads  to  yon. 

Oh,  how  he  flies,  flies  away ! 
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Bni  short  the  momenK  thail  as  bright. 

Whca  lie  tho  wiiigB  can  b^miW  I 

LOVE,  WANDRING  THROUGH  THE 

If  TUn*  tcwiay  has  had  bia  ftJght, 

GOLDEN  MAZE. 

Lovo  t<ike«  his  lurrv  td-morrow. 

Ah  !  Time  and  Love,  your  chongQ  li  then 

JjnSi  waud'nng  through  the  goldfii  ma3» 

Tho  piicMeHl  and  most  Uyingi 

Of  my  bcloved^s  hair. 

When  one  bc^n*  to  limp  apun, 

Tmced  every  lock  with  fond  delayi^ 

'     And  t*other  take*  to  trying. 

And,  doting,  bngef  d  there* 

,                 Then  ia  Lorru^a  hour  to  stray  ; 

And  ftooa  be  found  'twere  vain  io  fly  j 

Ob^  how  bo  fljes»  flics  away  1 

j              His  heart  was  eleB#>  confined, 

For,  ftTCTy  ringlet  was  a  tie— 

Bat  there's  a  uynjphr  wh<»e  cham»  I  fed. 

A  chain  by  beauty  twined. 

And  Wese  Ihe  mlken  fi'tter, 

Who  known,  the  deitr  oin?»  how  to  deal 

With  Love  and  Tune  ra;jch  better. 

go  weli  Bbo  ch^cfcB  their  waind*riDgBt 

So  peocofully  she  paim  Vm, 

Thftt  Love  with  her  flo*er  thinks  of  wLngt, 

MERRILY  EVERY  BOSOM  BOUNDK'lU 

And  Time  forevor  wcaia  'cm. 

TUX   THkOLSlS   BONO   or   UBEBTT. 

Ttiia  l»  Time  «  holiday  ; 

Oh,  how  he  flie«,  flies  aw«yl 

Meheilt  every  bosom  boimdelh, 

Merrily,  oh  I 

Where  tho  song  of  Freedom  BoundeUit 
Merrily,  oh ! 

There  the  warrior's  anna 

LOVE  S  LIGHT  SUMMER^CLOUB, 

Shed  more  «plendor ;                                 ' 

Thero  the  maiden*a  chano* 

Shine  more  tendei^! 

Youth  may  wither,  but  fephnu  will  last; 

Er'ry  joy  the  land  siiTronndeth, 

All  the  ^ndovr  that  e*er  ebo]]  fall  o'er  ns, 

Mwxilf ,  oh  I  merrily*  oli  I 

Lora'«  light  iumm^r-clowd  only  didl  c«it 

Oh,  if  to  love  thee  more 

Wearily  every  bosom  plneth, 

Each  hour  I  nnmber  o'er                            , 

Wearily,  oh  I 

If  Ibb  a  pajision  bo 

Where  tbi^  bond  of  slavery  twmeth 

Worthy  of  thee, 

Wearily  J  oh  1 

Then  bo  happy,  for  thus  1  adore  thee* 

There  the  warrior*s  dart 

Channa  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  ]a«t; 

Hath  no  fleetnesB  j 

Ail  the  shadow  that  e'er  shall  fall  oW  thee, 

There  the  maiden V  hcait 

Lov'©*s  light  summer-cloud  sweedy  shall  casl 

Hath  no  sweetness — 

Ev*ry  flow*r  of  life  declineOi, 

R^st,  dear  bosom,  no  Bomowa  eh  all  pain  thw, 

Wearily,  oh!  wearily,  oh  I 

Siglifi  of  pleoBuro  alooo  flbait  thou  steal ; 

Beam,  bngtit  l^yelid,  no  weeping  shutl  stain  th^, 

Cheerily  then  from  hill  and  valley, 

Tc:iiB  of  raplum  alouo  slialt  tlioa  feel 

Cheerily,  obi 
Like  your  native  fountains  sattj, 

Ohj  if  there  be  a  charm 

;                  In  lo7c,  to  banish  harm — 

Cheenly,  oh : 

1                  IX  pleaaiiio  B  tmc^t  spell 

If  a  glorious  death. 

Be  to  bve  wolj, 

Won  by  bravery, 

Then  bo  happy,  for  thus  I  adore  theo* 

Sweeter  bo  than  breath 

Charms  may  wither,  but  feeling  shall  last ; 

Sigh'd  inEslavery, 

All  the  shadow  that  e*qr  shall  fall  o'cj  thee. 

Round  the  flag  of  Freedom  rally, 

Love's  bght  Huimner^doud  sweetly  «hall  ca*L 

Cheerily,  oh  I  cheerily,  oh  I 

* 
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KEIIEMBER  THE  TIHE. 

TBB  CAVnUAN  MAID. 

Rkmkmbbk  the  tnne,  in  La  Me!!cha*8  diades, 

When  oar  moments  so  blistf ally  flew ; 
When  yoa  call*d  me  the  flower  <^  Castiiian  maids, 

And  I  Unsh'd  to  be  caO'd  so  by  yon ; 
When  I  tangfat  yoa  to  warble  the  gay  segoadHIe, 

And  to  dance  to  the  light  castanet ; 
Oh,  never,  dear  yoath,  let  yoa  roam  where  yoa  wHJl, 

The  delight  of  those  moments  forget 

They  tell  me,  yon  lovers  from  Erin's  green  isle. 

Every  hoar  a  new  passion  can  feel ; 
And  that  mod,  in  the  light  of  some  lovelier  smile, 

YoaH  forget  the  poor  maid  of  Castile. 
Bat  they  know  not  how  brave  in  the  bottle  yoa  are, 

Or  they  never  coold  think  yoa  would  rove ; 
For  'tis  always  the  Epini  most  gallant  in  war 

That  is  fondest  and  tniest  in  kre. 


OH,  SOON  RETURN. 

Ocm  wfa^  sail  caagfat  the  ev*nmg  ray, 

Tlie  wave  beneath  as  seem'd  to  bam, 
When  an  the  weeping  maid  conld  say 

Was,«Oh,soonrctnm!" 
Throogfa  many  a  clime  our  ship  was  driven. 

O'er  many  a  billow  rudely  thrown ; 
Now  chni'd  beneath  a  northern  heavein 

Now  sann'd  in  summer's  zone : 
And  still,  where'er  we  bent  our  way. 

When  evenmg  bid  the  west  wave  bum, 
I  fonded  stOl  I  heard  her  say, 

«*  Oh,  soon  retum !" 

If  ever  yet  my  bosom  found 

Its  thoaghts  one  moment  tum'd  from  thee, 
"Twas  when  the  combat  raged  around. 

And  heave  men  look'd  to  me. 
But  though  the  war-field's  wild  alarm 

For  gentle  Love  was  all  unmeet. 
He  lent  to  Glory's  brow  the  charm. 

Which  made  even  danger  sweet 
And  still,  when  vict'ry's  calm  came  o'or 

The  hearts  where  rage  had  ceased  to  bum. 
Those  parting  words  I  heard  once  more, 

**  Oh,  soon  return ! — Ob,  soon  retum !" 


LOVE  THEEt 

Love  thee  7— so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me. 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty. 

Were  worthless  without  thee. 
Though  brimm'd  with  Uesangs,  pore  and  rare 

Life's  cup  before  me  lay. 
Unless  thy  love  were  mingled  ther^ 

I'd  ^ram  the  draught  away. 
Love  thee?— so  well,  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me. 
Fame,  fortune,  wealth,  and  liberty. 

Are  worthless  without  thee. 

Without  thy  smile,  the  monarch's  lot 

To  me  were  dark  and  lone. 
While,  with  it,  ev'n  the  humblest  cot 

Were  brighter  than  his  throne. 
Those  worlds,  for  which  the  conquW  sigh% 

For  me  would  have  no  charms ; 
My  only  world  thy  gentle  eyes — 

My  thi-^ne  thy  circling  arms ! 
Oh,  yes,  so  well;  so  tenderly 

Thou'rt  loved,  adored  by  me. 
Whole  reolms  of  light  and  liberty 

Were  worthless  withcat  thee. 


ONE  DEAR  SMILE 

CouLDST  thou  look  as  dear  as  when 

First  I  sigfa'd  for  thee ; 
Couldst  thou  make  me  feel  again 
Every  wish  I  breathed  thee  then,    . 

Oh,  how  blissful  life  would  be ! 
Hopes,  that  now  beguiling  leave  me, 

Joys,  that  He  in  slumber  cold — 
All  would  wake,  couldst  thou  but  give  me 

One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 

No — there's  nothing  left  us  now 

But  to  mourn  the  past ; 
Vain  was  every  ardent  vow — 
Never  yet  did  heaven  allow 

Love  so  warm,  so  wild,  to  last 
Not  even  hope  could  now  deceive  me-^ 

Life  itself  looks  dark  and  cold : 
Oh,  thou  never  more  canst  give  me 

One  dear  smile  like  those  of  old. 
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YES,  YES,  WHEN  THE  BLOOM. 

Yes,  yes,  when  the  bloom  of  Love's  boyhood  is  o'er, 
He'll  turn  mto  friendship  that  feels  no  decay ; 

And,  though  Time  may  take  from  him  the  wings  he 
once  wore, 

The  charms  that  remain  will  be  bright  as  before. 
And  he'll  lose  but  his  young  trick  of  flying  away. 

Then  let  it  console  thee,  if  Love  should  not  stay. 
That  Friendship  our  last  happy  moments  will 
crown  i 
Like  the  shadows  of  morning.  Love  lessens  away. 
While  Friendship,  like  those  at  the  closing  of  day. 
Will  linger  and  lengthen  as  life's  sun  goes  down. 


THE  DAY  OF  LOVE. 

Tm  beam  of  morning  tremUing 
Stole  o'er  the  mountain  brook. 

With  timid  ray  resembling 
AfTection's  early  look. 
Thus  love  begins— €weet  mom  of  lore ! 

The  noontide  ray  ascended. 

And  o'er  the  valley's  stream 
Diffused  a  glow  as  splendid 
As  passion's  riper  dream. 
Thus  love  expands— warm  noon  of  love ! 

But  evening  came,  o'enhading 

The  glories  of  the  sky, 
Like  faith  and  fondness  fading 
From  passion's  alter'd  eye. 
Thus  love  declines— cold  eve  of  love  I 


LUSITANIAN  WAR-SONG 

Thb  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  monntainsy 

Till  not  one  hateful  link  remains 

Of  slavery's  lingering  chams ; 

TOl  not  one  tyrant  tread  our  plains, 
Nor  traitor  lip  pollute  our  fountaios. 

No !  never  tin  that  glorious  day 

Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay, 

Or  hear,  oh  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 
Resounding  throu^  her  sunny  mountains. 


The  song  of  war  shall  echo  through  our  momitains, 
Till  Victory's  self  shall,  smiling,  say, 
'*  Your  cloud  of  foes  hath  paas'd  away, 
'<  And  Freedom  comes,  with  new-bom  ray, 

'*  To  gild  your  vines  and  light  your  fountains." 
Oh,  never  till  that  glorious  day 
Shall  Lusitania's  sons  be  gay. 
Or  hear,  sweet  Peace,  thy  welcome  lay 

Resounding  through  her  sunny  mountainsL 


THE  YOUNG  ROSE. 

Thk  young  rose  I  give  thee,  so  dewy  and  bright. 
Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  bird  of  nigfat, 
Who  oft,  by  the  moon,  o'er  her  blushes  hath  hung, 
And  thriU'd  every  leaf  with  the  wild  lay  he  mug. 

Oh,  take  thou  this  young  rose,  and  let  her  life  be 
IVolong'd  by  the  breath  she  will  borrow  from  thee; 
For,  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thriD, 
She'll  think  the  sweet  night-bird  is  courting  her  sdD. 


WHEN  MIDST  THE  GAY  I  BfEET. 

Whin  midst  the  gay  I  meet 

That  gentle  smile  of  thme, 
•Though  still  on  me  it  turns  most  sweet, 

I  scarce  can  call  it  mine : 
But  when  to  me  alone 

Your  secret  tears  yon  show. 
Oh,  then  I  fdU  those  tears  my  own. 

And  claim  them  while  they  flow. 
Then  stiU  with  bright  looks  Ueas 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free ; 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  yon  lea, 

But  keep  your  tears  for  me. 

The  snow  on  Jura's  steep 

Can  smile  m  many  a  beam, 
Yet  still  in  chains  of  coldness  sleep. 

How  bright  soe'er  it  seem. 
But,  when  some  deep-felt  ray. 

Whose  touch  is  fire,  appean. 
Oh,  then  the  smile  is  warm'd  away. 

And,  melting,  turns  to  tears. 
Then  still  with  bright  looks  Ueas 

The  gay,  the  cold,  the  free  ; 
Give  smiles  to  those  who  love  yon  lea. 

But  keep  your  tears  fat  me. 
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WHEN  TWIUGHT  DEWS. 

HOW  HAPPY,  ONCE. 

Whkn  twilight  dews  are  falling  soft 

How  happy,  once,  though  wmg'd  with  sighs, 

Upon  the  rosy  sea,  love, 

My  moments  flew  along. 

X  watch  the  star,  whose  beam  so  oft 

While  looking  on  those  smiling  eyes. 

Has  lighted  me  to  thee,  love. 

And  list'nmg  to  thy  magic  song ! 

And  thou,  too,  on  that  oib  so  dear. 

But  vanish'd  now,  like  summer  dreams. 

Dost  often  gaze  at  even, 

Those  moments  smile  no  more ; 

And  think,  though  lost  forever  here. 

For  me  that  eye  no  longer  beams. 

Thoalt  yet  be  mine  in  heaven. 

That  song  for  me  ii^  o'eii 

Mme  the  cold  brow. 

There's  not  a  garden  walk  I  tread. 

That  speaks  thy  alter'd  vow. 

There's  not  a  flow'r  I  see,  love. 

While  others  feel  thy  sunshine  now. 

Bat  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that's  fled, 

Some  joy  that's  gone  with  thee,  love. 

Oh,  could  I  change  my  love  like  thee. 

And  8tin  I  wish  that  hour  was  near, 

One  hope  might  yet  be  mine- 

When,  friends  and  foes  forgiven. 

Some  other  eyes  as  bright  to  see. 

The  pains,  the  ills  we've  wept  through  here, 

And  hear  a  voice  as  sweet  as  thine . 

May  torn  to  smiles  in  heaven. 

But  never,  never  can  this  heart 

Be  waked  to  life  agam ; 

With  thee  it  lost  its  vital  part. 
And  withered  then ! 

Cold  its  pulse  Ues, 

YOUNG  JESSICA. 

And  mute  tie  eVn  its  sighs. 

TouMO  Jessica  sat  all  the  day. 

All  other  grief  it  now  defies. 

With  heart  o'er  idle  love-thoughts  pining ; 

Her  needle  bright  beside  her  lay. 

So  active  once !— now  idly  shining. 

Ah,  Jessy,  'tis  in  idle  hearts 

I  LOVE  BUT  THEE. 

That  love  and  mischief  are  most  nimble ; 

The  safest  shield  against  the  darts 

If,  after  all,  you  still  will  doubt  and  fear  me. 

Of  Cupid,  is  Minerva's  thimble. 

And  thmk  this  heart  to  other  loves  will  stray. 

If  I  must  swear,  then,  lovely  doubter,  hear  me ; 

The  child,  who  with  a  magnet  plays. 

By  ev'ry  dream  I  have  when  thou'rt  away, 

Well  knowing  all  its  arts,  so  wily. 

By  ev'ry  throb  I  feel  when  thou  art  near  me, 

The  tempter  near  a  needle  lays. 

I  love  but  thee— I  love  but  thee ! 

And  laoghing,  says,  "  We'U  steal  it  slyly." 

The  needle,  having  naught  to  do. 

By  those  dark  eyes,  where  light  is  ever  playing. 

Is  pleased  to  let  the  magnet  wheedle ; 

Where  Love,  in  depth    of  shadow,  holds  his 

Till  closer,  closer  come  the  two. 

throne. 

And—off,  at  length,  elopes  the  needle. 

And  by  those  lips,  which  give  whate'er  thou'rt 

saying. 

Now,  had  this  needle  tum'd  its  eye 

Or  grave  or  gay,  a  music  of  its  own. 

To  some  gay  reticule's  construction. 

A  music  far  beyond  all  minstrel's  playing. 

It  ne'er  had  stra/d  fh>m  duty's  tie. 

I  love  but  thee— I  love  but  thee  • 

Nor  felt  the  magnet's  sly  seduction. 

Thus,  girls,  would  you  keep  quiet  hearts, 

By  that  fair  brow,  where  Innocence  reposes. 

Your  snowy  fingers  must  be  nimble ; 

As  pure  as  moonlight  sleeping  upon  snow. 

The  safest  slueld  against  the  darts 

And  by  that  cheek,  whose  fleeting  Wush  (Uscloses 

Of  Copid,  m  Minerva's  thunble. 

A  hue  too  bright  to  Mess  this  worid  below, 

And  only  fit  to  dweU  on  Eden's  roses, 

I  love  but  thee— I  love  but  thee ! 
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LET  JOY  ALONE  BE  REMEMBER'D  NOW. 

MY  HEART  AND  LUTE. 

Let  thy  joys  alone  be  remember'd  now, 

I  GIVE  thee  all — I  can  no  more— 

Let  thy  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile  ; 

Though  poor  the  ofiTring  be  ; 

Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o*er  thy  brow, 

My  heart  and  lute  are  all  the  store 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile 

That  I  can  bring  to  thee. 

For  thus  to  meet,  and  thus  to  find, 

A  lute  whose  gentle  song  reveals 

That  Time,  whose  touch  can  chill 

The  soul  of  love  full  weU ; 

Each  flower  of  form,  each  grace  of  mind. 

And,  better  far,  a  heart  that  feels 

Hath  left  thee  bloommg  still,— 

Much  more  than  lute  could  tell. 

Oh,  joy  alone  should  be  thought  of  now, 

Let  our  sorrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 

Though  love  and  song  may  fail,  alas! 

Or,  should  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

To  keep  life's  clouds  away. 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile. 

At  least  'twill  make  them  lighter  pass 

Or  gild  them  if  they  st^ty. 

When  the  flowers  of  life's  sweet  garden  fade. 

And  eVn  if  Care,  at  moments,  flings 

If  but  one  bright  leaf  remain. 

A  discord  o'er  life  &  happy  strain. 

Of  the  many  that  once  its  glory  made, 

Let  love  but  gently  touch  the  strings, 

It  is  not  for  us  to  complain. 

Twill  aU  be  sweet  agam ! 

But  thus  to  meet  and  thus  to  wake 

In  all  Love's  early  bliss ; 
Oh,  Time  all  other  gifts  may  take. 

So  he  but  leaves  us  this ! 

Then  let  joy  alone  be  remember'd  now, 
Let  our  sojrows  go  sleep  awhile ; 

PEACE,  PEACE  TO  HIM  THAT'S  GO! 

Or  if  thought's  dark  cloud  come  o'er  thy  brow, 

WiiEN  I  am  dead 

Let  Love  light  it  up  with  his  smile ! 

Then  lay  my  head 

In  some  lone,  distant  ddl. 

Where  voices  ne'er 

Shall  stir  the  air. 

Or  break  its  sOentspelL 

LOVE  THEE,  DEAREST?  LOVE  THEE? 

If  any  sound 

LovK  thee,  dearest  ?  love  ^hee  ? 

Be  heard  around. 

Yes,  by  yonder  star  I  swear. 

Let  the  sweet  bird  alone. 

Which  through  tears  above  thee 

That  weeps  in  song 

Shines  so  sadly  fair ; 

Sing  all  night  long. 

Though  often  dim, 

«  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gone !" 

With  tears,  like  him. 

Like  him  my  truth  will  shme. 

Yet,  oh,  were  mme 

And — ^love  thee,  dearest  ?  love  thee  ? 

One  sigh  of  thme. 

Yes,  till  death  I'm  thme. 

One  pitying  word  from  thee. 

like  gleams  of  heav'n, 

Leave  thee,  dearest?  leave  thee? 

To  sinners  giVn, 

No,  that  star  is  not  more  true ; 

Would  be  that  word  to  me. 

When  my  vows  deceive  thee. 

He  will  wander  too. 

Howe'cr  unbless'd. 

A  cloud  of  night 

My  shade  would  rest 

May  veil  his  light. 

WhUe  list'ning  to  that  t<me ;— - 

And  death  shall  darken  mine — 

Enough  'twould  be 

But— leave  thee,  dearest?  leave  thee? 

To  hear  from  thee. 

No,  till  death  I'm  thine. 

"  Peace,  peace,  to  him  that's  gmie  I* 
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But  noW| — away  with  dreamingr ! 

Tin  darker  hoois  'twill  keep ; 
While  such  a  moon  is  beamingf 

'Tis  wrong  tow'rds  HeaVn  to  deep. 


THE  BOY  OF  THE  ALPS.* 

Lightly,  Alpine  rover, 
Tread  the  mountains  over ; 
Bude  is  the  path  thou*st  yet  to  go ; 

Snow  clifi  hanging  o'er  thee. 

Fields  of  ice  before  thee, 
While  the  hid  torrent  moans  below 
Hark,  the  deep  thunder, 
Through  the  vales  yonder ! 
'Tis  the  huge  aVlanche  downward  cait; 

From  rock  to  rock 

Bebounds  the  shock. 
But  courage,  boy !  the  danger's  past 

Onward,  youUiful  rover,  ^ 

Tread  the  glacier  over, 
Safe  shalt  thou  reach  thy  home  at  last 
On,  ere  light  forsake  thee. 
Soon  will  dusk  overtake  thee : 
O'er  yon  ice-bridge  lies  thy  way ! 

Now,  for  the  risk  prepare  thee ; 

Safe  it  yet  may  bear  thee. 
Though  'twill  melt  in  morning's  ray. 

Haric,  that  dread  howling! 

'Tis  the  wolf  prowling, — 

Scent  of  thy  track  the  foe  hath  got ; 

And  cliff  and  shore 

Besound  his  roar. 
But  courage,  boy, — ^the  danger's  past ! 

Watching  eyes  have  found  thee. 

Loving  arms  are  round  thee,' 
Safe  hast  thou  reach'd  thy  father's  cot 


FOB  THEE  ALONE. 

For  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boimdless  deep. 
Those  eyes  my  light  through  ev'ry  distant  sea ; 

My  waking  though^,  the  dream  that  gilds  my  sleep. 
The  noontide  rev'ry,  all  are  giv'n  to  thee. 
To  thee  alone,  to  thee  alone. 


^  ThU  and  the  Boosi  that  follow,  (as  ftr  as  page  306,) 
have  been  pobUshed,  with  miisle,  by  Messis.  Addison  and 
Peale,  Kefsat  Stteet. 


Though  future  scenes  present  to  Fancy's  ey 
Fair  forms  of  lif^t  that  crowd  the  distant 

When  nearer  view'd,  the  fairy  phantoms  fly 
The  crowds  dissolve,  and  thou  alone  art  |] 
Thou,  thou  alone. 

To  win  thy  smile,  I  speed  from  shore  to  Aa 
While  Hope's  sweet  voice  is  heard  m  evei 

Still  whisp'ring  on,  that  when  some  yeaia  ai 
One  brighr  reward  shall  crown  my  toil  at 
Thy  smile  alone,  thy  smile  alone. 

Oh,  place  beside  the  transport  of  that  hoar 

All  earth  can  boast  of  fair,  of  rich,  and  faii 
Wealth's  radiant  mines,  the  lofty  thrones  t 
er, — 
Then  ask  where  first  thy  lover's  choiee 
light? 

On  thee  alone,  on  thee  alona. 


HEB  LAST  WOBDS.  AT  PABTK 

Her  last  words,  at  parting,  how  can  I  foigel 
Deep  treasured  through  life,  in  my  het; 
shall  stay; 
Like  music,  whose  charm  in  the  soul  lingen 
When  its  sounds  from  the  ear  have  long 
away. 
Let  Fortune  assail  me,  her  threat'nings  are  i 
Those  still-breathing  words  shall  my  ti 
be,- 
"  Bemember,  m  absence,  in  sozrow,  and  paiD 
"  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  be 
for  thee." 

From  the  desert's  sweet  well  tho'  the  pilgrii 
hie. 
Never  more  of  that  fresh-epringing  Ibiml 
taste, 
He  hath  still  of  its  bright  drops  a  treasured  m 
Whose  sweetness  lends  life  to  his  lips  thiM 
waste. 
So,  dark  as  my  fate  is  still  doom'd  to  remaiDi 
These  words  shall   my  well  in  the  wi 
be,- 
*'  Bemember,  in  absent,  in  sorrow,  and  paii 
"  There's  one  heart,  unchanging,  that  be 
for  thee." 
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'AKE  THIS  WORLD  AS  SOME 
WIDE  SCENE 

e  this  world  as  some  wide  scene, 
rh  which,  in  frail,  but  buoyant  boat, 
fl  now  dark  and  now  serene, 
er  thou  and  I  roust  float ; 
r  oft,  on  either  shore, 
spots  where  we  should  love  to  stay ; 
3  plies  swift  his  flying  oar, 
wray  we  speed,  away,  away. 

[lilling  wmds  and  rains  come  on, 
raise  our  awning  'gainst  the  show'r ; 
■  till  the  storm  is  gone, 
miling,  wait  a  sunnier  hour, 
lat  sunnier  hour  should  shine, 
know  its  brightness  cannot  stay, 
)y,  while  'tis  thine  and  mine, 
ain  not  when  it  fades  away. 

we  reach  at  last  that  Fall 
which  life's  currents  all  must  go, — 
II,  the  brilliant,  destined  all 
ik  into  the  void  below. 
I  that  hour  shall  want  its  charms, 
e  by  side,  still  fond  we  keep, 
mly,  in  each  other's  arms 
her  link'd,  go  down  the  steep. 


Bright  as  when,  by  Psych©  kiss'd. 
They  trembled  through  and  through. 

Flowers  spring  beneath  his  feet ; 
Angel  forms  beode  him  run ; 

While  unnumber'd  lips  repeat 
"  Love's  victory  b  won !" 

Hail  to  Love,  to  mighty  Love,  &€. 


LOVE'S  VICTORY. 

to  Love — for,  oh,  'twas  he 
10  won  the  glorious  day  ; 
r  the  wreaths  of  victory 
>ng  the  conqu'ror's  way. 
the  Muses  to  his  car, 
I  them  sing  each  trophy  won ; 
e  his  mother's  joyous  star 
all  light  the  triumph  on. 

to  Love,  to  mighty  Love, 
i  spirits  sing  around ; 
e  the  hill,  the  dale,  and  grove, 
ith  "  mighty  Love"  resound ; 
ihould  a  sigh  of  sorrow  steal 
[nid  the  sotmds  thus  echo'd  o'er, 
ill  but  teach  the  god  to  feel 
is  victories  the  more. 

ha  wings,  like  amethyst 
f  sunny  Ind  their  hoe ; 


SONG  OF  HERCULES  TO  HIS  DAUGHTER. 

"  Vvm  been,  oh,  sweet  daughter, 

«  To  fountam  and  sea, 
*<  To  seek  in  their  water 

"  Some  bright  gem  for  thee. 
"  Where  diamonds  were  deeping, 

"  Their  sparkle  I  sought, 
•'  Where  crystal  was  weepuig, 

**  Its  tears  I  have  caught 

«  The  sea-nymph  I've  courted 

"  In  rich  coral  halls ; 
<*  With  Naiads  have  sported 

"  By  bright  waterfalls. 
«  But  sportive  or  tender, 

(« Still  sought  I,  around, 
"  That  gem,  with  whose  splendor 

«  Thou  yet  shalt  be  crown'd. 

**  And  see,  while  I'm  speakmg, 

«  Yon  soft  light  afar  ;— 
"  The  peari  I've  been  seeking 

<*  There  floats  like  a  star ! 
«  In  the  deep  Indian  Ocean 

*<  I  see  the  gem  shine, 
«  And  quick  as  light's  motion 

•<  Its  wealth  shall  be  thine." 

Then  eastward,  like  lightnmg. 

The  hero-god  flew. 
His  sunny  looks  bright'ning 

The  air  he  went  through 
And  sweet  was  the  duty. 

And  hallow'd  the  hour. 
Which  saw  thus  young  Beauty 

EmbeUish'd  by  Power 


Founded  on  the  Ikble  reported  t»y  Arriaa,  <^u^  K.ji^')  «* 
Hercules  havlnf  seaielied  the  Indian  Ocean,  to  |u2^^^*^^ 
mA*y^  .rittoh  hm  ftAwBAd  his  danihtar  Paad^ft.  ^^^  yF  ^ 


with  which  he  adonied  hii  dMfhtar 
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THE  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

Who  has  not  felt  how  sadly  sweet 

The  dream  of  home,  the  dream  of  home, 
Steals  o'er  the  heart,  too  soon  to  fleet. 

When  far  o*er  sea  or  land  we  roam  ? 
Suilight  more  soft  may  o'er  us  fall, 

To  greener  shores  our  hark  may  come ; 
But  far  more  bright,  more  dear  than  all. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 

Ask  of  the  sailor  youth  when  far 

His  light  hark  bounds  o'er  ocean's  foam. 
What  charms  him  most,  when  ev'ning's  star 

Smiles  o'er  the  wave  ?  to  dream  of  home. 
Fond  thoughts  of  absent  friends  and  lores 

At  that  sweet  hour  around  him  come ; 
His  heart's  best  joy  where'er  he  roves. 

That  dream  of  home,  that  dream  of  home. 


THEY  TELL  ME  THOU'RT  THE 
FAVOR'D  GUEST.* 

They  tell  me  thou'rt  the  favor'd  guest 
Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 

No  wit  like  thine  to  wake  the  jest. 
No  voice  like  thine  to  breathe  the  song ; 

And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art. 

That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 

Alas !  alas !  how  diflTrent  flows 
With  thee  and  me  the  time  away ! 

Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad — heav'n  knows — 
Still  if  thou  canst,  be  light  and  gay ; 

I  only  know,  that  without  thee 

The  sun  himself  is  dark  to  me. 

Do  I  thus  haste  to  hall  and  bower 
Among  the  proud  and  gay  to  shine  7 

Or  deck  my  hair  with  gem  and  flower, 
To  flatter  other  eyes  than  thine  7 

Ah,  no,  with  me  love's  smiles  are  past. 

Thou  hadst  the  first,  thou  hadst  the  last 


THE  YOUNG  INDL^  MAID. 

Thb&i  came  a  nymph  dancing 
Gracefully,  gracefully. 


tPsrt^^a 

havebeoi 


Her  eye  a  light  glftncing 

Like  the  Mue  sea ; 
And  while  all  this  gladness 

Around  her  steps  hung, 
Such  sweet  notes  of  sadness 
Her  gentle  lips  sung. 
That  ne'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  shi 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  young  Indian 

Her  zone  of  bells  ringing 

Cheeriy,  cheerily, 
Chuned  to  her  singing 

Light  echoes  of  glee  ; 
But  in  vam  did  she  borrow 

Of  mirth  the  gay  tone. 
Her  voice  spoke  of  sorrow. 

And  sorrow  alone. 
Nor  e'er  while  I  live  from  my  mem'ry  shaD  i 
The  song,  or  the  look,  of  that  young  Indian 


THE  HOMEWARD  MARCH: 

Be  still,  my  heart :  I  hear  them  come : 
Those  sounds  announce  my  lover  near: 

The  march  that  brings  our  wanriors  hone 
Proclaims  he'll  soon  be  here. 

Hark,  the  distant  tread. 

O'er  the  mountam's  head. 
While  hills  and  dales  repeat  the  sound ; 

And  the  forest  deer 

Stand  still  to  hear. 
As  those  echoing  steps  ring  round. 

Be  still,  my  heart,  I  hear  them  come. 
Those  sounds  that  speak  my  sol<&er  oesr; 

Those  joyous  steps  seem  wing'd  for  homer' 
Rest,  rest,  he'll  soon  be  here. 

* 
But  hark,  more  faint  the  footsteps  grow. 

And  now  they  wind  to  distant  glades; 
Not  here  their  home, — alas,  they  go 

To  gladden  happier  maids ! 

Like  sounds  in  a  dream. 

The  footsteps  seem. 
As  down  the  hills  they  die  away ; 

And  the  march,  whose  srag 

So  peal'd  along. 
Now  fades  like  a  funeral  lay. 


of  waam.  Latin  Tenet,  snppoMd  to    doling  hit  alMence  at  the  gay  court  of  Leo  theTMk 
by  Hippdyta  Taorella  to  her  hnsbaad,  I  venei  may  be  fonnd  in  the  Appendix  to  Boseee^  W'' 
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'tb  o'er«— hiuh,  heart,  thy  pain! 

loogfa  not  here,  alas,  they  oome, 

THE  EXILR 

9r  thoDe,  to  whom  that  strain 

sons  end  lovers  home. 

Night  waneth  fast,  the  morning  star 

Saddens  with  light  the  glimm'rmg  sea, 

Whose  waves  shall  soon  to  realms  afar 

Waft  me  from  hope,  from  love,  and  thee. 
Coldly  the  beam  from  yonder  sky 

Looks  o'er  the  waves  that  onward  stray ; 

KE  UP,  SWEET  MELODY. 

Bat  colder  still  the  stranger's  eye 

To  him  whose  home  is  far  away. 

^AKB  up,  sweet  melody  I 

Now  is  the  hour 

Oh,  not  at  hour  so  chill  and  bleak. 

'hen  young  and  loving  hearts 
Feel  most  thy  pow*r. 

Let  thoughts  of  me  come  o'er  thy  breast ; 
Bat  of  the  lost  one  think  and  speak. 

of  music,  hy  moonlight's  soft  ray— 

When  sunmier  sons  sink  calm  to  rest 

rorth  thousands  heard  coldly  by  day. 

So,  as  I  wander.  Fancy's  dream 

hen  wake  up,  sweet  melody ! 
Now  is  the  hour 
'^hen  young  and  loving  ifearts 
Feel  most  thy  pow'r. 

Shall  bring  me  o'er  the  sonset  seas, 
Tliy  look,  in  ev'ry  melting  beam, 
"Thy  whisper,  m  each  dying  breeze. 

sk  the  fond  nightingale. 
When  his  sweet  flow'r 

jves  most  to  hear  his  song. 

In  her  green  bow'r? 

ill  tell  thee,  through  summer-nights  long, 

THE  FANCY  FAIR 

Aie  lends  her  whole  soul  to  his  song. 

hen  wake  up,  sweet  melody ! 

Com,  maids  and  youths,  for  here  we  sell 

Now  is  the  hour 

All  wondrous  things  of  earth  and  air ; 

'^hen  young  and  loving  hearts 

Whatever  wild  romancers  tell. 

Feel  most  thy  pow'r. 

Or  poets  sing,  or  lovers  swear. 

You'll  find  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

Here  eyes  are  made  like  stars  to  shine, 
And  kept,  for  years,  m  such  repair, 

That  ev*n  when  tum'd  of  thirty-nme. 

Theyll  hardly  look  the  worse  for  wear. 

:alm  be  thy  sleep. 

If  bought  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

i)e  thy  sleep  as  infants*  slumbers ! 

We've  Ipts  of  tears  for  bards  to  show'r. 

)  as  angel  thoughts  thy  dreams ! 

And  hearts  that  such  ill  usage  bear. 

v'ry  joy  this  bright  world  nnmbera 

That,  though  they're  broken  ev'ry  hour. 

1  o'er  thee  their  mingled  beams ! 

TheyHl  still  in  rhyme  fresh  breaking  bear. 

nrhere  Pleasure's  wing  hath  glided. 

If  purchased  at  our  Fancy  Fair. 

re  ever  must  some  pang  remain, 

>  thy  lot  with  me  divided, — 

As  fashions  change  in  ev'ry  thing. 

le  all  the  bliss,  and  mme  the  pain ! 

We've  goods  to  suit  each  season's  air, 

Eternal  frienddiips  for  the  qning. 

ad  night  my  thoughts  shall  hover 

And  endless  loves  for  summer  wearr- 

ad  thy  steps  where'er  they  stray ; 

All  sold  at  this  our  Fancy  Fair. 

'n  when  clouds  his  idol  cover. 

dly  the  Persian  tracks  its  ray. 

We've  reputations  white  as  snow 

be  wrong,  if  HeaVn  offended 

That  long  wUl  last,  if  used  with  care, 

nrorBhip  to  its  creature  be. 

Nay,  safe  through  all  life's  journey  go, 

let  my  vows  to  both  be  blended. 

If  pack'd  and  maik'd  as  "  faritUe  ware,"— 

fbreathed  to  HeaVn  and  half  to  thee. 

Joit  poxchased  at  tho  Fbney  Fair. 
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But,  one  sad  night,  when  wmds  were  high. 

IF  THOU  WOITLDST  HAVE  ME  SING 

Nor  earth,  nor  heaven,  could  hear  her  ay, 

AND  PLAY. 

She  saw  his  boat  come  tossing  over 

Midnight's  wave,— but  not  her  lover! 

If  thou  wouldst  have  me  sing  and  play, 

No,  never  more  her  lover. 

As  once  I  play'd  and  sung, 

First  take  this  time-worn  lute  away, 

And  still  that  sad  dream  loath  to  leave. 

And  bring  one  freriily  stnmg. 

She  comes  with  wand'ring  mmd  at  eve, 

Call  back  the  time  when  pleasure's  sigh 

And  oft  we  hear,  when  night  is  falling. 

First  breathed  among  the  strings ; 

Faint  her  voice  through  twilight  callnig, 

And  Time  himself,  in  flitting  by, 

MoumfuUy  at  twilight  calling. 

Made  music  with  his  wings. 

But  how  is  this?  though  new  the  lute. 

* 

And  shining  fresh  the  chords, 

Beneath  this  hand  they  slumber  mute. 

Or  speak  but  dreamy  words. 

•  ' 

In  vain  I  seek  the  soul  that  dwelt 

Within  thai  once  sweet  sheU, 

TI^  SUMMER  WEBa 

Which  told  so  warmly  what  it  felt, 

And  felt  what  naught  could  tell. 

The  summer  webs  that  float  and  MLiie, 

The  summer  dews  that  fall, 

Oh,  ask  not  then  for  passion's  lay. 

Though  light  they  be,  this  heart  of  nune 

From  lyre  so  coldly  strung ; 

Is  lighter  stiU  than  alL 

With  this  I  ne'er  can  sing  or  play. 

It  tells  me  every  cloud  is  past 

As  once  I  play'd  and  sung. 

Which  lately  seem'd  to  low'r; 

No,  bring  that  long-loved  lute  again, — 

That  Hope  hath  wed  young  Joy  at  last. 

Though  chiU'd  by  years  it  be. 

And  now's  their  nuptial  hour! 

If  thou  wilt  call  the  dumb'ring  strain, 

'Twill  wake  again  for  thee. 

With  light  thus  round,  withm,  above, 

With  naught  to  wake  one  sigh, 

Though  time  have  froz'n  the  tuneful  stream 

Except  the  wish,  that  all  we  love 

Of  thoughts  that  gush'd  along, 

Were  at  this  moment  nigh, — 

One  look  from  thee,  like  summer's  beam. 

It  seems  as  if  life's  briUiant  ami                * 

Will  thaw  them  into  song. 

Had  stojpp'd  in  full  career, 

Then  give,  oh  give,  that  wak'ning  ray, 

To  make  this  hour  its  brightest  oim, 

And  once  more  blithe  and  young. 

And  rest  in  radiance  here. 

Thy  bard  again  will  sing  and  play 

As  once  he  play'd  and  sung. 

STTIJi  WHEN  DAYLIGHT. 

MIND  NOT  THOUGH  DAYLIGHT. 

Still  when  daylight  o'er  the  ware 

Mind  not  though  daylight  around  ns  is  UeaUng^ 

Bright  and  soft  its  farewell  gave. 

Who'd  think  now  of  deeping  when  mom^  bat  jsA 

I  used  to  hear,  while  light  was  falling, 

waking? 

O'er  the  wave  a  sweet  voice  calling. 

Sound  the  merry  viol,  and,  daylight  or  not, 

Mournfully  at  distance  calling. 

Be  all  for  one  hour  in  the  gay  dance  foffot 

Ah !  once  how  blest  that  maid  would  come. 

See  young  Aurora,  up  heaven's  hill  advancing^ 

To  meet  her  sea-boy  hast'ning  home  ; 

Though  fresh  fit)m  her  pillow,  ev'n  she  too  ii 

And  through  the  night  those  sounds  repeating, 

dancing: 

Hail  his  bark  with  joyous  greeting. 

While  thus  all  creation,  earth,  heaven,  and  sea. 

Joyously  his  light  bark  greeting. 

Are  dancmg  around  us,  oh,  why  dioiild  not  we  f 
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WhoHnytiiat 

Sadi  nreet  dropi  of  time  ooly  flow  to  be  tMled ; 

Whfle  heuta  m  la^  beel^,  and  haipe  foil  in 


The  £u]lt  is  all  moning'a  for  oominf  ao  aoon 


THEY  MET  BUT  ONCE 

Thkt  met  bat  once,  in  yooth's  sweet  hour, 

And  never  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  pow'r 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 
They've  seen  the  sons  of  other  dues. 

On  other  shores  have  sovght  delight ; 
Bat  nerer  more,  to  bless  their  eyes. 

Can  come  a  dream  so  bright ! 
They  met  bat  once^ — a  day  was  all 

Of  Lofve*8  yoang  hapeB  they  knew ; 
And  still  their  hearts  that  day  recall, 

As  fresh  as  then  it  flew. 

Sweet  dream  of  yoath !  oh,  ne*er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  ao  smooth  and  smiling  then, 

Or  see  what  it  is  now. 
For,  Tooth,  the  spell  was  only  thine  ; 

Fhan  thee  alone  th'  enchantment  flows. 
That  makes  the  world  aroand  thee  shuie 

With  light  thyself  bestows. 
They  met  bat  oncer— oh,  ne'er  again 

Let  either  meet  the  Ivow 
TVy  left  so  amooth  and  smiling  then, 

Ot  see  what  it  is  now 


WITH  MOONLIGHT  BEAMING 

WrrH  moonlight  beaming 

Thas  o*er  the  deep, 
Who'd  Imger  dreaming 

In  idle  sleep? 
LeaTe  jo]^esB  souls  to  live  by  day,^ 
Oar  life  begins  with  yonder  ray ; 
And  while  thus  brightly 

The  moments  flee. 
Dor  barks  skim  lightly 

The  diining  sea. 

To  haDs  of  splendor 

Let  great  ones  hie ; 
Thvoagh  light  more  tender 

Our  pathways  lie. 


While  iDond,  from  banks  of  bcook  or  lake, 
Our  company  blithe  echoes  make  ; 
And,  as  we  lend  'em 

Sweet  word  or  strain. 
Still  back  they  send  'em. 

More  sweet,  .again. 


CHILD  S  SONG.    FROM  A  MASQUE. 

I  HAVE  a  guden  of  my  own. 

Shining  with  flow'rs  of  ev'ry  hue ; 
I  loved  it  deariy  while  alone. 

But  I  shall  love  it  more  with  you : 
And  there  the  golden  bees  shall  come. 

In  summer-time  at  break  j'  mom. 
And  wake  us  with  their  busy  tiMm 

Around  the  Siha's  fragrant  thonk 

I  have  a  fawn  from  Aden's  land. 

On  leafy  buds  and  berries  nursed ; 
And  you  shall  feed  him  from  your  hand. 

Though  he  may  start  with  fear  at  first 
And  I  will  lead  you  where  he  lies 

For  shelter  in  the  noontide  heat ; 
And  you  may  touch  his  sleeping  eyes. 

And  feel  his  little  sUv'ry  feet 


THE  HALCYON  HANGS  O'ER  OCEAN. 

Thk  halcyon  hangs  o'er  ocean. 
The  sea-lark  skims  the  brine ; 

This  bright  worid's  all  in  motion, 
No  heart  seems  sad  but  mme. 

To  walk  through  sun-bright  places. 
With  heart  all  cold  the  while ; 

To  look  in  smiling  faces, 
When  we  no  more  can  smile ; 

To  feel,  whOe  earth  and  heaven 
Around  thee  shine  with  bliss. 

To  thee  no  light  is  given, — 
Oh,  what  a  doom  is  this ! 


THE  WORLD  WAS  HUSffD. 

The  worid  was  hush'd,  the  moon  above 
SaQ'd  thnnigfa  ether  sbwly. 
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When,  near  the  casement  of  my  lore, 

Thus  I  whisper'd  lowly, — 
«  Awake,  awake,  how  canst  thou  deep  T 

**  The  field  I  seek  to-morrow 
«( Is  one  where  man  hath  fame  to  reap, 

«  And  woman  gleans  bat  sorrow." 

«  Let  battle's  field  be  what  it  may," 

Thus  spoke  a  voice  replying, 
'*  Think  not  thy  love,  while  thou'rt  away,. 

*'  Will  here  sit  idly  sighing. 
"  No — woman's  soul,  if  not  for  fame, 

"  For  love  can  brave  all  danger !" 
Then  forth  from  out  the  casement  came 

A  plumed  and  armed  stranger. 

A  stranger  7  No ;  'twas  she,  the  maid, 

Herself  before  me  beaming. 
With  casque  array'd,  and  falchion  blade 

Beneath  her  girdle  gleaming ! 
Close  side  by  side,  in  freedom's  fight. 

That  blessed  morning  found  us  ; 
In  Vict'ry's  light  we  stood  ere  night. 

And  Love,  the  morrow,  crown'd  us ! 


THE  TWO  LOVES 

There  are  two  Loves,  the  poet  sings. 

Both  bom  of  Beauty  at  a  birth : 
The  one,  akin  to  heaven,  hath  wings. 

The  other,  earthly,  walks  on  earth. 
With  thi9  through  bowers  below  we  play. 

With  that  through  clouds  above  we  soar ; 
With  both,  perchance,  may  lose  our  way :— . 
Then,  tell  me  which. 

Tell  me  whirh  shall  we  adore  7 

The  one,  when  tempted  down  from  air, 

At  Pleasure's  fount  to  lave  his  lip, 
Nor  lingers  long,  nor  oft  will  dare 

His  wing  within  the  wave  to  dip. 
While,  plunging  deep  and  long  beneath. 

The  other  bathes  him  o'er  and  o'er 

In  that  sweet  current,  ev'n  to  death  :~^ 

Then,  tell  me  which, 

Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  7 

The  boy  of  heav'n,  even  while  he  liet 
In  Beauty's  lap,  recalls  his  hom«  ; 

And  when  most  happy,  inly  sighs 
For  something  happier  still  to  come. 


While  he  of  earth,  too  fully  Uess'd 
With  this  bright  worid  to  dream  of 

Sees  all  his  heav'n  on  Beauty's  breast 
Then,  tell  me  which. 
Tell  me  which  shall  we  adore  7 


The  maid  who  heard  the  poet  ring 

These  twin-desires  of  earth  and  sky, 
And  saw,  while  one  inspired  his  string, 

The  other  glistcn'd  in  his  eye, — 
To  name  the  earthlier  boy  ashamed, 

To  choose  the  other  fondly  loath, 
At  length,  all  blushing,  she  exclaim'dr— 
«  Ask  not  which, 

"  Oh,  ask  not  which — ^well  worship  boU 

"  Th'  extremes  of  each  thus  taught  to  sfam 

**  With  hearts  and  souls  between  them  g 
*'  When  weary  of  this  earth  with  one, 

"  We'll  with  the  other  wing  to  heaven." 
Thus  pledged  the  maid  her  vow  of  bUss ; 

And  while  one  Love  wrote  down  the  oall 
The  other  seal'd  it  with  a  kiss ; 
And  Heav'n  look'd  on, 

Heav'n  look'd  on,  and  hallow'd  both. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  FUCK  THE  FAD 

WouLDST  know  what  tricks,  by  the  pale  moa 
Are  play'd  by  me,  the  merry  little  Sprite, 
Who  wing  through  air  from  the  camp  to  the  o 
From  king  to  clown,  and  of  all  make  ^it ; 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite 
Of  the  merry  midnight, 
Who  laugh  at  weak  mortals,  and  love  the  o 
Ught7 

To  a  miser's  bed,  where  he  snoring  slept 
And  dreamt  of  his  cash,  I  slyly  crept ; 
Chmk,  chink  o'er  his  pillow  like  money  I  ru^ 
And  he  waked  to  catch — but  away  I  qprang. 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c. 

I  saw  through  the  leaves,  m  a  damsd's  bovtf) 
She  was  waiting  her  love  at  that  starligbt  hour 
"  Hist — hist !"  quoth  I,  with  an  amorous  aiglw 
And  she  flew  to  the  door,  but  away  flew  Ii 
Singing,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &c. 


WhUe 
Like 


e  a  bard  sat  inditing  an  ode  to  his  love» 
a  pair  of  blue  meteora  I  stared  fimn  abo*^ 
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id  he  swoon'd— ftr  he  thought  twai  the  i^iMt, 

poor  man! 

But  joy  be  when  thou  ait  7 

'  his  lady's  eyes,  while  away  I  xan, 

life  seenM  a  waste  of  breath. 

SingiDg,  I  am  the  Sprite,  &«. 

When  far  from  thee  I  sigh; 

Were  sweet,  if  thou  wert  nigh. 

•    BEAUTY  AND  SONG 

Down  in  yon  sammer  Tale, 

When  the  rill  flows, 

SONG  OF  A  HYPERBOREAN 

Thns  said  a  Nightingale 

To  his  loved  Rose:— 

I  COME  from  a  land  m  the  sun-bright  deep. 

"  Though  rich  the  pleasores 

Where  golden  gardens  grow ; 

"  Of  song's  sweet  measons, 

Where  the  wmds  of  the  north,  becahn'd  in  sleeps 

"Vain  were  its  melody, 

Their  conch-shells  never  blow.' 

*•  Rose,  without  thee." 

Haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 

Harte— haste! 

Of  hernight-bow'r, 

So  near  the  track  of  the  stars  are  we,' 

That  oft,  on  night's  pale  beams. 

Spoke  the  bright  flow'r  >- 

The  distant  sounds  of  their  harmony 

••  Though  mom  should  lend  her 

Come  to  our  ears,  like  dreams. 

« Its  sunniest  splendor, 

Then,  haste  to  thaf  holy  Isle  with  me,  Slc  &e. 

«<  What  would  the  Rose  be, 

«  Unsung  by  thee  7" 

The  Moon,  too,  brings  her  world  so  nigh,* 

That  when  the  night-seer  looks 

Thus  still  let  Song  attend 

To  that  shadowless  orb,  in  a  vernal  skyi 

Woman's  bright  way ;                    i 

He  can  number  its  hills  and  brooks. 

Thus  still  let  woman  lend 

Then,  haste,  &c  &c 

Light  to  the  lay. 

Like  Stan,  through  heaven's  sea. 

To  the  Sun-god  all  our  hearts  and  lyree* 

ftoatrng  m  harmony, 

By  day,  by  night,  belong ; 

Beauty  shall  glide  along, 

And  the  breath  we  draw  from  his  living  fires. 

Circled  by  Song. 

We  give  him  back  in  song. 

Then,  haste,  &c  &c. 
From  us  descends  the  maid  who  brings 

To  Delos  gifts  divine  ; 
And  our  wild  bees  lend  their  rambow  wings 

WHEN  THOU  ART  NIGH. 

Wbxn  thou  art  nigh,  it  seems 
A  new  creation  roimd ; 

To  glitter  on  Delphi's  shrine.* 

Then,  haste  to  that  holy  Isle  with  me. 

The  sun  hath  fairer  beams. 

Haste— haste ! 

The  hite  a  softer  sound. 

Though  thee  alone  I  see, 

And  hear  alone  thy  sigh. 

T»  li^t,  'tis  song  to  me, 

'TIS  an— when  thou  art  nigh. 

THOU  BIDD'ST  ME  SING. 

When  thou  ait  nigh,  no  thought 

Thou  bidd'st  me  sing  the  lay  I  sung  to  thee 

Of  grief  comes  o'er  my  heart ; 

In  other  days,  ere  joy  hod  left  this  brow ; 

L  On  the  Tower  of  the  Winds,  at  Athens,  there  is  a  conch- 

*  "  They  can  show  the  moon  very  near.**— Dionoa.  Sictl. 

Bll  pUced  in  tbe  hands  of  Boreas.— See  StuaH't  jantipUtUt. 

*  Hecatvns  telU  as,  that  this  Hyperborean  Uland  was  ded- 

7h» DOffth  wind,**  says  Herodotus,  In  speaking  of  tbe  By- 

icated  to  Apollo ;  and  most  of  the  inhaUtanu  were  either 

rbonans,  **  never  blows  with  them.** 

priesu  or  songsters. 

I  «*Sob  lpM>  sidemm  caidine  jacent.**— Pomtom.  Msla. 

•  Fansan. 
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Bat  think,  though  BtiU  unchanged  the  notet  may 

Roondc  round,  while  thus  we  go  ronnd. 

be, 

The  best  thing  a  man  can  do, 

How  difiTreni  feels  the  heart  that  breathes  them 

Is  to  make  it,  at  least,  a  merry-go-ioimd. 

now! 

By— sending  the  wme  round  too. 

The  rose  thou  wear'st  to-night  is  still  the  same 

We  saw  this  monimg  on  its  stem  so  gay ; 

Our  first  gay  stage  of  life  is  when 

But,  ah !   that  dew  of  dawn,  that  breath  which 

Youth,  in  its  dawn,  salutes  the  eye- 

came 

Season  of  Uifls !  Oh,  who  wouldn't  then 

Like  life  o'er  all  its  leaves,  hath  pass'd  away. 

Wish  to  cry,  "Stop!"  to  earth  anddcyt 
But,  round,  round,  both  boy  and  girl 

Smce  first  that  music  touch'd  thy  heart  and  mine. 

Are  whisk'd  through  that  sky  of  blue; 

How  many  a  joy  and  pam  o'er  both  have  pass'd, — 

And  much  would  their  hearts  enjoy  the  wfaiil, 

The  joy,  a  light  loo  precious  long  to  shine, 

If— their  heads  didn't  whirl  round  toa 

The  pain,  a  cloud  whose  shadows  always  last 

And  though  that  lay  would  like  the  voice  of  home 

Breathe  o'er  our  ear,  'twould  waken  now  a  sigh — 

Thinking  aU  life  a  life  of  light ; 

Ah !  not,  as  then,  for  fancied  woes  to  come^ 

But  shadows  come  on,  'tis  evening  sooiiy 

But,  sadder  far,  for  real  bliss  gone  by* 

And,  ere  we  can  say,  «  How  short  r—'t»]iiglii 

Ev'n  while  I'm  thus  singing  to  yoa ;                       , 

Is  to— chorus  my  song  round  toa 

CUPID  ARMED 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow, 

OH,  DO  NOT  LOOK  SO  BRIGHT  AND         1 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear ; 

BLEST.                                   1 

Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now. 

1 

And  thy  battle-hour  is  near. 

Oif ,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest^ 

1 

March  ot* .  march  on !  thy  shaft  and  bsw 

For  still  there  comes  a  fear. 

1 

Were  weak  agamst  such  charms ; 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  hsppini. 

1 

March  on !  march  on !  so  proud  a  foe 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

1 

Scorns  all  but  martial  arms. 

There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight, 
A  shadow  near  each  ray, 

See  the  darts  in  her  eyes. 

Tliat  warns  us  then  to  fear  their  flight, 

Tii>p'd  with  scorn,  how  they  shine ! 

When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 

Ev'ry  shaft,  as  it  flies, 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  Uest, 

Mockmg  proudly  at  thme. 

For  ah !  there  comes  a  fear. 

March  on !  march  on  !  thy  feather'd  darta 

Soft  bosoms  soon  might  move ; 

That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

But  ruder  arms  to  ruder  hearts 

Must  teach  what  'tis  to  love. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

Place  the  helm  on  thy  brow ; 

The  soonest  fleet  and  die  t— 

In  thy  hand  take  the  spear,— 

That  when  most  light  is  on  their  wingib 

Thou  art  arm'd,  Cupid,  now, 

They're  then  but  Bptwd  to  fly ! 

And  thy  batUe-hour  is  near. 

And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  sUy^ 

The  bliss  no  more  appean ; 
As  rainbows  take  their  light  away, 

»           J     1                                         »          A     a1 A                        ■ 

1 

And  leave  us  but  the  tears ! 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  UssI, 

^ 

For  ah !  there  comes  a  fear. 

'■ 

ROUND  THE  WORTiD  GOES 

When  brow  like  thine  looks  h^ipM8t» 

Round  the  world  goes,  by  day  and  night. 

That  grief  is  then  most  nev 

it 

While  with  it  also  round  go  we ; 
And  m  the  flight  of  one  day's  light 

1 

An  image  of  aU  life's  coarse  we  see. 

1 
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But  comoi  wq'vo  day  before  na, 
Sllll  bearea  lookB  bright  mid  h\aa  * 

Qnick,  qiucki  ere  eve  comta  oW  uS) 
Whot  Epoit  bIiqU  wg  puime  1 

Ataa]  why  tbtiaddayiiig? 

We*re  now  at  «vcTjijig*a  hoar  | 
lb  fafoimll  benra  is  playing 

O'er  hill  and  w&tq  and  boww* 


Thftt  Hgbt  wfl  tlioagbt  would  lut^ 
Behoidt  ev*p  now,  ^\m  ^wd ; 
And  ail  otir  morning  dreanm 
llaVft  yamiahM  Willi  ill  bejim?  i 
But  cotno  I  'tw&m  ram  to  bonow 

Sad  lewonii  from  tliie  Isry, 
For  m^n  will  b«  to^mottDW<^ 

J  oat  wbat  be^s  booo  tonlaj. 


SONGS  FROM  THE  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 


HERE  AT  TIIY  TOMB.* 

TTeiiE^  at  thy  tomb,  th^fle  tpara  I  tihtdt 
Tears,  wbich  though  vainly  now  they  ft>ll, 

Aro  ail  lore  hath  to  give  the  doad, 
And  wept  oW  thc«  with  alt  lovers  eoul  ^-^ 

W^pt  in  remembrance  of  tliot  light, 

\Vhicb  naught  on  earlli,  without  thoo,  give*, 

Hope  af  my  heart  J  now  queu  ch'd  m  nigliti 
But  dearer,  dead,  than  aught  that  llveSr 

Where  is  she?  where  the  bloomuig  bough 
That  once  my  lifo'i  sole  luitre  mode? 

Tom  off  by  death,  *tis  withering  now, 
And  all  ita  flow'n  in  dust  oie  laid 

Oh  earth  i  that  to  thy  mation  breuM 
Ha^t  token  all  llio^  aogel  chaima, 

Gently,  I  pray  theo,  let  her  rcst^ — 
Geutlyi  as  in  a  mother  a  arms. 


SALE  OF  CUPia» 

VVjio'll  buy  a  little  boy  7    Look,  yonder  la  he, 
Fast  asleep,  dy  rogue,  on  htg  moth^r'a  knee  j 

1        AiU^H  ffAt  «fft  vtpBt  iia.  ^owof,  JlXioShipt). 

Ap,  BaintcE, 


So  bold  a  yuong  imp  HWt  sf^fo  ha  keep, 

So  I*U  part  with  him  now,  while  he's  sound  esJc^ 

Seo  his  arch  little  noee,  how  eharp  "tia  currd, 

His  wmgfi,  too,  eir'n  m  deep  uufuri'd  ; 

And  UiofiB  fingers,  whidi  stiU  ev^r  ready  are  fimnd 

For  mirib  or  for  noiiichicf,  to  tickle,  or  wound 

Ho*H  try  with  hia  tears  yoar  heart  to  beguile, 
But  never  you  mind— ho  a  lauding  all  the  while; 
For  Uttto  he  capes^  so  lie  bu  hk  own  wbhn, 
And  weeping  or  laugliing  are  aJl  one  to  him. 
His  ©yo  ia  as  keen  ma  the  lightniog'ii  flash. 
His  tongue  like  the  ivd  bolt  quick  and  tnah ; 
And  flo  savage  is  he,  that  his  own  dear  mother 
Lt  acarce  more  aafe  in  Ins  hands  th«n  anothcL 

In  short,  to  sum  up  this  dartinga  prals©, 
He*e  a  downiight  pest  in  all  sorts  of  ways ; 
And  if  any  one  wants  such  an  imp  to  employ, 
He  ah  all  have  a  d<;ttd  bargain  of  this  litOe  boy» 
But  see,  the  boy  wakes — his  bright  teara  flow^ 
His  eyc«  seem  to  ask  could  I  eellliim  7  oh  no. 
Sweet  cliitd,  no,  no — though  so  naughty  ycm  be. 
Yon  flhall  live  oTermore  with  my  Jjesbia  and  me- 


TO  WEAVE  A  GARL.\ND  FOR  THE  ROSE. 

feT  TkVLt  THE   iU.f;KTllATf 

To  weave  a  gnHand  for  the  rose, 
And  think  thus  crown'd  'twould  lovelier  be, 
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Thy  beauty,  like  Day,  o'er  the  dull  woild  breaking, 

Brings  life  to  the  heart  it  shines  u*er, 
And,  in  mine,  a  new  feeling  of  happiness  waking 

Made  light  what  was  darkness  before. 
But  mute  is  the  Day's  sunny  glory, 

While  thine  hath  a  voice,'  on  whose  breath, 
More  sweet  than  the  Syren's  sweet  story,' 

My  hopes  hang,  through  life  and  through  death ! 


MY  MOPSA  IS  LITTLE.' 

BT  FHIL0DEHU& 

Mt  Mopsa  is  little,  my  Mopsa  is  brown, 

But  her  cheek  is  as  smooth  as  the  peach's  soft  down. 

And,  for  blushing,  no  rose  can  come  near  her ; 
In  short,  she  has  woven  such  nets  round  my  heart. 
That  I  ne'er  from  my  dear  little  Mopsa  can  part, — 

Unless  I  can  find  one  that's  dearer. 

Her  voice  hath  a  music  that  dwells  on  the  ear. 
And  her  eye  from  itK  orb  gives  a  daylight  so  clear, 

That  I'm  dazzled  whenever  I  meet  her ; 
Her  ringlets,  so  curly,  are  Cupid's  own  net, 
And  her  lips,  oh  their  sweetness  I  ne'er  shall  for- 
get— 

Tin  I  light  upon  lips  that  are  sweeter. 

But  'tis  not  her  beauty  that  charms  me  alone, 
'Tis  her  mind,  'tis  that  language  whose  eloquent 
tone 

From  the  depths  of  the  grave  could  revhre  one : 
In  short,  here  I  swear,  that  if  death  were  her  doom, 
I  would  instanly  join  my  dead  love  in  the  tomb— 

Unless  I  could  meet  with  a  live  one. 


STILL,  LIKE  DEW  IN  SILENCE  FALL- 
ING.* 

BT  MELEAOBR. 

Still,  like  dew  in  silence  falling, 
Drops  for  thee  the  nightly  tear ; 

StOl  that  voice  the  past  recallmg, 
Dwells,  like  echo,  on  my  ear. 
Still,  still! 

>  H/ian  yap  no  fiyy^f  hfioitov,  oAXa  to  ntv  irov 

AfBoYYW, 

>  Z«  ^  tfioi  KM  TO  XaXi7/ia  ^tptts 
Eiivot  TO  Zctpurcav  yX9KV€p(aTtpov. 

•  MiMif  Ktu  /tfXaMvra  ^t\iv9to». 

Ap.  BauiiCK.  z. 


Day  and  night  the  npeU  hangs  o'er  me, 

Here  forever  fix'd  thou  ait ; 
As  thy  form  first  shone  before  me. 

So  'tis  graven  on  this  heart, 
Deep,  deep ! 

Love,  oh  Love,  whose  bitter  sweetneos, 
Dooms  me  to  this  lasting  pain, 

Thou  who  cam'st  with  so  much  fleetnea, 
Why  so  slow  to  go  again?* 
Why?  why? 


UP,  SAILOR  BOY,  'TIS  DAY. 

Up,  sailor  boy,  'tis  day ! 

The  west  wind  blowing. 

The  spring  tide  flowing. 
Summon  thee  hence  away. 
Didst  thou  not  hear  yon  soaring  swallow  sing? 
Chiip,  chirp, — ^m  every  note  he  seem'd  to  say 
'Tis  Spring,  'tis  Spring. 
Up,  boy,  away, — 
Who'd  stay  on' land  to-day  ? 

The  very  flowers 

Would  from  their  bowea 
Delight  to  wing  away ! 

Leave  languid  youths  to  pine 

On  silken  pillows. 

But  be  the  biUows 
Of  the  great  deep  thine. 
Hark,  to  the  sail  the  breeze  singly  ^  Let  mtff 
While  soft  the  sail,  replying  to  the  [ 
Says,  with  a  yieldmg  sigh, 
"  Yes,  where  you  please." 
Up,  boy !  the  wmd,  the  ray. 

The  blue  sky  o'er  thee, 

The  deep  before  thee. 
All  cry  aloud,  "  Away !" 


IN  MYRTLE  WREATH& 

BT  ALCJnTBL 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  8w<»d  TU  cover, 
Like  them  of  old  whose  one  immortal  blow 

Struck  off  the  galling  fetters  that  hmig  over 
Their  own  bright  land,  and  laid  her  tyzent  knr. 

*  Ami  not  ivvst  /itv  tv  ovmtv  nx^t  E|p«M«(. 

Apw  Beuboe.  lUL 

•  a  wTwoi^  nil  Ml  roT*  sfiKTtuBti  fiof,  Efmnu 
Oi^ar*,  aawrmvai  fi  ov^  haov  c^xtwrc 
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68,  lored  HumodiiM^  thoo'rt  undying; 

Stm  midst  the  bnve  and  ine, 
1  'uies,  o'er  ocean  lying, 

Thy  home  shall  ever  be. 

Leap'd  forth  like  flame,  the  midnight  banquet  bright- 
'nmg. 

And  m  the  dust  a  despot  victim  laid. 
Blest  youths,  how  bright  in  Freedom's  story 

Your  wedded  names  shall  be ; 
A  tyrant's  death  your  glory. 

Your  meed,  a  nation  free ! 

UNPUBLISHED  SONGS, 

ETC. 

ASK  NOT  IF  STn.Ti  I  LOVE. 

Ask  not  if  Btm  I  love, 

Too  plain  these  eyes  have  told  thee ; 
Too  wdl  their  tears  must  prove 

How  near  and  dear  I  hold  thee. 
If,  where  the  brightest  shine. 
To  see  no  form  but  thine. 
To  feel  that  earth  can  show 

No  Uia  above  thee/— 
If  this  be  love,  then  know 

Yet  still,  though  false,  believe 
That  I  adore  thee,  yes,  still  adoM  thee. 

Thmk'st  thou  that  aught  but  death  could  end 

A  tie  not  falsehood's  self  can  rend? 

No,  when  alone,  far  off  I  die, 

No  more  to  see,  no  more  oaiess  thee, 

Ev'n  then,  my  life's  last  sigh 

Shall  be  to  bless  thee,  yes,  still  to  bleas  thee. 

That  thus,  that  thus,  I  love  thee. 

Tie  not  in  pleasure's  idle  hour 

That  thou  canst  know  affection's  pow'r: 

No,  try  its  strength  in  grief  or  pain ; 

Attempt,  as  now,  its  bonds  to  sever. 
Thonit  find  true  love's  a  chain 

That  binds  forever! 

^    UNBIND  THEE,  LOVK 

Unbind  thee,  love,  unbind  thee,  love. 

From  those  dark  ties  unbind  thee ; 
Though  fairest  hand  the  chain  hath  wove, 

Too  long  its  links  have  twined  thee. 
Away  from  earth ! — ^thy  wings  were  made 

In  yon  mid-sky  to  hover, 
With  earth  beneath  their  dove-like  shade. 

And  heaVn  all  radiant  over. 

Awake  thee,  boy,  awake  thee,  boy. 

Too  long  thy  soul  is  sleeping ; 
And  thou  may'st  from  this  minute's  joy 

Wake  to  eternal  weepmg. 
Ob,  think,  this  worid  is  not  for  thee ; 

Though  hard  its  links  to  sever ; 
Though  sweet  and  bright  and  dear  they  be. 

Break,  or  thou'rt  lost  forever. 

DEAR?   YES. 

Dear?  yes,  though  mine  no  more, 
EVn  this  but  makes  thee  dearer ; 

And  love,  ance  hope  is  o'er. 
But  draws  thee  nearer. 

Change  as  thou  wilt  to  me. 
The  same  thy  charm  must  be ; 
New  loves  may  come  to  weave 
Their  witch'ry  o'er  hee. 
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THERE'S  SOMETHING  STRANGE. 
(A  Buffo  Song.) 

There's  something  strange,  I  know  not  what. 

Come  o'er  me, 
Some  phantom  IVe  forever  got 

Before  me. 
I  look  on  high^  and  in  the  sky 

'Tis  shining ; 
On  earth,  its  light  with  all  things  bright 

Seems  twining. 
In  vain  I  try  this  goblm's  spells 

To  sever ; 
Go  where  I  will,  it  round  me  dwells 

Forever. 

And  then  what  tricks  by  day  and  night 

It  plays  me ; 
In  ev'ry  shape  the  wicked  i^rite 

Waylays  me. 
Sometimes  like  two  bright  eyes  of  blue 

*Tis  glancing ; 
Sometimes  like  feet,  in  fdippers  neat, 

Comes  dancing. 
By  whispers  round  of  every  sort 

I'm  taunted. 
Nevo*  vas  mortal  man,  in  t^srt, 

So  haunted. 


NOT  FROM  THER 

Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  cony, 

No,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom, 

So  not  from  thee ! 
Cold  triumph !  first  to  make 

This  heart  thy  own ; 
And  then  the  mirror  break 
Where  fix'd  thou  shin'st  alone. 
Not  from  thee  the  wound  should  come. 

Oh,  not  from  thee. 
I  care  not  what,  or  whence,  my  doom. 

So  not  from  thee. 

Yet  no — ^my  lips  that  wish  recall ; 

From  thee,  from  thee — 
If  ruin  o'er  this  head  must  fall, 

•Twili  welcome  be. 
Here  to  the  blade  I  bare 

This  faithful  heart; 


Wound  deep— tiiou'It  find  that  there, 

In  every  pulse  thou  art 
Yes,  from  thee  Til  bear  it  all: 

If  ruin  be 
The  doom  that  o'er  this  heart  most  fall, 

•Twere  sweet  from  the© 


GUESS,  GUESS. 

I  ijove  a  maid,  a  mystic  maid, 

Whose  fona  no  eyes  but  mine  can  see ; 
She  comes  in  light,  she  comes  in  shade. 

And  beautiful  in  both  is  she. 
Her  shape  in  dreams  I  oft  behold, 

And  oft  she  whispers  in  my  ear 
Such  words  as  when  to  others  told, 

Awakp  the  sigh,  or  wring  the  tear  ;— 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she, 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 

I  find  the  lustre  of  her  brow. 

Come  o'er  me  in  my  darkest  ways ; 
And  feel  as  if  her  voice,  eVn  now. 

Were  echoing  far  off  my  lays. 
There  is  no  scene  of  joy  or  wo 

But  she  doth  gild  with  influence  bright; 
And  shed  o'er  all  so  rich  a  glow. 

As  makes  ev'n  tears  seem  full  of  fight: 
Then  guess,  guess,  who  she. 
The  lady  of  my  love,  may  be. 


WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RULED. 

When  Love,  who  ruled  as  Admiral  o*er 
His  rosy  mother's  isles  of  light. 

Was  cruising  off  the  Paphian  shore, 
A  sail  at  sunset  hove  in  sight 

"  A  chase,  a  chase!  my  Cupids  aU," 

Said  Love,  the  httle  AdmiraL 

Aloft  the  winged  sailors  sprung, 
And,  swarmmg  up  the  mast  like  beei^ 

The  snow-white  sails  expanding  flung, 
Like  broad  magnolias  to  the  bieeia. 

"  Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  my  Cupids  all !" 

Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

The  chase  was  o'er-^the  bark  was  caan^ 
The  wingred  crew  her  freight  i 
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Mmd  *twif  just  as  Loyo  had  thougfaty 
all  was  contraband  aboard, 
ize,  a  prize,  my  Cupids  aft  !** 
iOTO,  the  little  Admiral. 

tow'd  in  many  a  package  there, 
I  labelled  slyly  o'er,  as  "  GlaaB,** 
lots  of  all  th'  illegal  ware, 
e's  Custom-House  forbids  to  pass, 
baul,  o'erhaol,  my  Cupids  all," 
iove,  the  little  Adntural. 

curls  they  found,  of  every  hue, 
h  rosy  blushes  ready  made  ; 
peth  of  ivory,  good  as  new, 
veterans  in  the  smiling  trade. 
10,  ho  ho,  my  Cupids  all," 
iOve,  the  little  ABmiraL 

sighs,  too, — ^kept  in  bags  for  use, 

e  breezes  bought  of  Lapland  seen, — 

eady  here  to  be  let  loose, 

en  wanted,  in  young  spinsters*  ean. 

tia,  ha  ha,  my  Cupids  all," 

jOve,  the  liitle  Admiral. 

papers  next  on  board  were  found, 
m  invoices  of  flames  and  darts, 
sedly  for  Paphos  bound, 
meant  for  Hymen*s  golden  marts, 
shame,  for  shame,  my  Cupids  all !" 
[jOve,  the  little  Admiral. 

still  to  every  fraud  awake, 

we  pirates  all  Love's  signals  kneW; 

loisted  ofl  his  flag,  to  make 

h  wards  and  heiresses  bring-to} 

>e,  a  foe,  my  Cupids  all !" 

liove,  the  little  Admiral 

i  must  not  be,"  the  boy  exclaims, 
1  vain  I  rule  the  Paphian  seas, 
x>ve*s  and  Beauty's  sovereign  namet 
re  lent  to  cover  frauds  like  these. 
Kirc,  prepare,  my  Cupids  all  !** 
>>ve,  the  little  Admiral 

Cupid  stood  with  lighted  match — 
iroadtnde  struck  the  smuggling  foe, 
wept  the  whole  unhallow'd  batch 
falsehood  to  the  depths  below. 
;za,  huzza !  my  Cupids  all  !** 
Ltts,  the  little  Admiral 


Bkoio-to,  to  check  the  eoone  of  a  ihlpi**— IW* 


STILL  THOU  FLIEST. 

Still  thou  flieet,  and  still  I  woo  thee. 

Lovely  phantom, — all  in  vain ; 
Restless  ever,  my  thoughts  pursue  thee. 

Fleeting  ever,  thou  mock'st  their  pain. 
Such  doom,  of  old,  that  youth  betided. 

Who  woo'd,  he  thought,  some  angel's  charmf, 
But  found  a  cloud  that  from  him  glided, — 

As  thou  dost  from  these  outstretch'd  arms. 

Scarce  Fve  said,  "  How  fair  thou  ahinest," 

Ere  thy  light  hath  vanish'd  by  ; 
And  'tis  when  thou  look'st  divmest 

Thou  art  still  more  sure  to  fly. 
Ev'n  as  the  lightnmg,  that,  dividing 

The  clouds  of  night,  saith,  "  Look  on  me," 
Then  flits  ogam,  its  i^lendor  hiding, — 

Ev'n  such  the  glimpse  I  catch  of  thee. 


THEN  FIRST  FROM  LOVE 

Then  first  frt>m  Love,  in  Nature's  bow'rs. 

Did  Painting  learn  her  fairy  skill. 
And  cull  the  hues  of  loveliest  flow'is, 

To  picture  woman  lovelier  still 
For  vain  was  every  radiant  hue. 

Till  Passion  lent  a  soul  to  art. 
And  taught  the  painter,  ere  tie  drew, 

To  fix  the  model  in  his  heart 

Thus  smooth  his  toil  awhile  went  on, 

l^ill,  lo,  one  touch  his  art  defies ; 
The  brow,  the  lip,  the  blushes  shone. 

But  who  could  dare  to  paint  those  eyes  7 
'Twas  all  in  vain  the  painter  strove  ; 

So  turning  to  that  boy  divme, 
**  Here  take,"  he  said,  *'  the  pencil.  Love, 

"  No  hand  should  paint  such  eyes,  but  thine." 


HUSH,  SWEET  LUTE. 

HoiB,  sweet  Lute,  thy  Bon^p  remmd  me 
Of  past  joys,  now  turn'd  \o  pi&ii  *, 

Of  ties  that  longr  h^ye  ceased  \o  Und  mA* 
But  whose  bunxii||.  iKi»>^  lenoiBu 

In  each  tone,  boioq  Z^\iO  f^aSL^VXi 
On  my  ear  of  j^  ^^o  V^f  \ 
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Ev'ry  note  some  dream  recalleth 
Of  bright  hopes  but  bom  to  die. 

Yet,  sweet  Lute,  though  pam  it  bring  me, 

Once  more  let  thy  numbers  thrill ; 
Though  death  were  in  the  strain  they  smg  me, 

I  must  woo  its  anguish  still. 
Since  no  time  can  e*er  recover 

Love's  sweet  light  when  once  'tis  set,— 
Better  to  weep  such  pleasures  over, 

Than  smDe  o*er  any  left  us  yet 


of 


BRIGHT  MOON. 

Bright  moon,  that  high  in  heav'n  art  shining, 

All  smiles,  as  if  within  thy  bower  to-night 
Thy  own  Endymion  lay  reclining, 

And  thou  wouldst  wake   him   with   a  kiss 
light!— 
By  all  the  bliss  thy  beam  discovers, 

By  all  those  visions  far  too  bright  for  day, 
Which  dreaming  bards  and  waking  lovers 

Behold,  this  night,  beneath  thy  lingering  ray, — 

I  pray  thee,  queen  of  that  bright  heaven, 

Quench  not  to-night  thy  love-lamp  in  the  sea, 
Till  Anthe,  m  this  bow*r,  hath  given 

Beneath  thy  beam,  her  long-vow*d  kiss  to  me. 
Guide  hither,  guide  her  steps  benighted. 

Ere  thou,  sweet  moon,  thy  bashful  crescent  hide ; 
Let  Love  but  in  this  bow'r  be  lighted. 

Then  shroud  in  darkness  all  the  world  beside. 


LONG  YEARS  HAVE  PASS'D. 

Long  years  have  pass'd,  old  friend,  since  we 

Fust  met  in  life*s  young  day  ; 
And  friends  long  loved  by  thee  and  me, 

Since  then  have  dropp'd  away  ; — 
But  enough  remain  to  cheer  us  on. 

And  sweeten,  when  thus  we're  met, 
The  glass  we  fill  to  the  many  gone, 

And  the  few  ^ho're  lefl  us  yet 

Our  locks,  old  friend,  now  thinly  grow. 
And  some  hang  white  and  chill ; 

While  some,  like  flowers  'mid  Autumn's  snow, 
Retain  youth's  color  still. 

And  so,  m  our  hearts,  though  one  by  one, 
Youth's  sonny  hopes  have  set, 


Thank  heav'n,  not  all  their  light  is  gone,- 
We've  some^to  cheer  us  yet 

Then  here's  to  thee,  old  friend,  and  long 

May  thou  and  I  thus  meet, 
To  brighten  still  with  wine  and  song 

This  short  life,  ere  it  fleet 
And  still  as  death  comes  stealing  on. 

Let's  never,  old  friend,  forget, 
EVn  while  we  sigh  o'er  blessings  gone, 

How  many  are  left  us  yet 


DREAMING  FOREVER 

Dreaming  forever,  vamiy  dreammg, 

life  to  the  last  pursues  its  flight ; 
Day  hath  its  visions  fairiy  beamings 

But  false  as  those  of  night 
The  one  illusion,  the  other  real. 

But  both  the  same  brief  dreams  at  last; 
And  when  we  grasp  the  bliss  ideal. 

Soon  as  it  sliines,  'tis  past 

Here,  then,  by  this  dun  lake  reposmg. 

Calmly  I'll  watch,  while  light  and  gloam 
Flit  o'er  its  face  till  night  is  closing — 

Emblem  of  life's  short  doom  ! 
But  though,  by  turns,  thus  dark  and  ehisin^ 

'Tis  still  unlike  man's  changeful  day, 
Whose  hght  returns  not,  once  declining, 

Whose  cloud,  once  come,  wOl  stay. 


THOUGH  UGHTLY  SOUNDS  THE  » 
I  SING. 

A  Song  op  thb  Aim. 

Though  lightly  sounds  the  song  I  sing  to  ihM, 
Though  like  the  lark's  its  soaring  music  be^ 
Thou'lt  find  ev'n  here  some  moemful  note  tU 
How  near  such  April  joy  to  weeping  dwdk 
'Tis  'mong  the  gayest  scenes  that  oft'nest  storf 
Those  sadd'ning  thoughts  we  fear,  yet  km  tii 
And  music  never  half  so  sweet  appears, 
As  when  her  mirth  forgets  itself  in  teaxi. 

Then  say  not  thou  this  Alpine  song  is  gKf^ 
It  comes  from  hearts  that,  like  their  monntsifrl 
Mix  ioy  with  pain,  and  oft  when  pleasurs'skii 
Most  warms  the  surface,  feel  most  sad  bensiti 
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r  beam  in  which  the  snow-wreath  wean 
t  smile  is  that  which  wins  its  tearsi — 
»on*s  pow'r  can  never  lend  the  glow 
'akens  bliss  without  some  touch  of  wo 


THE  RUSSIAN  LOVER. 

ETLT  o*er  the  moonlight  snows 
peed  we  to  my  lady's  bow'r  ; 
a  our  sledge  as  lightning  goes, 
or  shall  stop  till  morning's  hour, 
ht,  my  steed,  the  northern  star 
ights  us  from  yon  jowell'd  skies ; 
,  to  greet  us,  brighter  far, 
[om  shall  bring  my  lady's  eyes. 


Ixnren,  Inll'd  in  soimy  bow'xs. 

Sleeping  oat  their  dream  of  time, 
Know  not  half  the  bliss  that's  ours, 

In  this  snowy,  icy  clime. 
Like  yon  star  Uiat  livelier  gleams 

From  the  froscty  heavens  around, 
Love  himself  the  keener  beams 

When  with  snows  of  coyness  crown'd. 

Fleet  then  on,  my  merry  steed. 

Bound,  my  sledge,  o'er  hill  and  dale ;— 
What  can  match  a  lover's  speed  ? 

See,  'tis  daylight,  breaking  pale ! 
Brightly  hath  Mte  northern  star 

lit  us  from  yon  radiant  skies ; 
But,  behold,  how  brighter  far 

Yonder  shine  my  lady's  eyes  ! 
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eleventh  year  of  the  reign  of  Anrungzebe, 
King  of  the  Lesser  Bucharia,  a  lineal  de- 
from  the  Great  Zingis,  having  abdicated  the 

favor  of  his  son,  set  out  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
le  of  the  Prophet ;  and,  passing  into  India 
the  delightful  valley  of  Cashmere,  rested 
rt  time  at  Delhi  on  his  way.     He  was  en- 

by  Aumngzebe  in  a  style  of  magnificent 
V,  worthy  alike  of  the  visiter  and  the  host, 

particalars  of  the  vlnit  of  the  King  of  Bucharia  to 
be  are  found  in  Doio*s  IlUtory  of  Hindottan^  vol. 

check. 

ulstress  of  Mejnoon,  upon  whose  story  so  many 

%  la  all  the  languages  of  the  East  are  founded. 


and  was  afterwards  escorted  with  the  same  splen- 
dor  to  Surat,  where  he  embarked  for  Arabia.' 
During  the  stay  of  the  Royal  Pilgrim  at  Delhi,  a 
marriage  was  agreed  upon  between  the  Prince,  his 
son,  and  the  youngest  daughter  of  the  Emperor, 
Lalla  Rookh  ;* — a  Princess  described  by  the  poets 
of  her  time  as  more  beautiful  than  Leila,'  Shirine,* 
Dewiidd,*  or  any  of  those  heroines  whose  names 
and  loves  embellish  the  songs  of  Persia  and  Hin- 
dostan.  It  was  intended  that  the  nuptials  should 
be  celebrated  at  Cashmere ;  where  the  young 
King,  as  soon  as  the  cares  of  empire  would  permit, 
was  to  meet,  for  the  fint  time,  bis  lovely  bride* 

« For  the  loves  of  thU  celebrated  \wKQt|  V7\0i  1»M»raa 
and  with  Feiliad,  see  i>*tf«r^^^  ^Kbtai^  OrisatoX  CoUss- 

•  "  The  history  of  the  lovei  nr  l>e^V^  *»^  CbiiM,  <be 
son  of  the  Emperor  Alia,  U  w^T  -«  *^  ^t\8il»^V»«»,\»7 
the  noble  Choaero."— J^h^aJ,/^^ 
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andj  after  a  few  months'  repose  in  that  enchant- 
ing valley,  conduct  her  over  the  snowy  hills  into 
Bucharia. 

The  day  of  Lalla  Rookh's  departure  from  Delhi 
was  as  splendid  as  sunshine  and  pageantry  could 
make  it  The  bazaars  and  baths  were  all  covered 
with  the  richest  tapestry ;  hundreds  of  gilded  barges 
npon  the  Jumna  floated  with  their  banners  shining 
in  the  water ;  while  through  the  streets  groups  of 
beautiful  children  went  strewing  the  most  delicious 
flowers  aroundi  as  in  that  Persian  festival  called  the 
Scattering  of  the  Roses  ;*  till  every  part  of  the  city 
was  as  fragrant  as  if  a  caravan  of  musk  from 
Khoten  had  passed  through  it  The  Princessj  having 
taken  leave  of  her  kind  father,  who  at  parting  hung 
a  cornelian  of  Yemen  round  her  neck,  on  which  was 
inscribed  a  verse  from  the  Koran,  and  having  sent  a 
considerable  present  to  the  Fakirs,  who  kept  up  the 
Perpetual  Iiamp  in  her  sister's  tomb,  meekly  ascended 
the  palankeen  prepared  for  her ;  and,  while  Aurung- 
zebe  stood  to  take  a  last  look  from  his  balcony,  the 
procession  moved  slowly  on  the  road  to  Lahore. 

Seldom  had  the  Eastern  world  seen  a  cavalcade 
so  superb.  From  the  gardens  in  the  suburbs  to  the 
Imperial  palace,  it  was  one  unbroken  line  of  splen- 
dor. The  gallant  appearance  of  the  Rajahs  and 
Mogul  lords,  distinguished  by  those  insignia  of  the 
Emperor's  favor,'  the  feathers  of  the  egret  of  Cash- 
mere in  their  turbans,  and  the  small  silver-rinmied 
kettle-drums  at  the  bows  of  their  saddles ; — ^the  costly 
armor  of  their  cavaliers,  who  vied,  on  this  occasion, 
with  the  guards  of  the  great  Keder  Khan,*  m  the 


1  Gul  Reazee. 

*  "  One  mark  of  honor  or  knighthood  bestowed  by  the 
Kinporor  is  the  permission  to  wear  a  small  kettle-drum  at 
the  bows  of  their  saddles,  whieh  at  first  was  invented  for 
the  training  of  hawks,  and  to  call  thejn  to  the  lore,  and  is 
worn  in  the  field  by  all  sportsmen  to  that  end.**— ^«r*« 
Travels 

**  Those  on  whom  the  King  has  conferred  the  privilege 
mast  wear  an  onament  of  Jewels  on  the  right  side  of 
the  torban,  surmounted  by  a  high  plume  of  the  feathers  of 
a  kind  of  egret  This  bird  is  found  only  in  Caslunere, 
and  the  feathers  are  careAilly  collected  for  the  King,  who 
bestows  them  on  his  nobles.** — Eiphinttone's  Account  of 
Canbni.  . 

*  **  Khedar  Khan,  the  Khakan,  or  King  of  Turquestan,  be- 
yond the  Gihon,  (at  the  end  of  the  eleventh  century,)  when- 
ever he  appeared  abroad  was  preceded  by  set  en  hundred 
h(Nrsemen  with  silver  battle-axes,  and  was  followed  by  an 
equal  number  bearing  maces  of  gold.  He  was  a  great  patron 
of  poetry,  and  it  was  he  who  used  to  preside  at  public  exer- 
dses  of  genius,  with  four  basins  of  gold  and  silver  by  him  to 
distribute  among  the  poets  who  excelled'.'*— i2tcAarJff0ii*# 
Dissertation  prefixed  to  his  Dictionary. 

*  *'  The  knbdeh,  a  large  golden  knob,  generally  in  the  shape 
of  a  pineapple,  on  the  top  of  the  canopy  over  the  Utter  or 
palanqain.**— Seot<*#  Notes  on  the  Bahardanush. 


brightness  of  their  silver  battle-axee  and  the  ma 
of  their  maces  of  gold ; — the  glittering  of  the  gil 
apples^  on  the  tops  of  the  palankeens ; — th 
broidered  trappmgs  of  the  elephants,  bearing  o 
backs  small  turrets,  in  the  shape  of  little  antiqn 
pies,  within  which  the  Ladies  of  Laixa  Rooi 
as  it  were  enshrined ; — the  rose-colored  veils 
Princess's  own  sumptuous  litter,'  at  the  fit>nt  of 
a  fair  young  female  slave  sat  fanning  her  ti 
the  curtains,  with  feathers  of  the  Argus  phe 
wing;*  —  and  the  lovely  troop  of  Tartaiift 
Cashmerian  maids  of  honor,  whom  the  yomii 
had  sent  to  accompany  his  bride,  and  who  I 
each  side  of  the  litter,  upon  small  Arabian  hoi 
all  was  brilliant,  tasteful,  and  magnifioett 
pleased  even  the  critical  and  fastidious  Fadlj 
Great  Nazir  or  Chamberlain  of  the  Haran 
was  borne  m  his  palankeen  immediately  all 
Princess,  and  considered  himself  not  the  lei 
portant  personage  of  the  pageant 

Fadladeen  was  a  judge  of  every  things 
the  pencilling  of  a  Circassian's  eyelids  to  the 
est  questions  of  science  and  literature ;  £ra 
mixture  of  a  conserve  of  rose-leaves  to  the 
position  of  an  epic  poem :  and  such  infiaene 
his  opinion  upon  the  various  tastes  of  the 
that  all  the  cooks  and  poets  of  Delhi  stood  h 
of  him.  His  political  conduct  and  opinions 
founded  upon  that  line  of  Sadi,  —  <*  Shad 
Prince  at  noouday  say,  It  is  night,  dedan 
you  behold  the  moon  and  stars." — ^And  hi 
for  religion,  of  which  Aurungzebe  was  a  a 
cent  protector,''  was  about  as  disinterested  m 


fi  In  the  Poem  of  Zo)iair,  in  the  Moallakat,  them  lit 
lowing  lively  description  of  "a  company  of  maidcai 
on  camels." 

**They  are  mounted  in  carriages  covered  wilh  Mii! 
ings,  and  with  rose-colored  veils,  the  linings  of  wVki 
the  hue  of  crimson  Andem-wood. 

**  When  they  ascend  from  the  bosom  of  the  vals^  fl 
forward  on  the  saddle-cloth,  with  every  maikof  a  vim 
gnyeiy. 

"Now,  when  they  have  reached  the  brink  of  |Si 
gushing  rivulet,  they  fix  the  poles  of  their  teati  Uksti 
with  a  settled  mansion.** 

*  See  Bemitr*s  description  of  the  attendaalKSiBi 
nara-Begum,  in  her  progress  to  Cashmere. 

">  This  hypocritical  Emperor  would  have  ma/deas 
associate  of  certain  Holy  Leagues.—**  He  held  fhicl 
religion  (sa^'s  Dow)  between  his  actions  and  thevdipi 
impiously  thanked  the  Divinity  for  a  siuecess  wUdi  it 
to  his  own  wickedness.  When  he  was  mnrderiafiai 
secuting  his  brothers  and  their  families,  he  was  MM 
magnificent  mosque  at  Delhi,  as  an  offerlag  lo  Got  A 
assistance  to  him  in  the  civil  wan.  He  acted  as  H^l 
at  the  consecration  of  this  temple ;  and  roadeapncMI 
tending  divine  service  there,  in  the  humble  dress  of  aVH 
But  when  he  lifted  one  hand  to  the  Diviaitf,  tae»^ 
other,  signed  warranu  for  the  anaailiiation  of  Us  Mi^ 
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hielln^,  hxnve^rr,  to  aFter  ber  opinion  cm  the  yvry 
.firet  epp«araiiC6  of  Fcaamorz.  Ho  waa  a  jtmth 
about  Laujl  R(>0£ti^B  own  a^,  and  gmceM  aa  th&t 
idol  of  womcD,  CrieliDa«'-~4ncb  Od  ho  ftppoois  to  their 
young'  ima^fiatioiiit  herckic^  benutifulr  brciathiiig  inu'- 
aic  from  h»  ¥ery  eyes,  and  exulting  the  rehj^ou  of 
bv  worBbipp«Ev  lUto  ]ov<^^  Uis  dri^^  was  simple^  yet 
Dot  without  mme  maxka  of  cosHiiimb  ;  and  the  La- 
dies of  the  Princeaa  were  not  long  in  discoveimg 
that  the  ctotb,  which  encircled  lik  high  Taitariati 
c&pt  wtiB  of  Ihe  miMt  ddicato  kind  that  the  ahawl' 
goats  of  Tibet  flUpply*'  Hero  and  iherpj,  t00|  cifver 
hia  veatf  whioh  was  confined  by  a  fioTFcred  girdlo  of 
KashaTt,  hung^  stringa  of  Hao  poarU  dlfposcd  with  on 
air  offiiudiHl  Dc^bgoDCf^ ; — nor  did  tho  exqtusito  tm-^ 
broidery  td  hifl  ciuidiUs  piicapo  tho  obftcryation  of 
Ib^ao  fair  critics ;  who,  bowevor  they  might  givo 
way  to  FAPLAi>tJ!N*  upon  tlie  unimportant  toptca  of 
religion  Mid  govenunent,  had  the  spirit  of  martyfs  in 
orery  thing  relattitg  to  vnch  momentous  mattofa  ai 
jowelB  ajid  ^mbroidory. 

For  the  purpofte  of  ToUoTjng  the  pauscg  of  recita- 
tion by  muaiCf  the  young  Caahmeriau  held  m  his 
band  a  kitar  ; — ?nch  emt  in  old  timea,  tho  Arab  maids 
of  tho  West  naed  to  listen  to  by  moonJight  in  tlio 
gardoDB  of  tho  Alhatnbra — and^  having  premiaedt 
with  muct)  bumUity I  that  tiie  story  he  was  about  to 
relate  was.  fannded  on  the  adwaturtM  of  that  Veiled 
Prophet  of  Khom^san/  wbop  io  the  year  of  tho  Ile- 
gira  163,  created  such  alami  thioujjhout  tho  Eastern 
Empire,  made  an  obeisance  to  the  Princess,  and  thus 
bognn^ 


i  The  IndlAB  A|h>I1d.— ^'  Hv  nod  Iba  three  &4inat  am  de- 
■riilied  atyoatht  of  perrctlljea,ufy;  tLa4  ihc  iirititeiwpi  of 
HJQdUBiaa  w«n  i&LI  pu«.loa]itf  l^ln  love  n'Uh  Chrtihiia«\¥ho 
eonUnnai  Vt  this  hcmr  iba  tJin-Hng  Gcx]  or  the  Inilkn  wooiea^" 
—«*>  Pfl  Jemeti  on  the  Godi  ofGrwcD,  l(ii!y%  aod  Indiii. 

■  Se«  Tttrntft  Emb»d»y  far  ^  description  of  ibis  anLmnl^ 
"tho  moit  bei&iitlfEil  npinn^  tfap  whole  triba  of  goatt/*  Tba 
piaLcriat  foff  the  «bawli  (which  ii  Ciurtcd  to  Ciuhtncre}  is 
fooml  n^tt  ihb  ikla* 

■  For  tlic  real  liiilDry  of  this  tmpoElcir,  whr>«o  orl^naL 
uriiii'-'  wji»  Hakem  ben  llnnchenit  and  who  ima  calk-d  Wo- 
eannn  rmm  the  veil  ofsLlwriratise  (Of ,  a^  othtn  tnf ,  goidfsu} 
wMf  li  he  hi  way*  wore,  mo  D'^litrhdoi, 

i  KhctrAftian  ikplfte*,  In  the  otd  fVreSiLn  Inor^NT^t  Ffor- 
Incf  tir  Region  of  the  San.— -AVr  W^  JnntE, 

B  "  Th9  fmLtk  of  Meru  ar«  flncf  thfin  tWoff  of  any  oLhet 
plrice ,  sad  oaa  ennnot  t«e  ia  aay  other  city  inch  payees 
wHb  proifM,  aad  flroaias,  and  gufdens .'*—£»»  BmukaTM 
Gt'oetiiphy. 

'  Ono  of  the  loyil  cttin  vl  Khonuao, 


In  that  dehghtfnt  Ftt^vlDej^  of  the  S\m^ 
Tlio  iixsC  of  Pt'rsian  lands  he  shui«fi  upon^ 
Where  aU  the  lovelier  child reu  of  bia  beauty 
Flowerets  and  frnit^,  blurii  ovt^r  eVry  Btreaaip* 
And,  ftvirecrt  uf  all  etreama,  the  MuifbA  mvm 
Among  MsaouV  bright  palaeca  and  groTf*; — 
Tliero  on  that  t!imn^,  to  which  the  blind  bebef 
Of  millioua  nused  him,  sat  the  Propbet^Quef, 
The  Gruat  Mosamua^     O^er  bis  features  hnag 
Tljo  Veil,  the  Silver  Veil,  which  be  had  flnng 
In  men^y  there » to  hue  b^m.  moitU  eigbt 
His  daxzUng  brow,  tlU  man  could  bear  ita  bght 
Fofi  far  \tm  lumiuoiiST  bis  votariea  ^d, 
Were  e:V*n  tho  gkamB,  miracalonbly  shed 
0\i  Mo(;b9a V  cheek/  when  down  the  Motmt  tfeft 

trod, 
Alt  glowing  from  tho  presence  of  hta  God  \ 

On  either  mde,  with  ready  hearta  and  baiuH 
Hia  chosen  guard  of  bold  BelioTers  standi ; 
Young  fire-eyed  difTpntanfja,  who  deem  their  fmn^ 
On  points  of  faith,  more  eloquent  than  fctmb; 
And  auch  their  zeal,  there^a  not  a  youth  with  bnnsl 
Uplifted  theroi  but,  at  the  CliieTs  commaiid, 
Would  niuke  bla  own  deiroted  heart  its  aheiilhi 
Ajid  blca?  the  lipei  that  doom*d  m  dear  a  diuilh! 
la  hatred  to  the  Caliph's  hue  of  night/ 
Their  vesture,  hclma  and  all,  i»  anowy  white  \ 
Their  weajjoriB  varioua— jpomo  equipped,  fwr^ieed* 
With  javoliua  of  the  light  Kathaian  reed  j* 
Or  bows  of  btijQalo  horn  and  shining  qinven 
Fiird  with  the  stetns^^  that  bloom  on  Iillk's  rkvisi;* 
While  some,  for  welt's  more  terribly  atta^ksi 
Wield  the  bu^e  mace  and  pond^rotj^  battle«aiaj 
And  as  they  wave  aloft  in  momtng's  tjeam 
The  miLk-while  plnmage  of  their  helms,  they  seiiii 


i  "Sea  d'tsciplBA  asstufotenl  qu'U  ae  couttdIE  b  «1i^  | 
pour  bin  pa}  eitkEUrcciiKqnl  L'A]]|)R>cboleat  pa^ractAidfJCt  \ 
^itiife  tJiinine  Moy«e." — iyHerh€UU 

I  DlFutlr  WM  the  crjlfM-adoiitPd  by  the  Cattpht  of  lb?  t 
tif  AbtkiiSt  In  their  Bitrmeali,  tarbaai.  a  ad  itindiu^«^"tl  j 
ttiiit  rematqQFjr  icl  toacbant  lei  hntjiu  b|&iic4  Aib^  dliciid^  | 
<ja  IJakem,  que  X^  cookur  dei  iifthits,  dc3  ^QiO'iim  at  idn 
^tendarlE  deai  Klitilir^^j  Abfis^idoj  £lAn(  la  do!o^  C4  chef  da 
Ei^t>€tLe9  no  poDvoU  poa  cbaliJT  anp  qae  1b]  fi^t  plas  oyp***." 

v  "  Our  diurk  ^TeLLRi,  elqUJallely  wraitf bt  of  Elwtkilu  j 
j^.M,  it^iiiilcr  nnd  deltcate."— J*of»t  »f  ^mm* 
n  FLcbula,  used  oDciently  for  arrt>wa  by  th@  I 
13  The  Persians  call  tbL«  [dan I  Ga2.  Tliecek 
orhfuDdlar^  ene  of  ibeir  An{^leni  hes^eSp  wai  ami* af  I 
"  Nothlttg  can  b«  more  bonatlhil  Than  the  appHtuMOf ' 
plfint  la  flower  liurldj*  tha  mlns  on  thi?  hnaks  of  rirtfi;,  Wl 
L(  Is  a»an11y  Inti^rM oven  wUh  a  lovely  tt^inlng  tisctepiaft. 
SiV  jr.  J*m€t*  Botanical  Obtervfttiom  (m  SeUicd  ladtaa  Flal 
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Low  as  young  Azim  knelt,  that  motley  crowd 
Of  all  earth's  nations  sunk  the  knee  and  bow*d, 
Witli  slioi^ts  of"  Alla  !''  echoing  long  and  loud ; 
>Miilo  high  in  air,  above  the  Prophet's  head, 
Hundreds  of  banners,  to  the  sunbeam  spread. 
Waved,  like  the  wings  of  the  white  birds  that  fan 
The  flying  throne  of  star-taught  Soliman.' 
Then  thus  he  spoke : — "  Stranger,  though  new  the 

frame 
"  Thy  soul  inhabits  now,  I've  track'd  its  flame 
"  For  many  an  age,*  in  ev'ry  chance  and  cliange 
"  Of  that  existence,  through  whoso  varied  range, — 
"As  tlii\>ugh  a  torch-race,  where,  from  hand  to 

hand 
"  The  flying  youths  transmit  tlieir  shining  brand, 
"  From  frame  to  frame  the  unextiuguisliM  soul 
"  Rapidly  passes,  till  it  reach  the  goal ! 

"  Nor  think  'tis  only  the  gross  Spirits,  warm'd 
"  With  duskier  fire  and  for  earth's  medium  fomi'd, 
*<  That  run  this  course: — Beings,  the  most  divine, 
"  Thus  deign  tlirough  dark  mortality  to  shine. 
"  Such  was  the  Essence  that  in  Adam  dwelt, 
"  To  which   all   Heav*n,   except  the  Proud  One, 

knelt:" 
"  Such  the  refined  Intelligence  that  glow'd 
"  In   Moussa'b^   frame, — and,    thence  descending, 

flow'd 
"  Through  many  a  Prophet's  breast ; ' — in  Isba" 

shone, 
"  And  in  Moiummed  bum'd ;  till,  hast'niug  on, 
"  (As  a  bright  river  that,  from  fall  to  fall 
*'  In  mauy  a  maze  descending,  bright  through  all, 
"  Finds  some  fair  region  where,  each  labyrinth  pass'd, 
"  In  one  full  lake  of  light  it  rests  at  last,) 
"  That  Holy  Spirit,  settling  calm  and  free 
"  From  lapse  or  shadow,  centres  all  in  me  I" 

Again,  throughout  th' assembly  at  these  words, 
Thousands  of  voices  rung :  the  warriors'  swords 
Were  pointed  up  to  heaven ;  a  sudden  wind 
In  th'  open  banners  play'd,  and  from  behind 


1  ThU  wonderfal  Throne  was  called  The  Star  of  the  Genii. 
For  a  full  descripUon  of  it,  see  the  Fmgnient,  translated  by 
Captain  Franklin,  from  a  Persian  MS.  entitled  "  The  History 
of  Jerusalem."  Oriental  Coliectioni,  vol.  I.  p.  SOS.— When 
Solinian  travelled,  the  eastern  writers  say,  "  He  had  n  car- 
pet of  inreen  silk  on  which  his  throne  was  placed,  being  of 
a  prodigious  length  and  breadth,  and  sufficient  for  all  his 
forces  to  stand  upon,  the  men  placing  themselves  on  his 
right  hand,  and  the  spirits  on  his  left;  and  that  when  all 
were  in  order,  the  wind,  at  his  command,  took  up  the  car- 
pet and  transported  it,  with  all  that  were  upon  it,  wherever 
lie  pleased ;  the  army  of  birds  at  the  same  time  flying  over 
their  beads,  and  foruiing  a  kind  of  canopy  to  shade  them 
flrom  the  son."— Sa/e*«  Koran,  vol.  11.  p.  314,  note. 

*  The  transniigratloa  of  souLs  was  one  of  his  doctrines.— 
Vide  D'HtrhdoU 


Those  Persian  hangings,  that  but  ill  conid  acreeii 
The  Haram's  lovellnen,  white  hands  wero  wen 
Waving  embroider'd  scarves,  whose  motion  gave 
A  perfume  forth — like  those  the  Hooris  wave 
When    beck'uing    to   their   bow'n    th'  immortal 
Brave. 

<<But  these,"  poimied  the  Chief,  «are  tniths 
sublime, 
"  That  claim  a  holier  mood  and  calmer  time 
"  Than  earth  allows  us  now ; — this  sword  most  fiat 
"  The  darkling  prison-house  of  Mankind  bunt, 
*<  Ere  Peace  can  visit  them,  it  Truth  iet  In 
"  Her  wakening  daylight  on  a  wurid  of  sin. 
"  But  then,— celestial  wairion,  then,  when  aO 
"  Earth's  shrines  and  thrones  before  oor  banner  faD; 
"  When  the  glad  Slave  shall  at  these  feet  kty  down 
*<  His  broken  chain,  the  tyrant  Lord  his  crown, 
"  The  Priest  his  book,  the  Conqnoror  his  wreath, 
"  And  from  the  lips  of  Truth  one  mighty  breath 
"  Shall,  like  a  whirlwind,  scatter  in  its  breeze 
"  That  whole  dark  pile  of  human  mockeries ; — 
"  Then  shall  the  reign  of  mind  commence  on  earth, 
**  And  starting  fresh  as  from  a  second  biitht 
"  Man,  in  the  sunshine  of  the  world's  new  wpuag, 
"  Shall  walk  transparent,  like  some  holy  thing! 
"  Then,  too,  your  Prophet  from  his  angel  brow 
"  Shall  cast  the  Veil  that  hides  its  sfdendoB  noir, 
*<  And  gladden'd  Earth  shall,  throogh  her  wids  ex- 
panse, 
«  Bask  in  the  glories  of  this  countenance! 


"  For  thee,  yomig  warrior,  welcome  !< 

yet 
**  Some  tasks  to  learn,  some  frailties  to  forge<» 
**  Ere    the  whito  war-jdiune  o*er  thy  brav  cai 

wave ; — 
"  But,  once  my  own,  nune  all  till  gi  the  giaTeT 

The  pomp  is  at  an  end — the  crowds  are 
Each  ear  and  heart  still  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  that  deep  voice,  which  thriU'd  like  AuA*t 


*  "And  when  we  said nnto the angeU.  Wonkl^ i'* 
they  all  worshipped  him,  except  EUis,  (Lodftr,)  vktv 
fused.*'— TTkfl  Koran,  chap.  IL 

<  Moses. 

*  This  is  according  to  D*Herbelot*s  aceoaat  of  ik>^ 
trines  of  Mokanna :— *<  Sa  doctrine  ^toit,  qoe  Hit  **' 
pris  nno  forme  et  figure  homaine,  dcpolt  <|«1U  ^  '*' 
mandd  aux  Angcs  d*adoror  Adam,  la  pnvaa  4et  k«^ 
Qu*aprds  la  mort  d*Adam,  Dlen  4uAt  appani  '^Jt 
figure  de  plusicurs  Proph^tes,  et  aarres  grands  hMa**^ 
avoitcholsis.  jusqu'i  ce  quMl  priteelle  d'Aba  *'**JJ|J 
d«  Khorassan,  lequel  professolt  rerreur  dela  Tagj!*!: 
ou  M^tempsychose ;  et  qa*apr4t  la  mort  de  ce  P^^ 
Divinity  «toit  paas^e,  et 

*  Jesus. 
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Tlie  Eastern  wodd,  in  every  region  Ueaa^d 

With  woman's  smile,  sought  out  its  loveliest, 

To  gtase  that  galaxy  of  lips  and  eyes 

Which  the  VeiPd  Prophet  destined  for  the  skies : — 

And  such  quick  welcome  as  a  spark  receives 

Dropp'd  on  a  bed  of  Autumn's  withered  leaves, 

Did  every  tale  of  tliese  enthusiasts  find 

In  the  wild  maiden's  sorrow-blighted  mind. 

All  fire  at  once  tlio  madd'ning  zeal  she  caught ; — 

Elect  of  Paradise  !  blest,  rapturous  thought ! 

Pr^estmed  bride,  in  heaven's  eternal  dome. 

Of  some  brave  youth — ha!   durst  they  say  "of 

some?" 
No— of  the  one,  one  only  object  traced 
In  her  heart's  core  too  deep  to  be  effaced  ; 
The  one  whose  mem'ry,  fresh  as  life,  is  twined 
With  every  broken  link  of  her  lost  mind ; 
Whose    image    lives,    though    Reason's   self    be 

wreck'd, 
Safe  'mid  the  ruins  of  her  intellect ! 

Alas,  poor  Zeuca  !  it  needed  all 
The  fantasy,  which  held  thy  mind  in  tlirall, 
To  see  in  that  gay  Haram's  glowing  maids 
A  shaded  colony  for  Eden*s  shades  ; 
Or  dream  that  he, — of  whoso  unholy  flame 
Thou  wcrt  too  soon  the  victim, — shining  came 
From  Paradise,  to  people  its  pure  spliere 
With  souls  like  thine,  which  he  hath  ruin'd  here ! 
No^had  not  reason's  light  totally  set, 
And  left  tliee  dark,  thou  hadst  an  amulet 
In  the  loved  image,  graven  on  ttiy  heart. 
Which  would  have  saved  thee  from  the  tempter's  art. 
And  kept  alive,  in  all  its  bloom  of  breath. 
That  purity,  whose  fading  is  love's  death  ! — 
But  lost,  i.:^amed, — a  restless  zeal  took  place 
Of  the  mild  virgin's  still  and  feminine  grace ; 
First  of  Uie  Prophet's  favorites,  proudly  first 
In    zeal     and     charms, — too    well     th'   Impostor 

nursed 
Her  soul's  delirium,  in  whose  active  flame, 
Thus  lighting  up  a  young,  luximant  frame. 
He  saw  more  potent  sorceries  to  bind 
To  his  dark  yoke  the  spirits  of  mankind, 
More  subtle  chains  than  hell  itself  e'er  twined. 
No  art  was  spared,  no  witch'ry  ; — ail  the  skill 
His  demons  taught  him  was  empioy'd  to  fill 
Her  mind  witli  gloom  and  ecstasy  by  turns — 
That  gloom,  through  which   Phrensy  but  fiercer 

burns; 
That  ecstasy,  which  from  the  depth  of  sadness 
Glares  like  the  maniac's  moon,  whose  light  is  mad- 
ness! 

"Twas  from  a  brilliant  banquet,  where  the  sound 
Of  poesy  and  music  breathed  around. 


Together  pictHiing  to  her  mmd  and  ear 

The  glories  of  that  heav'n,  her  destined  qihere. 

Where  all  was  pure,  where  every  stain  that  1^ 

Upon  the  spirit's  light  should  pass  away. 

And,  realizinj^  mot^  than  youthful  love 

E'er  wish'd  or  dream'd,  she  should  forever  rofe 

Through  fields  of  fragrance  by  her  Azuf*s  nde. 

His  owu  bless'd,  piuified,  eternal  bride  ! — 

'Twos  from  a  scene,  a  witching  trance  like  thk. 

He  hurried  her  away,  yet  breathing  bUas, 

To    the    dim    charnel-house ; — through     all    ili 

steams 
Of  damp  and  death,  led  only  by  those  {^eomi 
Which  foul  Corruption  lights,  as  with  design 
To  show  the  gay  and  proud  sAe  too  can  shine— 
And,  passing  on  through  upright  ranks  of  Dead* 
Which  to  the  maiden,  doubly  crazed  by  dread, 
Seem'd,  through  the  bluish  death-light  loona  then 

cast. 
To  move  their  lips  in  mutt'riiigi  ob  ane  passed — 
There,  in  that  awful  place,  when  each  had  quaflTd 
And  pledged  in  silence  such  a  fSearful  draught. 
Such— oh !  the  look  and  taste  of  that  red  bowl 
Will  haunt  her  till  she  dies— he  bound  her  soul 
By  a  dark  oath,  in  hell's  own  language  framed 
Never,  while  earth  his  mystic  presence  daim'd, 
While  Uie  blue  arch  of  day  hung  o'er  them  boUi^ 
Never,  by  that  all-imprecating  oath. 
In  joy  or  sorrow  from  his  side  to  sever^ — 
She  swore,  and  the  wide  chamel  echoed, "  NevWi 

never !" 

^rom  that  dread  hour,  entirely,  wildly  giv^ 
To  him  and— she  believed,  lost  maid ! — to  beav^; 
Her  brain,  her  heart,  her  passioufl  all  inflntirMM^ 
How  proud  she  stood,  when  in  full  Haram  named 
The   Priestess   of   the    Faith  !--bow   fladi'd  kr 

eyes 
With  light,  alas,  that  was  not  of  the  dues, 
When^und,  ^  trances,  only  lew  than  hen 
She  saw  the  Haram  kneel,  her  pmlnte 

pere. 
Well  might  Mokanna  think  that  form  akiie 
Had  spells  enough  to  make  the  world  his  ovB}— 
Light,  lovely  limbs,  to  which  the  qMrit's  pUy 
Gave  motion,  air)'  as  the  dancing  spray. 
When  from  its  stem  the  small  bird  wings  away: 
Lips  in  whose  rosy  labyrinth,  when  she  smikd, 
The  soul  was  lost ;  and  blushes,  swift  and  wU 
As  are  the  momentary  meteon  sent 
Across  th'  uncalm,  but  beauteous  firmamcst. 
And  tlien  her   look— oh !    where's  the  bMii  * 


Could  unbewilder'd  meet  those  matehksi 
Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  exqnWte  witbal» 
Like  those  of  angels,  just  befoce  their  M 


ISJ«? 

bal, 
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iow*d  whh  the  Bhames  of  earth  —  now 

He'd 

we  of  the  HeaVn  her  heart  had  lost ; 

riance  there  broke,  without  coiitroI» 

es  of  a  bright,  but  troubled  sdul, 

Qsibility  still  wildly  pla/d, 

ning,  round  the  ruins  it  had  made ! 

en  was  now  young  Zeuca — so  changed 
who,  some  years  since,  delighted  ranged 
nd  groves  that  shade  Bokhara's  tide, 
id  bliflB,  with  AziM  by  her  side,! 
was  she  now,  this  festal  day, 
lid  the  proud  Divan's  dazzling  array, 
1  of  that  Youth  whom  she  had  loved, 
as  dead,  before  her  breathed  and  moved ; — 
right,  she  thought,  as  if  firom  Eden's  track 
vBy  trodden,  he  had  wander'd  back 
earth,  gUst'ning  with  Eden's  light— 
teous  AziM  shone  before  her  sight 

ion !  who  shall  say  what  spells  renew, 
St  we  look  for  it,  thy  broken  clew  I 
what  small  vistas  o'er  the  darken'd  brain, 
lectual  day-beam  bursts  again ; 
,  like  forts,  to  which  beleaguerers  wm 
for  entrance  through  some  friend  within, 
'  idea,  wakeu'd  in  the  breast 
ry'a  magic,  lets  hi  all  the  rest 
were  thus,  unhappy  giri,  with  thee ! 
rh  light  came,  it  came  but  partially ; 

0  show  the  maze,  in  which  thy  sense 

1  about, — but  not  to  guide  it  thence ; 

0  glimmer  o'er  the  yawning  wave, 

}  point  the  harbor  which  might  save, 
delight  and  peace,  long  left  behind, 
t  dear  form  came  rushing  o'er  her  mind ; 
to  think  how  deep  her  soul  hod  gono 

and  falsehood  since  those  moments  shone ; 
I,  her  oath — there  madness  lay  again, 
id'ring,  back  she  sunk  into  her  chain 
il  darkness,  as  if  blest  to  flee 
it,  whose  every  glimpse  was  agony ! 
relief  this  glance  of  former  years 

mingled  with  its  pain, — tears,  floods  of 

ITS, 

en  at  her  heart,  but  now  like  rills 
in  q>ring-time  firom  the  snowy  hills, 
ing  warm,  after  a  sleep  of  frost, 
valleys  where  their  flow  had  long  been 

jt 

id  subdued,  for  the  first  time  her  frame 

1  with  horror,  when  the  summons  came 
ions  proud  and  rare,  which  all  but  she, 

,  till  now,  had  heard  with  ecstasy,) 


To  meet  Mokanna  at  his  place  of  prayer, 
A  garden  oratory,  cool  and  faur. 
By  the  stream's  side,  where  still  at  dose  of  day 
The  Prophet  of  the  Veil  retired  to  pray ; 
Sometimes  alone— but,  oft'ner  far,  witli  one, 
One  chosen  nymph  to  share  his  orisoa 

Of  late  none  found  such  favor  in  his  sight 
As  the  young  Priestess;   and  though,  smce  that 

night 
When  the  oeath-cavems  echo'd  every  tone 
Of  the  dire  oath  that  made  her  all  his  own, 
Th'  Impostor,  sure  of  his  infatuate  prize. 
Had,  more  than  once,  thrown  off  his  soul's  disguise, 
And  utter'd  such  unbeav'nly,  monstrous  things. 
As  eVn  across  the  desp'rete  wanderings 
Of  a  weak  intellect,  whose  lamp  was  out. 
Threw  startling  shadows  of  dismay  and  doubt ; — 
Yet  zeal,  ambition,  her  tremendous  vow. 
The  thought,  still  haunting  her,  of  that  liiigbk 

brow. 
Whose  blaze,  as  yet  firom  mortal  eye  conceal'd, 
Would  soon,  proud  triumph  !  be  to  her  reveal'd, 
To  her  alone ; — and  then  the  hope,  most  dear, 
Most  wild  of  all,  that  her  transgression  here 
Was  but  a  passage  through  earth's  grosser  fire, 
From  which  the  spirit  would  at  last  aspire, 
Ev'n  purer  than  before, — as  perfumes  rise 
Through  flame  and  smoke,  most  welcome  to  the 

skies— 
And  that  when  Azm's  fond,  divine  embrace 
Should  circle  her  in  heav'u,  no  dark'ning  trace 
Would  on  that  bosom  he  once  loved  remain. 
But  all  be  bright,  be  pure,  be  his  again  ! — 
These  were  the  wild'ring  dreams,  whose  cursed 

deceit 
Had  cham'd  her  soul  beneath  the  tempter's  feet. 
And  made  her  thmk  ev'n  damnmg  falsehood  sweet 
But  now  that  Shape,  which  had  appall'd  her  view, 
That  Semblance— oh  how  terrible,  if  true ! 
Which  came  across  her  phrensy's  full  career 
With  shock  of  consciousness,  oold,  deep,  severe, 
As  when,  in  northern  seas,  at  midnight  dark. 
An  isle  of  ice  encounters  some  swift  bark. 
And,  startling  all  its  wretches  from  their  deep. 
By  one  cold  impulse  hurls  them  to  the  deep  ;— 
So  came  that  shock  not  phrensy's  self  could  bear, 
And  waking  up  each  long-lull'd  image  there. 
But  check'd  her  headlong  soul,  to  sink  it  hi  deqwir ! 

Wan  and  dejected,  through  the  ev'ning  dusk. 
She  now  went  slowly  to  that  small  kiosk, 
Where,  pondering  alone  his  unpious  schemes, 
Mokanna  waited  her^— too  wrapt  in  dreams 
Of  the  fair-rip'nmg  future's  rich  snccev, 
To  heed  the  sorrow,  pale  and  ipiritlesB, 


:iBrji  how  d<iiw  hm  Mtt^  how  Attend  tovr 

From  thiit  wM  Zmmjc^*  *boM  every  (^c$ 
Wttv  UiriDiug  &r«,  wh«*i  ev*^  Uioagfat  a  Inuioe  t 

Upon  hi»  cniitiii  the<  Vrird  MottLXKA  \&f, 

Whiltf  UiupH  aniuiid^— 4iAt  jriicth  am  lrii4  ttit^ij  ruyi 

til  bt^v  KtioM,'  or  Miecci'ii  dim  niraiJi^it, — 

Bui  lihlliuiitt  Miftt  xtt^^t  lif^litji  HH  luvt'ly  njiiick 

Look  iort'cUM4  in  I  sfacd  llmir  lujcurioui  ^low 

UfUMi  Lii»  inyiUfS  V«ilV  wbiU^  ((UlVnn^  Sow. 

Bnyo  Um^  *il£ad  of  beod^  acid  buojcs  of  ptayV, 

Wlttch  the  vodd  hikd\y  tKoti^^ht  lie  muud  ou  Iheroj 

Blond  Vopii,  ^ird  with  Kf»iiwi:v;V  golde-Ji  wiuet 

And  the  rtd  iv«c-piugv  of  Hi*?  HtUEAK  vine ; 

O'  whicU  b»  curftiifi'd  Ijjw  tuW  many  a  dmaght 

Took  xcnloufllyi  b*  if  fucii  drop  tiiey  quuS^d, 

lik(^  ZsvxKH^B  Spring  of  IIoIiaei»t'  had  pcw*r 

Ta  frwlien  the  •oul*»  Tirtaw  itUo  flctw*r  I 

And  stiii  h«  dnmk  and  pouder'd — ttor  conid  >«« 

Th'  oppfoochiRg  mmdj  fo  deep  lua  rev^ry  ; 

At  l^agifat  wit^i  fiendish  kugh,   Eiko  that  whicU 

broke 
Fmm  Ejiu»  aX  the  Fall  of  Man,  he  spok*  ^ 
**  V»w,  y»<  viSd  mc^i  for  hdJV  miiiijfcmpiLt  ^iT*ti, 
^  Too    mt^au    Ibr    earth,   yet   duiiniiig    lua   with 

bpav'u  ; 
**  Ood*a  imagotii  ibn»oth  ■ — ftucb  godfl  aji  hfl 
**  Whooi  Iltou  *enr?*T  lii©  nioiikey  deity  f — 
**  Y^  Cfeitimtf  of  a  brratbi  proud  thingii  of  day, 
**  To  wham  if  Lucifer^j  as  griLndama  layf 
**  Hefiised,  though  at  the  forfeit  of  heaTea'»  light » 
"  To  bf'ttd  m  woraliip,  LuctrRtt  wa«  right  !* — 
"  Soon  r^mll  f  plant  tha  foot  upon  the  ucdc 
"  Of  youf  foul  rac«i,  and  without  fo«r  or  check} 
"  Lf(3(un&i[n^  in  hatOt  avenge  my  sbainei 
"  My    dt^p'fpll,    Jong-Aurscd    loathing    of    mail's 

noino  I-^ 

1  Tbi*  ciU«i  &¥  Com  (or  Konm)  and  Duhaa  a»  ibh  of 
Oiniques,  Duiaaokiimip  nmd  scpulrhrci  of  Uio  aescondiuiti  of 
AJJ,  tJiw  SnIeiU  of  PcrsliL.— CAarrftH- 

*  A  A  Uland  la  tbo  Fcrslan  Gulf,  celcbt&teil  (or  Its  whJie 
wtiw. 

*  Tbo  mtmcalfmi  wdL  at  Bleccai  n  cMled,  nyi  Bale, 
Ihira  ibc  murmufiftf  ar  Its  wn^trn, 

*  The  fod  Haaaaman. — ^^  Ap&i  am  tn  mnny  parti  of  IddEa 
^Ifhly  veoamCeil,  du£  of  rotfecl  to  the  CoJ  llnnnTunnnni  n 
dcliy  panaklDf  of  ike  fiinn  of  ilirti  n<:c**^Pfii.manl'a  Uin- 

E^  a  cnrioos  accoudI:.  in  Sf^lhni'5  Per  tin,  cf  a  tolemn 
embaflsjr  irom  frtmo  part  of  tho  Indiei  tu  G(i!i»  when  iho 
ronnuufl^e  wcfe  thc^n?,  oBtrinjiJ  vivtt  (rmflnre*  fur  llic  rc- 
tovcrj'  nf  a  munkeyV  UkjUj,  ^vhteb  ihf^V  be  Id  In  ^rcat  veotf- 
zatlr»n,  nnd  wbic^b'had  hern  token  away  ajjoa  iba  eaaijiwil 
of  ibo^  Klnifdom  cpf  Jafaar^palaa. 

4  Tht^  msolaUon  of  EbUs  not  to  nfkaowbdEe  iha  new 


**  Botm  «t  tli«  IismI  i 
**  A»  Iinoded  fjilooofi 
**  m  awc«p  Biy  4ajl 
*'  Wvuk  Qmn  nty  ini 

"  Ye  vtht),  )•*  lev 
^'  By  the  dim  twiakl 
"  Like  EupcTEtitioui  i 
**  Tmm  d«4id  mtiit 

uight*— 
**  Ya  ahalL  haxe-  bm 
"  I  knowi  |gTav«  fool 
**  Drdttiile4  it  caa  C 
"  But  a  gilt  stick,  m 
**  How  I  «halt  laugh 
**  In  lytag  apeecih,  dJ 
"  By  Ihisae  leam'd  s] 
'*Tbfiir  wiia  b^ogh 

omalt, 
"  A  pceptre'a  puny  ] 

"  Y^  too,  bdienii 
"  Whose   faith   eii 

bzv«da ; 
**  Who,  bojder  ov'n 
**  By  uouaeuisv  heo| 
**  Ye  ahail  have  mb 
"  Seen,  bpord,  attei 
**  Your  preaching  % 

*  Cue  grace,  of  me' 
*'  Your  martyrs,  re 
*'  For  tryihs  too  he 
"  And  your  Stat<*  1 
*'  That  works  salvJ 
**  Where  none  Lul 
**  In  thut  best  uiurl 
"  Thfy  shiill  [jBve 
"  For  knaves  lo  th 
*■*  Uiubt  tangled  dc 

*  Whiclj  fiiinple  vo 
"  WhiJe  craftier  fe 

[Ldfiptcfl  r^"T!ie  crrw) 
t^tMn  of  hS*  Mork)  % 
tween  M>rrciL  nnd  Ta 
aatrvltp  ll  w:i»  Aftrn* 
hamao  ffinn^  nndi  lef 
oiht^n  RAy,  aj  many 
E>flfn  Tisillrijr  U,  and 
God'f  prpwncf,  iiflpf 
bf*r  VflE  C4)fiEoni  vi'tlh 
[III  it  JTtibi!,  hnJ  hnDt 
hU  nuporior,  iiixkk  a  1 
hltn  a.1  *uch.""  Wff 

«  A  kind  (yV  Irtbter 
Beitd  of  Glory,  ihe  a 
M  dend  mnlcfctrtor 
tbiui  hn  ea^fem  siupi 

»  The  oiaUrlnl  of 
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"  Bueti  the  refmed  enchiuitreBi  thai  mxsBt  be 
"  TKis  h«n>*t  Tanqulslier, — ojid  thou  art  eh«  !*^ 

With  hsr  Imnds  clcifp^d,  her  fips  apart  imil  patot 
Thi^  maid  had  stood i  g^wiagf  upou  tlio  Veil 
Tfom  whkh  tboaa  vfw6b,  hke  south  wiitd«  Uittmgh 

^  feQce 
Of  Kcnrtih  flow^n,  came  filYd  with  pesiiteneQ  ;^ 
So  boldlj  utl«r*d  too !  sa  Lf  &11  d»ad 
Of  frownft  &QCa  herj  of  vijtuoiu  fxowius,  were  flo<i| 
Aiid  the  vrrelob  felt  «t»ured  Ihatj  odco  plunged  m, 
Her  woman^s  xral  would  know  no  piause  in  sin  1 

At  fii?it,  thODgU  tnnte  nho  liatenM,  like  a  dre?am 
Seem'd   dJI  ho  Hoid;  nor  ci>ilM  her  mbd,  wboso 

As  yet  waa  weak,  pen<ttrate  half  hi»  acheme. 
But  when,  at  len^*  he  utter' d,  "  Thou  art  she  T 
All  OashM  al  oiacfl»  and  Blirickln^  pUeotialy, 
"  Oh  not  for  worlds  1"  sho  criod— "  Great  God  J  to 

whom 
"I  once  kodt  iiinoeont,  k  thb  loy  doom 7 
**  Ai^  all  my  drcnnii*,  my  hopes  of  hoar'uJy  hVm, 
^*  My  purity,  tny  pride,  then  comtj  to  thk, — 
"  To  Ijvej  the  wanton  of  a  Hend  i  to  bo 
*'  The  paiidct  of  hi»  guiIt--ob  mfajny ! 
"  And  iuuk,  myself,  a*  low  as  hell  can  Btoep 
^^  In  its  hot  fiood^  dra^  othora  down  m  deep ! 
"  Olhem — hii !    yea — that    youth    who  came    to* 

day — 
"  Nat  hjm  I  lo^ed — not  hink'^h  I  do  but  say^ 
'*  But  aweaf  to  mo  thia  momeot  Hid  not  he, 
'*  Aud  I  will  Berre,  dark  fiend,  will  woiahtp  e?cn 

theer 

■vBflwai«,  yoang-   rafin^  thinfj — hi   time  be- 

warei 
^*  Nor  utter  what  I  cannot,  mtwt  not  bear^ 
**  Ev'n  from  thtf  lips.    Gfr — try  thy  kite,  thy  roicei 
*'  The  boy  must  (ec]  their  mngic  y — I  rejoice 
"  To  eee  those  firea^  no  matter  wheuce  tboy  rke, 
*'  Ouco  more  dlimiing  my  fair  PnceteEa^  eyes  j 
^'  And  should  the  youth»  whom  mon  those  eyes  sbaJl 

wann> 
"  Judeed  rveemble  thy  dead  Iotct^b  form, 
**  So  much  the  happier  witt  thou  find  tJiy  doom, 
"  As  one  warm  lover,  full  of  life  and  bloom, 
**  Excelfl  ten  tlmusand  cold  ones  iu  the  tomb. 
"  Nay,  uay,  no  liowuingf,  sweet  i — those  eyea  were 

niade 
"  For  lov«,  not  anger — I  m^  be  obey'd'* 

I  "  II  Et  eomnttni]^  said  Id  renin,  that  \tv,  luan  lirtiQlho  in 
ihtu  hoi  KODth  wind,  whicb  in  Jujie  or  iuly  pusses  over  tbAt 
Jii>vvi?r.  (the  Kt^rzfirqhn)  it  will  kill  Um,''—TktvmoU 

A  The'  htunmlB^blrd  Is  tAlA  to  run  tliLa  risk  fot  tliie  parpou 
of  picking  the  crocoiiilc^s  teeth.    Tba  same  cUctunsULDce  is 


**  Obey'd  l'^*iM  weU^yes,  I  de«enre  it  aS~ 
**  On  me,  on  me  H«af'n*a  venj^reanDe  eajuwt  fall 
"  Too  heavily — but  Axuf,  brain?  and  true 
**  And  beauliftil — rau»t  A*  be  ruin'd  too  T 
"  Musft  he  too,  glo^oua  as  he  as,  be  dfiYen 
"  A  i^ae^ido  like  me  from  Lof'e  and  tlcaT«n  t 
"  Like  ms? — weak  wretch,  1  wron^  bim— not  ISlu 

me; 
"  No«-be*«  aJl  truth  imd  etreiigtb  and  punty  I 
**  FiU  up  your  madd'iiiug  heU-cup  to  tho  biim, 
**  Ita  witoh'ry,  fieuda^  wH!  have  no  charm  for  bicL 
"  Let   loon    your    glowing   wanlons   ftvm  itxk 

bow^h^ 
**  IIo  loveSt  he  to^es,  and  can  defy  their  pivwettl 
^*  Wretch  as  I  am^  ia  ^ijr  heart  still  I  n^ign 
"  Pure  aa  when  fir&t  wo  mett  without  a  sCaJu' 
"  Though  ruin'd — lost — niy  mem'ty,  Icke  a  t^isna 
"  Loll  by  ^e  dead,  atill  keeps  his  «oai  j&am  bsRU* 
"  Oh  !  neyer  let  hUn  know  how  deep  the  bnMr 
**  He  koaM  at  parting,  is  dishonored  now ; — 
"  Ne'er  tell  him  how  deba^^  bow  ennk  la  diAf 
"Whom  onea    he  loved — once!— #£iZI  kiTta  d^ 

Uugly. 
"Thou  laugh'tti  tcffmentor^^whot ! — thoalt  lisnl 

my  name? 
"  Do,  do — in  vak — hell  not  believe  my  rfjaia*^ 
"Ho  thinks  me  true,  that  naught  beaeatli  God"»«kj 
"Could     tempt     or    chaiijja    mei    and — a?    nsct 

thouglit  £' 
**  But  thi9  ai  pttsc — ttiough  woi«e  than  deelli  o? 

loU 
"  Than  htU — His  nothine  while  he  knows  jl  aot 
"  Far  off  to  some  benignted  land  Til  fly, 
"  Where  sunbeam  ne'er  fihall  enter  till  I  die  J 
*'  Where  none  will  ask  tlie  lost  on«  whenoo  iu 

comci 
"  But  I  may  fade  and  fall  without  a  name. 
"And   thou — cuised  man  or  fiend,  whale «f  tboa 

art, 
"  Who  found^Bt  this  burning  plagae»«pot  in  my  beart, 
"  And  fipread'at  it — oh,  so  qtdck  ^—through  tool  tod 

frame, 
"  With  more  than  demon  s  art,  till  I  became 
"  A  loatlisome  thin^,  all  pestilence,  all  fiame  ^ 
"  If,  when  I'm  gone " 

"  Hold,  fearleea  mamW,  bdd, 
"  Nor  tempt  my  rage — by  Heaven,  not  half  m 

bold 
"  The  puny  bird,  that  datea  with  teasing  hum 
'*  Within  the  crocodile's  rtrelch*d  jaws  to  come ;' 

r£;l[ited  of  the  iBpTrliDg^  aj  a  fhct  lo  whl<;tl  hft  waa  wtta 
by  Paul  Luetu,  Voya^G  fidt  en  ]714, 

The  aiicteat  tlory  cancernlnii  the  Tr«hSlii«t  or  buiA 
hltd,  FutfiTlD^  wllh  Impanltif  into  (ha  moolh  of  tbp  4 
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"Andaotlioa'Hfly.fooooUiT— wlial!— tpve  vf  al 

**Thy  chaato  dominkm  in  the  Hanm  Hafl, 

^  Where  now  to  Lore  and  now  to  Ajxa  gifcoy 

**  Half  wMrem  and  half  aaint,  tnon  hang'it  as  etco 

"As  doth  MsDiiCA'a  tomb,  'twizt  heQ  and  hearen ! 

^'Thoa'lt  fly  ?— «a  eaaly  may  reptOea  nm, 

'^The  gaont  anako  ooeo  hath  fix'd  hk  eyea  npon ; 

"  Ab  easily,  when  caogfat,  the  prey  may  be 

**  FIiick*d  from  hia  kmng  folds,  as  thoa  from  me. 

"No,  no,  tis  fix*d— let  good  or  m  betide, 

"Tboo*rt  mine  tffl  death,  till  death  Moka30u*s 


«Asi 

"  UpsM  the  Hnall,  wmvBL  ^  UM  immt  nm.  fis^  : 
**  Or,  as  the  Xik^hDC  ivres  tae  idmK  Inc  ^svas 
"Thai  raak   and  wimuMHm  iuai  «b  wiHa.  fla 

"  And,  asv  thoa  aMsi  zcr  mmTw  anpds  bne. 
"  Tk  time  tfaeae/ediErcs  t«sv  micasimi'c  la^  i» 
**  This  brcnr,  wiaoae  hgxft— coi  zasv  wuesau  J^ic  : 
"  Hath  been  i»amu:  to  Imbi  tvr  iavir'c  ^eic  : 
"Tbeae    doxla^   rrea,   be(a 


"  Hast  thoa  fofgot  thy  oath  T— 

At  this  dread  word. 
The  Maid,  whoae  wpini  his  rode  tannts  had  atifr  d 
Through  al  ita  deptha,  and  loosed  an  anger  there. 
That  bant  and  ligfaten'd  cren  throogh  her  de- 


l 


Shrank  back,  as  if  a  blight  were  in  the  breath 
That  qioka  that  woid,  and  staggei^d  pale  as  death. 


*'Tes,  my  sworn  bride,  let  others  seek  in 
"Tbeir  bridal  place    the  chainel-Tanlt  was  oan ! 
« iMtaad  of  aoents  and  bafans,  lor  thee  and  BB 
*<  Roae  the  lidi  steams  of  sweet  mortality ; 
"Gay,  flick*iing  death-lights  sbooe  wfaOa  wa  vavi  . 

wedy 
"And,  fcr  oar  gaeatr,  a  row  of  goodly  Dead, 
"  (Immortal  spixits  in  their  time,  no  doobt,)  | 

"  fnm  veaking  shroods  iq»n  the  lite  look'd  oat ! 
"That  oath  tboo  heaid*st  more  Dps  than  thins  ; 


'' Bo:  tosa  and  huB-MiKt  wntts.  jf  iMHi  V  jtL. 
**  ThA  I  Bgaic  iaflft,  mtuoA  mu  fiw-ug^.,  an-  piie, 
"  Upon  tbe  xaud.  wubk  mmsiud  ir  wuum  tutftt 
*  Sens  BK  ^bai  tuuoit  muL  luiunxinm  u^hl  «itfU. : 
"  And  IS  tttfc  7fe9t  VIA,  iMM^  sx0tm  ^m,  U^  ut 

*•  Here— ^sfi^  if  i0tL.  via.  al  iw  ^tm'r  u.  fsaaa^ 
*Caa  add  fo^  cibk  k  tut  lua  luit«f  J  wx.  "-^ 

He    nJR«    ii*    *!i-4ue    Kml    i«n:c    s^s^i^ 

:*d   «    iinti    Tnm;'fi    inif    auuc     uyui.    1<* 


"That    cop— tboo    riiodd*Rat,     Lady^ 


"That  cop  we  pledged,  the  chamers  choicest 
"  Hath  boond  thee— <ay — body  and  soul  all  mine  ; 
"  fioond  thee  by  chains  that,  whether  blesi'd  or  cmaed 
"No  matter  now,  not  hell  itself  shall  borst ! 
"  Hence,  woman,  to  the  Haiam,  and  look  gay, 
*'Look    wild,    bx>k— any    thing    but    sad ;    yet 


"One  mww*fft  more— Crom  what  this  night  hath 

pMS'd, 

«I  see  thoo  know'st  me,  know'st  me  well  at  last 
«Ea !  ha !  and  ao,  fond  thing,  thoa  thoogfat'st  all 

tnie, 
"And  that  I  kyfo  mankind  T— I  do,  I  do— 


eua^eaml,  U*ry  wt«  mvryfm0K  tmC  itt:\if,tt>A,  Vv  ImiC 

to  li*t  K^^tL  VuXUMi.  «tfV^;M.  ti*>*4j*:/«ia,  V*  VaMi>'/'^ 
W«ic*  W«*    «WJ>Jt-   f«->f!*»<t;u'.ilj}f    i»,?<;!^,    iupu^**'^ 

&nd  V/a-«i,  1-jtt  irLWjt,   nuuf  *,itffn«>t;u<«   -•  *.i:#^  ^ 
lai*I«Xtf.  ;rfc:iOrs   ur  '-u*    lu-iif   <.»-;/«>i^    v«  u«  •..    «/• 

ie*T«S    <^f  *jUt    llllU««>^J«.^    t.u<.     4.«,i^,M*r    »  ..I.  »./    ,L 

the  L;^  ^  IM;  VkaitfUu^>«rb*-«';    w'ii«ix  *«•/«  v  »w4#i 


ripas  (NlUt  Tiz.)  aletenlbif.    Ea  mr-     au^  10  feMcifC  iiiiicudf>w*.  *.wj»ui#  <iu.'  ««fii   ^^0t^  %ty  u; 
popnlatur  ota,  grmUniaiuDqiie  ex  his  eaam  t6dim  •  tm*».  «uasi  a  t.  tu-M^^.'  *f'»**A,  *  •    k».m-^  im/^^     i  1^ 
■bveteti — Stihnu,  EmijKtvi  m.v  »;  aut  ^.<tt«M  l^    *ua  »'^.«.uii.-.; ,  i^uug  •mi/./^a 

* "  The  iMwt  of  Lanterns  is  celefanted  at  Tsaitcbeoa  wli^     Bjnc  m  ty/uc  iMt  lfv>«9rvc  v»*^  •.!«».  <;.>;  ^a^  «#-»•>  i*«*  4  i/^ 
SHaMBgaifleeacethaaaajwliere  else:  and  the  rrparifom,     dt^^rwc  ;  «jb<  cumt  m^u'  t^fut  w.'a.  'imc  t^it^  t^^A  titJt 
Aal  tte  lUaoriamtloas  there  are  so  splendid,  tint  an  Eape-     eqajyiifv.  wM^j  *x  wmr.  y^^jit.yt»ig  Am  mmmkia  "    y%« 
arsaeo,aot  duiac  opealy  to  lesTe  liis  Coart  a>  go  tkilhcr.  '  TrmtttL  HutM  0f  f:L,mM,.  y  V^ 
WmmiIWi  liliasrlfTritli  the  Queen  mad  sercnl  PliaecastJ        *  IScc  »  6n«ri}fUia  U  ti*  Bs,.jk:*  vT  V^amt  Ajm  la  Ike 

-^MifcBiTrlsln  rtiff  T1  -"-  -" c*-* ^-  p  -'--■     .trntHr  4§Mmmtt  MUfisUr  0f  Vm, 

ithltherlaatitoe.   Be  Made  ttaai  la  tl 
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liAUJi  RooKiii  however,  who  was  too  much  occu- 
pied by  the  sad  story  of  Zeuca  and  her  lover,  to 
give  a  thought  to  any  thing  else,  except,  perhaps, 
him  who  related  it,  hurried  on  through  this  scene  of 
Fplendor  to  her  pavilion, — greatly  to  the  mortifica- 
tion of  the  poor  artists  of  Yamtcheou, — and  was 
followed  with  equal  rapidity  by  the  Great  Chamber- 
lain, cursing,  as  he  went,  that  ancient  Mandarin, 
whose  parental  anxiety  in  lighting  up  the  shores  of 
the  lake,  where  his  beloved  daughter  had  wandered 
and  been  lost,  was  the  origin  of  these  fantastic  Chi- 
nese illuminations.' 

Without  a  moment's  delay,  young  Feramorz  was 
introduced,  and  Fadladeen,  who  could  never  make 
up  his  mind  as  to  the  merits  of  a  poet  till  he  knew 
the  religious  sect  to  which  he  belonged,  was  about 
to  ask  him  whether  he  was  a  Shia  or  a  Sooni,  when 
Lalla  Rookh  impatiently  clapped  her  hands  for 
ralence,  and  the  youth,  being  seated  upon  the 
musnud  near  her,  proceeded : — 


Prepare    thy  soul,    young    Azim  ! — thou  hast 
braved 
The  bands  of   Greece,  still  mighty  though  en- 
slaved ; 
Hast  faced  her  phalanx,  arm'd  with  all  its  fame, 
Her  Macedonian  pikes  and  globes  of  flame  ; 
All  this  hast  fronted,  with  firm  heart  and  brow  ; 
But  a  more  perilous  trial  waits  thee  now, — 
Woman's  bright  eyes,  a  dazzling  host  of  eyes 
From  every  land  where  woman  smiles  or  siglis  ; 
Of  every  hue,  as  Love  mky  chance  to  raise 
His  black  or  azure  banner  in  their  blaze  ; 
And  each  sweet  mode  of  warfare,  from  the  flash 
That  lightens  boldly  through  the  shadowy  lash, 

» "The  vulgar  ascribe  It  to  an  accident  that  happened  in 
the  family  of  a  famous  Mandarin,  whoso  daughter,  walking 
one  evening  upon  tho  shore  of  a  ial(c,  foil  in  and  was 
drowned :  this  afflicted  father,  with  his  family,  ran  thither, 
and,  the  better  to  find  her.  he  caused  a  groat  company  of  lan- 
terns to  be  lighted.  All  the  inhabitants  of  the  place  thronged 
after  him  with  torches.  Tho  year  ensuing  they  made  fires 
npon  the  shores  the  same  day ;  they  continued  the  ceremo- 
ny every  year,  every  one  lighted  his  lantern,  and  by  degrees 
It  commenced  into  a  custom." — Present  State  of  China. 

*  "Thou  hast  ravbhed  my  heart  with  one  of  thine  eyes." 
— SoZ.  Sonf. 

*  **  They  tinged  the  ends  of  her  fingers  scarlet  with  Henna, 
BO  that  they  resembled  branches  of  coral."— Story  of  Prince 
Futtun  in  Bakardanusk. 

*  "The  women  blacken  tho  inside  of  their  eyelids  with  a 
powder  namet!  the  block  KohoV^—Rustel. 


To  the  sly,  steaUng  splendors,  almost  hid, 
Like  swords  half-sheath'd,  beneath  the  downei 
Such,  AziM,  is  the  lovely,  luminous  host         [lidj 
Now  led  against  thee ;  and,  let  conqu'ron  boait 
Their  fields  of  fame,  he  who  in  virtue  arms 
A  young,  warm  spirit  against  beauty's  chaimi. 
Who  feels  her  brightness,  yet  defies  her  thrall. 
Is  the  best,  bravest  conqu'ror  of  them  all. 

Now,  through    the    Haram    chamben,  mo?) 

lights 
And  busy  shapes  proclaim  the  toilet's  rites ; — 
From  room  to  room  the  ready  handmaids  hie, 
Some  skill'd  to  wreath  the  turban  tastefully, 
Or  hang  the  veil,  in  negt\gence  of  shade. 
O'er  the  warm  blushes  of  the  youthful  maid, 
W^ho,  if  between  the  folds  but  one  eye  shone. 
Like    Seba's    Queen    could    vanquish    with  tk 

one:* — 
While  some  bring  leaves  of  Henna,  to  imbue 
The  fingers'  ends  with  a  bright  roseate  hoe,* 
So  bright,  that  in  the  mirror's  depth  they  seem 
Like  tips  of  coral  branches  in  the  stream : 
And  others  mix  the  Kohol's  jetty  dye, 
To  give  that  long,  dark  languish  to  the  eye,* 
Which  makes  the  maids,  whom  kings  are  pnolil 

cull 
From  fair  Circasaa's  vales,  so  beautiful. 
All  is  in  motion ;  rings,  and  plumes,  and  peaib 
Are  shining  everywhere : — some  younger  giili 
Are  gone  by  moonlight  to  the  garden-bedi. 
To  gather  fresh,  cool  chaplets  for  their  heads  ^- 
Gay  creatures !  sweet,  though  mournful,  'tis  tsfli 
How  each  prefers  a  garland  from  that  tree 
Which  brings  to  mind  her  childhood's  innooeotdiV 
And  the  dear  fields  and  friendships  far  away. 
The  maid  of  India,  Uess'd  again  to  hold 
In  her  full  lap  the  Champac's  leaves  of  gold,' 
Thinks  of  the  time  when,  by  the  Gakqb^  floods    • 
Her  little  playmates  scatter'd  many  a  bud 
Upon  her  long  black  hair,  with  glossy  gleam 
Just  dripping  from  the  consecrated  stream ;    . 

"  None  of  these  ladies,*'  says  Skuw,  **  take  tbesKH** 
be  compleuMy  dressed,  till  they  have  tinged  tte  Mrii'! 
edges  of  their  eyelids  with  th^  powder  of  lesd-ois.  JS^j 
as  this  operation  is  performed  by  dip|Hng  first  Ibid  Iktp^j 
der  a  small  wooden  bodkin  of  the  thicknesi  of  *^^'j| 
then  drawing  it  afterwards  thruagh  theeyelidconrttif  | 
of  tho  eye,  we  shall  have  a  lively  image  of  iriiat  te  f^\ 
phet  (Jer.  iv.  30)  may  be  supposed  to  meaa  by  ''"'''^i^ljj 
eyes  with  painting.  This  practice  is  no  doubt  of  fW**"^ 
quity ;  for  besides  the  instance  already  takea  sotiet  <^ 
find  that  where  Jezebel  Is  said  (S  Kings,  ix.  31)  >*^ 
painted  her  face,  the  original  words  are.  «Jk«  UJMiUi^0% 
with  the  powder  of  lead-ore.** — Sha»*§  Travels. 

*  "The  appearance  of  the  blnasoms  of  the  fsM^ 
Champac  on  the  black  hair  of  the  Indian  wasMsktf' 
plied  the  Sanscrit  Poets  with  many  elegant  aUvl** 
See  Asiatic  Rcsearthes^  v<d.  iv. 


MOOHE'S  WORKS. 


III  tnivM  dtifj  tiix'ry  4id  tliiMw  niyrtlr*  |vn)w« 
•*  With  which  ilifi  wt«Ktb'd  her  »ww4>  whnii  ib« 

fronid  d«ro 
**  fiiimtifliif  (lM*di ;  hat  In  Ihf  bracinjr  ^if 
"  Of  toil,— of  lemperaiicer^^r  limt  ht^hp  mjiBi 
"  BUirn^iit  VLHiif^i  wkkch  »tou«  oitn  lnwiUio 

**  VVh«r  tlint  ciiTV^yi  this  vpin  of  9«fth  wa  ptpHBr^ 
**  Thia  Kjtw'k  of  Iif0  iii  tJTMi**K  gTMit  irUiltmiwi, 
*<  Tliu  nuitE>w  kthmui  'twtJit  two  boundlifli  •ftUt 

*  Would  iujlf  Um  bqgjbt  ir|K!fi  ur  W^Yt*  A  barOf 
«  WJicu  he  nilglht  bM  him  n  pfoud  temple  theret 
*'  A  UJmnSi  thttl  lotif  ■b«tl  htUlc^w  »U  iln  vjiaeei 
**  And  bo  Mieh  purer  cout^i  high  Ks^ng -piles. 
''But  uo-*^t  <?aun4t  boi  tli&t  on^,  whoin  Giad 
''Has    Mtsni    to    break     Ihe    iKitard     Falaehood'a 

pad, — 
**  A  Fmpttet  of  tbs  TrutUi  whwe  mwinoii  dmwt 
**  Ilj  nglitA  frwn  Heaven,  should  thus  prorane  fta 

"With  the  vorld*s  mtgnt  |wm|w;  —  no^  uOf — I 


••  Up  thinkis  rj©  weak — thk  glam  of  luxury 

"  Is  but  to  lernpt,  to  try  the  eaglet  gaie 

"Of  my  yoqog  §aul — fliime  on,  'twill  stand  tho 

So  thoagM  the  youth  } — batter^  white  he  dffii»d 
Tbu«  witcbtDg  «Kene,  he  felt  its  witchery  glide 
TJinoiigb   ev*ry  eeoM.      The    perfume    hrealbing 

round, 
Uke  a  p€>rvii.din^  gpirtt ;— ^the  ^T1  Miund 
Of  faniiig  wutcnii  hdling  ait  the  soti^ 
Of  ladieiii  bees  at  itaDisel,  when  they  ihroii^ 
Around  the  fragrant  NjlicAi  and  deep 
In  iU  bluti  bloHMiiUi  hum  themselves  In  sleep  ;^ 
And  miiaiej  too — dear  mtific !  that  cao  tottch 
Beyond  all  ef$e  the  soul  that  lovca  it  mueli — 
Now  hetifd  far  oIFt  m  for  as  but  to  seem 
Like  the  faint,  enqnisile  miisic  of  a  dream  j 
Ail  wa«  too  nuicb  for  him,  too  full  of  bliss, 
The  heaTt  could  nothiiig  fcel^  tbat  felt  nut  tlus  j 
Softened  he  miuk  upon  a  eouch,  and  gave 
Hk  Boul  up  to  sweet  thoughts,  like  ware  ou  wave 
Succeeding  in  finiuoUi  bcelBi  wbea  Ktorma  ar«  l^d  \ 
He  thoi3ght  of  Zeuca,  his  own  dear  maid, 
And  of  Iho  time  when»  full  of  blissful  m^}\s, 
Tbey  sat  and  lookd  into  ejich  others  eyesj 
Silent  and  happy — ^as  if  God  h4id  ^r*u 
Naught  «be  worth  Looking  at  on  this  skk  heav'O' 


1  t"  ikfy  FAfiitiE}  ajt^ure  me  that  the  jilij^nt  before  uj  (tbe 
IClJiica)  If  ttielr  €«pLuk]i».  Um*  na.meil  Uctaujc  tbo  beei  are 
ftiipi>gt^il  la  sleep  on,  Iti  ltLQ«Hotits."'^Si'r  IW.  JtrnfM. 


«  Ob,  ray  kwd 
**  U  with  Kje,  ronr 
*^  It  i«  fur  th^N?,  for 
<f  T1m?«  pallM  of  }flti 
*»  With  waiTO  appi 
"  To  irmi  ray  prat 
*■  Ajid  thkik  all  Id 

»  flow  idian  1  hm 
**  To  til  at  young  h 
**  'J'hdugb   of   itio 

**  Alono  deaetre  |o 
"  \inieq  ffora  tlK» 
«« I  Bhall  1 
"And  rmd 

BtftltAd, 

"  ThoBO  iaered  k^ 
"  0  my  awn  life ! 
"  A  roomeut  kce| 

While  thus  he 
Come  those  delid 
Each  note  of  wh 
To  tlie  soft  chain 
He  turns  hhn  toi^ 
Through  a  long  i 
Of   coutitlea   !ai 

Day 
Leai-cB  on  the  w 
So  long  the  path 
He  eeei9  a  group 
Some  chain'd  toj 
Ey  fettcnt,  forgw 
As  they  were  ca 
And  some  djicpoi 
Who  ecem'd  to  i 
And  rouud  and 
Went,  like  gay 
While  others  w? 
Their  feet  kept 
From  ] Bailor)',  p 
Or  their  own  yo 
Arid  now  they  ( 
Forms  Buch   u 

vie 
With  Fancy's  p 
Lovely  beyond  l 
Awhile  I  hey  da 
Breaking,  like  i 
Around  the  ricli 
Till  aileally  dinp 


bia  Uuune  of  eni^ 
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More  brilliant  tlian  the  sea-glass  gUtt'ring  o'er 

The  hills  of  crystal  on  the  Caspian  shore  ;* 

While  from  their  long,  dark  tresses,  in  a  fall 

Of  curis  descending,  bells  as  musical 

As  those  that,  on  the  golden-shafted  trees 

Of  Eden,  shake  in  the  eternal  breeze,' 

Rung  round  their  steps,  at  ov*ry  bound  more  sweet, 

As  'twere  th'  ecstatic  language  of  their  feet 

At   length  the  chase  was    o'er,  and  they  stood 

wreath'd 
Within  each  other's  arms;  while  soft  there  breathed 
Through  the  cool  casement,  mingled  with  the  sighs 
Of  moonlight  flow'rs,  music  that  secm'd  to  rise 
From  some  still  lake,  so  liquidly  it  rose ; 
And,  as  it  swell'd  again  at  each  famt  close, 
The  ear  could  track  through  all  that  maze  of  chords 
And  young  sweet  voices,  these  impassion'd  words : 

A  Spirit  there  is,  whose  fragrant  sig^ 
Is  burning  now  through  earth  and  aur ; 

Where  cheeks  are  blushmg,  the  Spirit  is  nigh. 
Where  lips  are  meeting,  the  Spirit  is  there ! 

His  breath  is  the  soul  of  flow'rs  like  these. 
And  his  floating  eyes— oh !  they  resemble' 

Blue  water-lilies,^  when  the  breeze 
Is  making  the  stream  around  them  tremble. 

Hail  to  thee,  hail  to  thee,  kmdling  pow'r ! 

Spirit  of  Love,  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 
Thy  holiest  time  b  the  moonlight  hour. 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  thi& 

By  the  fair  and  brave 

Who  blushing  unite. 
Like  the  sun  and  wave. 

When  they  meet  at  night ; 

By  the  tear  that  shows 

When  passion  is  nigh. 
As  the  rain-drop  flows 

From  the  heat  of  the  sky ; 

^  "To  the  north  of  lu  (on  the  coast  of  the  Caspian,  near 
Badku)  was  a  mountain,  which  sparkled  like  diamonils,  ari- 
sing fh)in  the  sea-glass  and  crystals  with  which  it  abounds/* 
^Joumqf  of  the  Rutiian  Amhasaador  to  Peraia^  1746. 

s  **  To  which  will  be  added  the  sound  of  the  bells,  hanging 
on  the  trees,  which  will  be  put  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
ceeding ih>m  the  throne  of  God,  as  often  as  the  blessed  wish 
for  music."— So/e. 

*  *'  Whose  wanton  eyes  resemble  blue  water-lilies,  agi- 
tated by  the  breeze." — Jayadiva. 

*  The  blue  lotus,  which  grows  in  Cashmere  and  in  Persia. 

*  It  has  been  generally  supposed  that  the  Mahometans 
prohibit  all  pictures  of  animals ;  but  Toderini  shows  that, 
though  the  practice  Is  forbidden  by  the  Koran,  they  are  not 
more  averse  to  painted  figures  and  images  than  other  people. 
From  Mr.  Marphy*s  work,  too,  we  find  that  the  Arabs  of 
Spain  had  no  objection  to  Ike  introduction  of  figures  into 
painting. 

*  This  is  not  quite  aitronomically  true.    "Dr.  Hadley 


By  the  fint  love-beat 

(>f  the  youthful  heart. 
By  the  bliss  to  meet, 

And  the  pain  to  part ; 

By  aU  that  thou  hast 

To  mortals  given. 
Which— oh,  could  it  last. 

This  earth  were  heaven ! 

We  call  thee  hither,  entrancing  Power! 

Spirit  of  Love !  Spirit  of  Bliss ! 
Thy  holiest  tune  is  the  moonlight  hour. 

And  there  never  was  moonlight  so  sweet  as  thi^ 

Lnpatient  of  a  scene,  whose  lux'ries  stole, 
Spite  of  himself,  too  deep  inUf  his  soul, 
And  where,  midst  all  that  the  yoimg  heart  Iotm 

most, 
Flow'rs,  music,  smiles,  to  yield  was  to  be  lost. 
The  youth  had  started  up,  and  tum'd  away 
From  the  light  nymphs,  and  their  luxurious  lay, 
To  muse  upon  the  pictures  that  hmig  roimd,* — 
Bright  images,  that  spoke  without  a  soimd. 
And  views,  like  vistas  into  fairy  ground. 
But  here  again  new  spells  came  o*er  his  sense  ;— 
All  that  the  pencil's  mute  omnipotence 
Could  call  up  into  life,  of  soil  and  fair. 
Of  fond  and  passionate,  was  glowing  there ; 
Nor  yet  too  warm,  but  touch'd  with  that  fine  ait 
Which  paints  of  pleasure  but  the  ^\axx  part ; 
Which  knows    ev'u   Beauty  when   half-vei'd  ii 

best,— 
Like  her  own  radiant  planet  of  the  west. 
Whose  oib  when  half  retired  looks  loveliest* 
There  hung  the  history  of  the  Genii-King, 
Traced  through  each  gay,  voluptuous  wandering 
With  her   from   Saba's  bowers,  in  whose  bi^ 

eyes 
He  read  that  to  be  blest  is  to  be  wise  f — 

(says  Keii;  has  shown  that  Venus  is  brightest  wbesibti* 
about  forty  degrees  removed  from  the  sqb  ;  and  that  Am 
but  only  a  fourth  part  of  her  lucid  disk  Is  to  be  secti  6m  A> 
earth." 

T  For  the  loves  of  King  Solomon,  (who  was  np^Btd  • 
preside  over  the  whole  race  of  Genii,)  with  Balkls,  tiwQsH* 
of  Shcba  or  Saba,  see  D^Herhdat,  and  the  JCotu  mi  tkt  imn% 
chap.  S. 

"  In  the  palace  which  Solomon  ordered  to  be  MU  ^9^ 
the  arrival  of  the  Queen  of  Saba,  the  floor  orpsfeaiMitvtt 
of  transparent  glass,  laid  over  running  water,  in  which  tA 
were  swimming."  This  led  the  Queen  Into  a  very  aftni** 
mistake,  which  the  Koran  has  not  thought  beasart  i* 
dignity  to  commemorate.  **It  was  said  nato  iMr,.*^'''^ 
the  palace.*  And  when  she  taw  it  she  imagined  it  to  ht  i 
great  water ;  and  she  diseorered  her  lets,  by  UMag  ip  ^ 
robe  to  pass  through  it.  'Whensapon  Solomon  said  to  kA 
'VerUy,  this  is  the  place  evenly  iloorad  with  gliii-^"- 
Chap.S7. 
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Here  foiid  Zclkika.'  iroos  with  open  anna 

T\ie  Hebrew  boy,  who  flies  from  her  young  chanm,  j 

Yet,  flying,  turns  to  gaze,  and,  half  undone,  : 

Wishes  tliat  lieav'n  and  she  could  both  be  won  ;       i 

And  here  Mohammed,  bom  for  lore  and  goile^ 

ForgeU  the  Koran  in  hia  Mast'i  scile ; — 

Then  beckons  some  kind  angel  from  ahcre 

With  a  new  text  to  consecrate  their  lore.' 

I 

With  rapid  step,  yet  pleased  and  lin^'rng  eye, 
Did  the  youth  pass  these  picti3vd  Florks  b}*. 
And  hasten*d  to  a  casement,  where  tbe  light 
Of  the  calm  mdon  came  in,  and  fresiJy  bright 
The  fields  without  were  seen,  tieep;:^^  as  slII 
As  if  no  life  remain  d  in  breeze  cr  rill 
Here  paused  he,  while  the  mns^  ncnr  less  ne&r, 
Breathed  with  a  holier  language  ca  h:s  eu-. 
As  though  the  distance,  and  that  bear* ilt  ray 
Through  which  the    sounds  came  iVtantg,  vxk 

away 
All  that  had  been  too  earthly  in  tbe  Lay. 

Oh !  could  he  listen  to  such  sounds  nnmoreid. 
And  by  that  light — ^nor  dream  of  Ler  he  lored? 
Dream  on,  unconscious  boy  !  while  yet  thou  may's! : 
T'u  the  last  bliss  thy  soul  sliall  erer  taste. 
Clai>p  yet  awhile  her  image  to  thy  heart. 
Ere  all  the  light,  that  made  it  dear,  depart 
Think  of  her  smiles  as  when  thou  saw'st  them  last. 
Clear,  beautiful,  by  naught  of  earth  overcast ; 
Recall  her  tean,  to  thee  at  parting  giv*n. 
Pure  as  tliey  weep,  if  angels  weep,  in  Hear  n. 
Think,  in  her  own  still  bower  she  waits  thee  now. 
With  the  same  glow  of  heart  and  bloom  of  brow, 
Yet  shrined  in  solitude — thine  all,  thine  only. 
Like  the  one  star  above  thee,  bright  and  lonely. 
Oh !  that  a  dream  so  sweet,  so  long  enjoy'd,  ' 

Sbodd  be  so  sadly,  cruelly  destroyed  !  ! 

I 

The  song  is  hush*d,  the  laughing    ^^nnphs  are 
flown. 
And  he  is  left,  musing  of  bliss,  alone ; — 
Alone  ? — no,  not  alone — that  heavy  sigh,  ' 

That  sob  of  grief,  which   broke   from  some  one 

nigh—  ; 

lUMse  could  it  be  7 — alas !  is  misery  found 
Here,  even  here,  on  this  enchanted  ground  ? 
He  turns,  and  sees  a  female  fonn,  close  veiKd, 
Leaning,  as  if  both  heart  and  strength  had  failed, 

>  The  wifo  of  Potjphar,  thus  nanip<l  hy  iho  C>rirBUli. 

**  The  pMsloii  which  this  frail  beaoty  of  antiquliy  cftnotiir' 
•d  tor  her  yoasf  Hebrew  slave,  has  given  ri^e  to  a  mocb-«»- 
iBemed  poem  In  tbe  PersiJui  language,  entitled  Ym*tf  vmm  Z0- 
NJkJk^  by  AWrnUni  Jami;  the  manascript  copy  of  wbiek 
In  tbe  Bodleian  Library  at  Oxford,  Is  supposed  to  be  Uk 
flaest  la  ttie  whole  world.**— AVl«  vpM  JVcttt  TrmmaiMmm 
tfU^Sn. 


Against  a  piUar  near ;— not  f|^*rnig  o*er 

With  gems  and  wreatlis,  such  as  the  others  were, 

But  in  that  deep-blue,  melancholy  dress,' 

Bokhaea's  maidens  wear  in  mindfulneisi 

Of  friends  <x  kindred,  dead  or  far  away  ^ 

And  such  as  Zcuca  had  on  that  day 

He  left  her — ^wben,  witli  heart  too  full  to  speak, 

He  took  away  her  last  warm  ttran  n\itm  his  elieek. 

A  lAnnj^*:  ismfA'affa  lAJn  within  hirij, — more 
Tl-aa  ffjere  conjpaMb>/u  *ver  wak«rd  Url'/f!: ; 
Unconscuou^Jy  1/^  opes  hut  an/is,  wl*il*j  she 
•Spring*  forward,  a*  wilii  Kf«r's  Jaiit  ••■UfT^, 
But-  irwxoAiiig  in  tJ.at  one  cvonruWlre  ly/'Ji^, 
< irJu.  #?»  fthe  r«:&<  ^a  \m  arvs^  upon  tli«r  f^fMiid  ^ 
H*rr  T*3  fills  off— hff  ;»uijl  handa  cl^cp  hi*  kwbes— 
Tif  K«e  b*:r**;f : — 'lis  Zcuca  h«  1^1^  \ 
Bai-  ah,  so  pti*,  m>  c;i»uv#jd — w/i^.  b*-t  i  Wr#T 
Coujc  iSi.  ^juti  V7w:k  *JL  U^^y'a  ttttrmK  di«>/i«r 
TiiS  «ict'«wrtid  dT*::Jty— ^»'"ju  \a: 

Pa:  t*^  lirt  raipels  Irtcn  ier  brvw,  tud  gKMd 

TZyJL,  VJPJI^  Lot.  W:jW*  «*%  kV^  i'jrt^*;  \»JetM^ 

Eire  ne  cou«g  ?*m.'r  sii*  wat  ttud^e-d  im  v^il, 
Owl  darliiijp  aiuc.  wi^ca  1^  k»  jrjijf  lotc  rjuowu 
III  Mn-  uic  BDCTow.  'vmxr-^vL  u.  vXjl  : 
WxA.  rr'i,  wiiCL  fTK^  WW  uir^\p^ — itrsA-i,  '^jitfiA 
Ht  i»-f:  nw  itir  Uie  »  a?* — at  v,iA  W'.im*.  i^r^r 
ift::  ni  uer  mrrvw  lit*  •«  nr*?**  wj^r^f^'j/vr* 
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rail 
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"  Oh   tlA    tM-^l^il.^ yil^       U      \..^         ^        J.J- 

"Wueti  ii*L  trf-   «r^«.  -^..    ^.-^,^    ,,^_  ,^  --^ 
"  1  si«iHliL  iM**  i*ic«-    ...-    :  ^>     .-_      ■  ,.*. 

**  Tt  JMV»  itfV'  ^sw^^  ^^^  :s&..-T  : ,  *  jutf&r  •*«' 
*•«,;  «v^  ^w.  ^„^  4^^.,  y^  3^tr 
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It  was  indeed  the  touch  of  those  fond  lipi 
Upon  her  eyes  that  chased  theu*  short  eclipse, 
And,  gradual  as  the  snow,  at  Heaven's  breath. 
Melts  off  and  shows  the  azure  flow'rs  beneath. 
Her  lids  unclosed,  and  the  bright  eyes  were  seen 
Gazing  on  his — ^not,  as  they  late  had  been, 
Quick!  restless,  wild,  but  mournfully  serene ; 
As  if  to  lie,  ev'n  for  that  tranced  minute. 
So  near  his  heart,  had  consolation  m  it ; 
And  thus  to  wake  in  his  beloved  caress 
Took  from  her  soul  one  half  its  wretchedness. 
But,  when  she  heard  him  call  her  good  and  pure, 
Oh,  'twas  too  much — ^too  dreadful  to  endure  I 
Shudd'ring  she  broke  away  from  his  embrace. 
And,  hiding  with  both  hands  her  guilty  face. 
Said,  in  a  tone  whose  anguish  would  have  riv'n 
A  heart  of  very  marble,  "  Pure  I — oh  Heav'n !" — 

That  tone— those  looks  so  changed — ^the  wither- 
ing blight. 
That  sin  and  sorrow  leave  where'er  they  light ; 
The  dead  despondency  of  those  sunk  eyes. 
Where  once,  had  he  thus  met  her  by  surprise. 
He  would  have  seen  himself,  too  happy  boy. 
Reflected  in  a  thousand  lights  of  joy ; 
And  then  the  place, — that  bright,  unholy  place. 
Where  vice  lay  hid  beneath  each  winning  grace 
And  charm  of  lux'ry,  as  the  viper  weaves 
Its  wily  cov'ring  of  sweet  balsam  leaves,* — 
AH  struck  upon  his  heart,  sudden  and  cold 
As  death  itself; — ^it  needs  not  to  bo  told — 
No,  no — ^he  sees  it  all,  plain  as  the  brand 
Of  burning  shame  can  mark — whate'er  the  hand. 
That  could  from  Heav'n  and  him  such  brightness 

sever, 
'Tis  done^to  Heav'n  and  him  she's  lost  forever  ! 
It  was  a  dreadful  moment ;  not  tho  tears, 
The  ling'ring,  lasting  misery  of  years 
Ck>uld  match  that  minute's  anguish — all  the  worst 
Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  burst 
Broke  o*er  his  soul,  and,  with  one  crash  of  fate, 
Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  his  life  desolate. 

"  Oh !  curse  me  not,"  she  cried,  as  wild  he  toss'd 
His  desp'rate  hand  tow'rds  Heav'n — "  though  I  am 

lost, 
"  Think  not  that  guilt,  that  falsehood  made  me  fall, 
<*  No,  no— 'twas  grief,  'twas  madness  did  it  all ! 
"Nay,  doubt  me  not — though  all  thy  love  hath 

ceased — 
"  I  know  it  hath — yet,  yet  believe,  at  least, 
"  That  every  spark  of  reason's  light  must  bo 
"  Quench'd  in  this  brain,  ere  I  could  stray  from  thee. 


1 "  Concerning  the  vipers,  which  Pliny  says  were  frequent 
among  the  balsam-trees,  I  made  very  particular  Inquiry ; 


'  They  told  me  thou  wert  dead— why,  Azim,  why 

*  Did  we  not,  both  of  ns,  that  instant  die 
*When  we  were  parted?  oh!  conldst   tboo  fant 

know 

<  With  what  a  deep  devotedueas  of  wo 

I  wept  thy  absence— o^er  and  o'er  again 
'Thinking  of  thee,  sf.U  thee,  till  thought  grtw 
pain, 

*  And  mem'ry,  like  a  drop  that,  night  and  day, 

*  Falls  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away. 

*  Didst  thou  but  know  bow  pale  I  sat  at  home, 

*  My  eyes  still  tum'd  the  way  thoa  wert  to  come, 

*  And,  all  the  ki  g,  long  night  of  hope  and  fear, 

*  Thy  voice  and  step  still  sounding  in  my  ear — 

*  Oh  God !  thou  wouldst  not  wonder  that,  at  last, 

*  When  every  hope  was  all  at  once  o'ercast, 

*  When  I  heard  frightful  voices  xoond  me  say 

'  Azim  is  dead! — this  wretched  brain  gave  way, 
'  And  I  became  a  wreck,  at  random  driven, 

*  Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  Heav'n— 

*  All  wild — and  even  this  quenchless  love  within 
'  Tum'd  to  foul  fires  to  light  me  into  sin ! — 
<Thon  pitiest  me— I  knew    thoa  woakist^-tkat 

sky 

*  Hath  naught  beneath  it  half  so  lorn  as  L 

*The  fiend,  who  lured   me  hither — hist!   come 
near, 

*  Or  thou  too,  thou  art  lost,  if  he  should  hear— 

*  Told  me  such  things— oh !  with  such  devlish  ait, 

*  As  would  have  mWd  ev'n  a  holier  heart— 

*  Of  thee,  and  of  that  ever-radiant  sphere, 

*  Where  bless'd  at  length,  if  I  but  served  km  hut, 

*  1  should  forever  live  in  thy  dear  sight, 

*  And  drink  from  those  pure  eyes  eternal  light 

<  Think,  think  how  lost,  how  madden'd  I  moit  be, 

<  To  hope  that  guilt  could  lead  to  God  or  thee! 

*  Thou  weep'st  for  me — do  weep— oh,  that  I  dont 

*  Kiss  off  that  tear !  but,  no— ^ese  lips  are  cmsed^ 
'  They  must  not  touch  thee ;— one  divine  caress, 

'  One  blessed  moment  of  foigetfufaieeB 

*  I've  had  within  those  arms,  and  that  shall  fie, 
'  Shrined  in  my  soul's  deep  mem'ry  tilll  die; 

'  The  last  of  joy's  last  relics  here  below, 

'*  Tho  one  sweet  drop,  in  all  this  waste  of  wo, 

'*  My  heart  has  treasured  from  afiection's  spring 

"  To  sooth  and  cool  its  deadly  withering! 

"  But  thou — yes,  thou  must  go — forever  go ; 

^'  This  place  is  not  for  thee — ^for  thee !  oh  no: 

'<  Did  I  but  tell  thee  half,  thy  tortured  brain 

'*  Would  bum  like  mine,  and  mine  go  wild  again ! 

>(  Enough,  that  Guilt  reigns  here — that  hearts,  once 

good, 
'*  Now  tainted,  chill'd,  and  broken,  are  his  find^— 


•everal  were  bruught  me  alive  both  to  Yaaibo  and  JkMa.*^ 
Brttce. 
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,  that  we  aro  parted — that  there  rolb 
of  headlong  fate  between  oar  souls, 
darkness  severs  me  as  wide  from  thee 
from  heaVn,  to  all  eternity !" 

;a,  Zeuca  !"  the  youth  ezclami*d, 
tortures  of  a  mind  inflamed 
I  madness — "  by  that  sacred  HeaVn, 
yet,  if  prayers  can  move,  thou'lt  be  for- 
r'n, 

,  art  here — here,  in  this  writhing  heart, 
il,  wild,  and  ruin'd  as  thou  art ! 
remembrance  of  our  once  pure  love, 
like  a  churchyard  light,  still  bums  above 
ive  of  our  lost  souls — which  guilt  in  thee 
extinguish,  nor  despair  in  me  ! 
ijure,  implore  thee  to  fly  hence — 
hast  yet  one  spark  of  innocence, 
h  me  from  this  place" — 

"  With  thee !  oh  bliss ! 
rth  whole  years  of  torment  to  hear  this, 
take  the  lost  one  with  thee  ? — ^let  her  rove 
dear  side,  as  in  those  days  of  love, 
ve  were  both  so  happy,  both  so  pure— 
iv*nly  dream  !  if  tlicre*s  on  earth  a  cure 
sunk  heart,  'tis  tliis — day  after  day 
he  blessM  companion  of  thy  way  ; 
'  thy  angel  eloquence — to  see 
'irtuous  eyes  forever  tum'd  on  me  ; 
their  light  rechasten*d  silently, 
B  stain'd  web  that  whitens  in  the  sun, 
ure  by  being  purely  shone  upon ! 
)u  wilt  pray  for  me — I  know  thou  wilt — 
dim  vesper  hour,  when  thoughts  of  guilt 
leavicst  o'er  the   heart,  thou'lt  lift  thine 
es, 

sweet  tears,  unto  the  darkening  skies, 
'ad  for  me  with  Heav'n,  till  I  can  dare 
ny  own  weak,  sinful  glances  there  ; 
good  angels,  when  they  see  me  cling 
nea  thee,  pale  and  sorrowing, 
r  th^  sake  pronounce  my  soul  forgiven, 
I  thee  take  tliy  weeping  slave  to  Heav'n  I 

.  Ill  fly  with  thee " 

Scarce  had  she  said 
cathlesB  words,  when  a  voice  deep  and 
ead 

f  MoxKER,  waking  up  the  dead 
ir  first  sleep— -80  startling  'twas  to  both — 
ough  the  casement  near,  **  Thy  oath !  thy 
thi" 

'n,  the  ghastliness  of  that  Maid's  look ! — 
,'*  faintly  slie  cried,  while  terror  shook 


in  territory  of  latkahax  there  is  a  kind  of  apple, 
icb  U  sweet  aod  half  soar.**— £te  Haukal. 


Her  inmost  core,  nor  durst  she  lift  her  eyes, 
Though  through  the  casement,  now,  naught  bat 

the  skies 
And  moonlight  fields  were  seen,  calm  as  before— > 
"  'Tis  he,  and  I  am  hi»— all,  all  is  o'er— 
"  Go— fly  this  instant,  or  thou'rt  ruin'd  too— 
"  My  oath,  my  oath,  oh  God !  'tis  all  too  true, 
"  True  as  the  worm  in  this  cold  heart  it  is — 
"  I  am  Mokanna's  bride — ^his,  Azuc,  his — 
"  The  Dead  stood  round  us,  while  I  spoke  that  vow, 
"  Their  blao  .'ips  echo'd  it — I  hear  them  now  ! 
**  Their  eyes  glared  on  me,  while  I  pledged  that  bowl, 
"  IV  as  burning  blood — I  feel  it  in  my  soul ! 
"And  the  Veil'd  Bridegroom — hist!  I've  seen  to- 
night 
"  What  angels  know  not  of— so  foal  a  sight, 
"  So  horrible— oh  !  never  may'st  thou  see 
**  What  there  lies  hid  from  all  but  hell  and  me  ! 
*<  But  I  must  hence — off,  off— I  am  not  thme, 
"Nor    Heav'n's,   nor    Love's,  nor   aught   that   is 

divine — 
"  Hold  me  not— ha  !  thmk'st  thou  the  fiends  that 

sever 
"Hearts,  cannot  sunder  hands? — thus,  then — ^for- 
ever !** 

With  all  that  strength,  which  madness  lends  the 
weak. 
She  flung  away  his  arm ;  and,  with  a  shriek, 
Whose  sound,  though  he  should  linger  out  more 

years 
Tha9  wretch  e'er  told,  can  never  leave  his  ears — 
Flew  up  through  that  long  avenue  of  light. 
Fleetly  as  some  dark,  ominous  bird  of  night, 
Across  the  sun,  and  soon  was  out  of  sight ! 


Lalla  Rookh  could  think  of  nothing  all  day  but 
the  misery  of  these  two  young  lovers.  Her  gayety 
was  gone,  and  she  looked  pensively  even  upo. 
Fi  DLADEEN.  She  felt,  too,  without  knowing  why, 
a  sort  of  uneasy  pleasure  in  imagining  that  AziM 
must  have  been  just  such  a  youth  as  Feramorz  ; 
just  as  wortliy  to  enjoy  all  the  blessings,  without 
any  of  the  pangs,  of  that  illusive  passion,  which  too 
often,  like  the  sunny  apples  of  Istkahar,'  is  all 
sweetness  on  one  side,  and  aU  bitterness  on  the 
other. 

As  they  passed  along  a  sequestered  river  after 
simset,  they  saw  a  ^oung  Hindoo  girl  upon  the 
bank,*  whose    employment   seemed    to    them  n 


*  For  aa  acconnt  of  this  ceremony,  see  Ormm^H't  Voyagt 
la  the  Indiaa  Ocean. 
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strange,  that  they  stopped  their  palankeeiis  to  ob- 
serve her.  She  had  lighted  a  small  lamp,  filled  with 
oil  of  cocoa,  and  placing  it  in  an  earthen  dish, 
adorned  with  a  wreath  of  flowers,  had  committed  it 
with  a  trembling  hand  to  the  stream  ;  and  was  now 
anxiously  watching  its  progress  down  the  current, 
heedless  of  the  gay  cavalcade  which  had  drawn  up 
beside  her.  Kvlla  Rookii  was  all  curiosity; — 
when  one  of  her  attendants,  who  had  lived  upon 
the  banks  of  the  Ganges,  (where  this  ceremony  is 
so  frequent,  that  often,  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening, 
the  river  is  seen  glittering  all  over  with  lights,  like 
the  Oton-Tala,  or  Sea  of  Stars,*)  informed  the 
Princess  that  it  was  the  usual  way  in  which  the 
friends  of  those  who  had  gone  on  dangerous 
voyages  offered  up  vows  for  their  safe  return.  If 
the  lamp  sunk  inmiediately,  the  omen  was  dis- 
astrous ;  but  if  it  went  shining  down  the  stream, 
and  continued  to  burn  till  entirely  out  of  sight,  the 
return  of  the  beloved  object  was  considered  as 
certain. 

Lalla  Rookii,  as  they  moved  on,  more  than 
once  looked  back,  to  observe  how  the  young  Hin- 
doo's lamp  proceeded ;  and  while  she  saw  with 
pleasure  that  it  was  still  unextinguished,  i||ie  could 
not  help  fearing  that  all  the  hopes  of  this  life  were 
no  better  tlian  that  feeble  light  upon  the  river.  The 
remainder  of  the  journey  was  passed  in  silence. 
She  now,  for  the  first  time,  felt  that  shade  of 
melancholy  which  comes  over  the  youthful  maid- 
en's heart,  as  sweet  and  transient  as  her  own  breath 
upon  a  mirror  ;  nor  was  it  till  she  heard  the  lute  of 
Feramorz,  touched  lightly  at  the  door  of  her 
pavilion,  that  she  waked  from  the  rcvery  in  which 

»  "The  place  whcrotheWhangho,  a  river  of  Thibet,  rises, 
and  where  there  are  more  than  a  hundred  springs,  which 
sparkle  like  stars:  whence  it  is  chilled  Hotan-nor,  that  is,  the 
Sea  of  SUin."— Description  of  Thibet  in  Pinkerton. 

*  **  The  LescAf  or  Imperifi  Camp  is  divided,  like  a  regular 
town,  into  squares,  alleys,  and  streets,  and  from  a  rising 
ground  furninhea  one  of  the  most  agreeable  prospects  in  the 
world.  Starting  up  in  a  few  hours  in  an  uninhabited  plain, 
it  raises  the  idea  of  a  city  built  by  enchantment  Even  those 
who  leave  their  houses  in  cities  to  follow  the  Prince  in  his 
progress,  are  frequently  so  charmed  with  the  Loscar,  when 
situated  in  a  beautiful  and  convenient  place,  that  they  can- 
not prevail  with  themselves  to  remote.  To  pret'ent  this  in- 
convenience to  the  court,  the  £m|)eror,  aflcr  sufficient  time 
Is  allowed  to  the  tradesmen  to  follow,  orders  them  to  be 
burnt  out  of  their  tents." — Dovo't  Ilindostan. 

Colonel  VVilks  gives  a  lively  picture  of  an  Eastern  en- 
campment:— "His  camp,  like  that  of  most  Indian  armies, 
exhibited  a  motley  collection  of  covers  from  the  scorching 
son  and  dews  of  the  night,  variegated  according  to  the  ta-sto 
or  means  of  each  individual,  by  extensive  enclosures  of  col- 
ored calico  surrounding  superb  suites  of  tents ;  by  ragged 
clothes  or  blankets  stretched  over  sticks  or  branches ;  pnlm 
leaves  hastily  spread  over  similor  supports;  handsome  tents 
and  splendid  canopies ;  horses,  oxen,  elephants,  and  camels ; 
all  intermixed  without  any  exterior  mark  of  order  or  design, 


she  had  been  wandering  Instantly  her  eyes  were 
lighted  up  with  pleasure  ;  and,  after  a  few  uoheard 
remarks  from  Fadladekn  upon  the  indecomm  of  a 
poet  seating  himself  in  presence  of  a  Princesi, 
every  thing  was  arranged  as  on  the  preceding  eve' 
ning,  and  all  listened  with  eagerness,  while  the  stoiy 
was  thus  continued : — 


WnosE  are  the  gilded  tents  that  crowd  the  way, 
Where  all  was  waste  and  silent  yesterday  ? 
This  City  of  War  which,  in  a  few  short  boon, 
Hath  sprung  up  here,*  as  if  the  magic  powen 
Of  Him  who,  in  the  twinkling  of  a  star. 
Built  the  high  pillar'd  h£  >  of  CmLxiN ae,' 
Had  conjured  up,  far  as  the  eye  can  see. 
This  world  of  teuis,  and   domes,  and  nm-farigbt 

armory : — 
Princely  pavilions,  screen*d  by  many  a  fold 
Of  crimson  cloth,  and  toppM  with  balls  of  gold  *— 
Steods,  with  their  housings  of  rich  silver  spun, 
Their  chains  and  poitrels  glitt*ring  in  the  son ; 
And  camels,  tufted  o^er  with  Yenien*8  sheUs^* 
Shaking  in  every  breeze  their  light-toned  belb  \ 

But  yester-eve,  so  motionless  around, 
So  mute  was  this  wide  plain,  that  not  a  sooLd 
But  the  far  torrent,  or  the  locust  bird* 
Htmting  among  the  thickets,  could  be  bekid  }— 
Yet  hark !  what  discords  now,  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Shouts,  lauglis,  and  scroama  are   revelling  in  tU 

wind; 
The  neigh  of  cavahy ; — the  tinkling  thiongi 
Of  laden  camels  and  their  driyeis'  songs  f— 

except  the  flags  of  the  chiefs,  which  osoally  mark  the  est- 
tres  of  a  congeries  of  these  masses  ;  the  only  regular  ^tft  of 
the  encampment  being  the  streets  of  shops,  endi  of  wbick 
is  constructed  nearly  in  the  manner  of  a  booth  at  aa£itii*^ 
ifK\xr—Hi*torical  Sketches  of  the  SouU  ef  JmdU. 

*  The  edifices  of  Chilminar  and  Balbee  are  sapposod  id 
have  been  built  by  the  Genii,  acting  under  the  orders  of  Ju 
ben  Jan,  who  governed  the  world  l<mg  befim  ths  tioe  of 
Adam 

<  "  A  superb  camel,  ornamented  with  strings  uid  taSn^ 
small  shells.*'— j9/i  Bep. 

*  A  native  of  Khorassan,  and  allured  sonthwaid  by  nfu* 
of  the  water  of  a  fountain  between  Shiiu  a«d  Ispakaa* 
called  the  Fountiin  of  Birds,  of  which  it  is  so  food  tbst  B 
will  follow  wherever  that  water  Is  carried. 

*  "  Some  of  the  camels  have  bells  about  their  necki.  ^ 
some  about  their  legs,  like  those  which  our  caniefs  pat  ftbo"' 
their  fore-horses*  necks,  which,  together  with  the  semat*. 
(who  belong  to  the  camels,  and  travel  on  fiiol.)  slnfist  all 
night,  make  a  pleasant  noise,  and  the  Journey  passes  tvsT 
delightfully.**— Ptrt*«  Account  of  the  MahomelaBS. 

**The  camel-driver  follows  the  camels  singing,  and  too** 
times  playing  upon  his  pipe ;  the  louder  he  slnp  and  pf^ 
the  faster  the  camels  go.  Nay,  they  will  stand  still  trk<* 
he  gives  over  his  music**— Unwrajsr. 
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Ringing  of  arms,  and  flapping  in  the  breezo 
Of  streameiB  from  ten  thousand  canopies ; — 
War-music,  bursting  out  from  time  to  time, 
With  gong  and  tymbalon's  tremendous  chime ; — 
Or,  in  the  pause,  when  harsher  sounds  are  mate, 
The  mellow  breathings  of  some  horn  or  flute, 
That  far  ofl*,  broken  by  the  eagle  note 
Of  th*  Abyssinian  trumpet,'  swell  and  float 

Who  leads  this  mighty  army  7 — ask  ye  "  who?" 
And  mark  ye  not  those  banners  of  dark  hue. 
The  Night  and  Shadow,*  over  yonder  tent  ? — 
It  is  the  Caliph's  glorious  armament 
Roused  in  his  Palace  by  the  dread  alarms. 
That  hourly  came,  of  the  false  Prophet's  arms. 
And  of  his  host  of  infidels,  who  hurl'd 
Defiance  fierce  at  Islam*  and  the  world, — 
Though  worn  with  Grecian  warfare,  and  behind 
The  veils  of  bis  bright  Palace  calm  reclined. 
Yet  brook'd  he  not  such  blasphemy  should  stain, 
Thus  unrevenged,  the  evening  of  his  reign ; 
But,  having  sworn  upon  the  Holy  Grave^ 
To  conquer  or  to  perish,  once  more  gave 
His  shadowy  banners  proudly  to  the  breeze, 
And  with  an  army,  nursed  m  victories. 
Here  stands  to  crush  the  rebels  that  overrun 
His  blest  and  beauteous  Provmce  of  the  Sun. 

Ne'er  did  the  march  of  Mahadi  display 
Such  pomp  before ; — not  ev'n  when  on  his  way 
To  Mecca's  Temple,  when  both  land  and  sea 
Were  spoil'd  to  feed  the  Pilgrim's  luxury  ;* 
When  round  him,  mid  the  burning  sands,  he  saw 
Fruits  of  the  North  in  icy  freshness  thaw. 
And  cool'd  his  thirsty  lip,  beneath  the  glow 
Of  Mecca's  sun,  with  urns  of  Persian  snow  :* — 
Nor  e'er  did  armament  more  grand  than  that 
Pour  from  the  kingdoms  of  the  Caliphat 

I  "This  tmmpet  is  often  called,  in  Abyssinia,  netsereanOf 
wliich  signifies  the  Note  of  the  Eaf  le.*'— Aot«  of  Bmee** 
Editor. 

*  The  two  Mack  standards  borne  before  the  Caliphs  of  the 
Boase  of  Abbas  were  called,  allegorically.  The  Night  and 
The  Shadow.— See  Gibbon. 

*  The  Bfahometan  religion. 

« "  The  Persians  swear  by  the  Tomb  of  Shah  Besade,  who 
>>  Imried  at  Casbin ;  and  when  one  desires  another  to  assev- 
erate a  matter,  he  will  ask  him  if  he  dare  swear  by  the  Iluly 
Grkre.*'— S£r«y. 

*  Mahadi,  In  a  single  pilgrimage  to  Mecca,  expended  six 
^UoQs  of  dinars  of  gold. 

*  Nivem  Meccam  apportavit,  rem  Ibi  ant  nnnqoam  aat 
mo  w\aun.—JtbMi/eiM. 

'  The  inhabitants  of  Hejas  or  Arabia  Petrca,  called  by  an 
Kutoni  writer  **Tbe  People  of  the  Rock."~£&n  Uaukal. 

'"Those  horses,  callnl  by  the  Arabians  Kochlani,  of 
Whom  a  written  genealogy  has  been  kept  for  9000  years. 
They  are  said  to  derive  their  origin  ftooi  King  Solomon's 
•leeds.**— AlsMb'. 

''"MaayortbeflcnwoB  theUadss  of  their  swords  an 


Fust,  in  the  van,  the  People  of  the  Rock,^ 
On  their  light  mountain  steeds,  of  royal  stock :' 
Then,  chieftains  of  Damascus,  proud  to  see 
The  flashing  of  their  swords'  rich  marquetry  f — 
Men,  from  the  regions  near  the  Volga's  mouth, 
Miz'd  with  the  rude,  black  archers  of  the  South ; 
And  Indian  l&cers,  in  white  turban'd  ranks. 
From  the  far  Sinde,  or  Attock'b  sacred  banks. 
With  dusky  legions  from  the  Land  of  Myrrh," 
And  many  a  mace-arm'd  Moor  and  Mid-sea  islander 

Nor  leas  in  number,  though  more  new  and  rude 
In  warfare's  school,  was  the  vast  multitude 
That,  fired  by  zeal,  or  by  oppression  wrong'd. 
Round  the  white  standard  of  th'  impostor  throng'd. 
Beside  his  thousands  of  Believers — ^blind. 
Burning  and  headlong  as  the  Samiel  wind — 
Many  who  felt,  and  more  who  fear'd  to  feel 
The  bloody  Islamite's  converting  steel, 
Flock'd  to  his  banner ; — Chiefs  of  th'  Uzdek  race, 
Waving  their  heron  crests  with  martial  grace  ;" 
Turkomans,  countless  as  their  flocks,  led  forth 
From  th'  aromatic  pastures  of  the  North  ; 
Wild  warriors  of  the  turquoise  hills," — and  those 
Who  dwell  beyond  the  everlasting  snows 
Of  Hindoo  Kosh,"  in  stormy  freedom  bred. 
Their  fort  the  rock,  their  camp  the  torreut's  bed. 
But   none,    of    all   who  own'd   the  Chiefs  com- 
mand, 
Rush'd  to  that  battle-field  with  bolder  hand, 
Or  sterner  hate,  than  Iran's  outlaw'd  men," 
Hef  Worshippers  of  FutJ— all  panting  then 
For  vengeance  on  th'  accursed  Saracen  ; 
Vengeance  at  last  for  their  dear  country  spum'd. 
Her  throne  usurp'd,  and  her  bright  shrmes  o'er- 

tum'd. 
From  Yezd's"  eternal  Mansion  of  the  Fire, 
Where  aged  saints  in  dreams  of  Hcav'n  expire : 

wrought  in  gold  or  silver,  or  in  kaarqaetr>*  with  small  gems.** 
— ^*i<rf.  Miac.  V.  1. 

>*  AzKborSaba. 

"  "The  chiefs  of  the  Uzbek  Tartars  wear  a  plume  of 
white  heron's  feathers  in  their  turbans." — .Recount  of  Indo- 
pendent  Tartary. 

u  In  the  mountains  of  Nlshaponr  and  Tons  (in  Khoras- 
san)  they  find  turquoises. — Ebn  Haukal. 

"  For  a  description  of  these  stupendous  ranges  of  moan 
tains,  see  FUpkinatone" a  Caubul. 

1*  The  Ghebers  or  Guebres,  those  original  natives  of  Per- 
sia who  adhered  to  their  ancient  faith,  the  religion  of  Zoro- 
aster, and  who,  after  the  conquest  of  their  country  by  the 
Arabs,  were  either  persecuted  at  home,  or  fiirced  to  become 
wanderers  abroad.  . 

u  "Yezd,.the  chief  residence  of  those  ancient  natives, 
who  worship  the  Sun  and  the  Fire,  which  latter  they  have 
carefully  kept  lighted,  without  being  once  exUnguished  for 
a  moment,  aboat  3U00  years,  on  a  mountain  near  Yeid, 
called  Ater  Qnedah,  signifying  the  House  or  Mansion  of  the 
File.  He  U  reckoned  very  nnfortonate  who  dies  olf  that 
inoiantaiB.'*~SC9A<ii*«  Psrns. 
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From  Badku,  and  those  fountains  of  blue  flame 
That  bum  into  the  Caspian,*  fierce  they  came, 
Careless  for  wltat  or  whom  the  blow  was  sped, 
So  vengeance  triumphed,  and  their  tyrants  bled. 

Such  was  the  wild  and  miscellaneous  host. 
That  high  in  air  their  motley  banners  toss'd 
Around  the  Prophet-Chief— all  eyes  still  bent 
I'pon  that  glittering  Veil,  where'er  it  went, 
That  beacon  through  the  battle's  stormy  flood. 
That   rainbow   of  the   field,   whose  showers  were 
blood! 

Twice  hath  the  sun  upon  their  conflict  set, 
And  risen  again,  and  found  them  grappling  yet; 
While  streams  of  carnage  in  his  noontide  blaze, 
Smoke  up  to  Ilcav'n — hot  as  that  crimson  haze. 
By  which  the  prostrate  Caravan  is  awed,' 
In  tlie  red  Desert,  when  the  wind's  abroad. 
"  On,  Swords  of  God !"  the  panting  Caliph  calls, — 
"  Thrones   for    the   living — Heav'n  for  him   who 

falls!"— 
"  On,  bravo  avengers,  on,"  Mokanna  cries, 
"  Aud  Eblis  blast  the  recreant  slave  that  flies !" 
Now  comes  the  brunt,  the  crisis  of  the  day — 
They  clash — ^thcy  strive — the  Caupii'b  troops  give 

way! 
Mokanna's  self  plucks  the  black  Banner  down, 
And  now  the  Orient  World's  Imperial  crown 
Is  just  within  his  grasp — when,  hark,  that  shout ! 
Some  hand  hath  check'd  the  flying  Moslem's  rout ; 
And  now  they  turn,  they  rally — at  their  head 
A  warrior,  (like  those  angel  youths  who  led. 
In  glorious  panoply  of  Heav'n's  own  mail. 
The   Champions  of   the   Faith    through   Beder's 

vale,*) 
Bold  as  if  gified  with  ten  thousand  lives. 
Turns  on  the  fierce  pur8uer*s  blades,  and  drives 
At  once  the  multitudinous  torrent  back — 
While  hope  and  courage  kindle  in  his  track ; 
And,  at  each  stop,  his  bloody  falchion  makes 
Terrible  vistas  through  which  \nct'ry  breaks ! 
In  vain  Mokanxa,  midst  the  general  flight. 
Stands,  like  the  red  moon,  on  some  stormy  night. 
Among  the  fugitive  clouds  that,  hurrying  by. 
Leave  only  her  unshaken  in  the  sky — 


1  "  When  the  weather  Is  haiy,  the  springs  of  Naphtha  (on 
an  island  near  Baku)  boil  up  the  higher,  and  the  Naphtha 
oOcn  takes  fire  on  the  surface  of  tne  earth,  and  mns  in  a 
flame  into  the  sea  to  a  distance  almost  incredible.**— //an- 
ipay  on  tke  Everlasting  Fire  at  Baku, 

*  Savary  says  of  the  south  wind,  which  blows  in  Egypt 
ftom  February  to  May,  "Sometimes  it  appears  only  in  the 
shape  of  an  impetuous  whirlwind,  which  passes  rapidly,  and 
Is  ftial  to  the  traveller,  surprised  in  the  middle  of  the  deserts. 
Torrents  of  bumins  sand  roll  before  it,  the  firmament  if  en- 


In  vain  he  yells  his  desperate  cnises  out. 
Deals  death  promiscuotidy  to  all  about. 
To  foes  that  charge  and  coward  friends  that  fly» 
And  seems  of  aU  the  Great  Arch-enemy. 
The  panic  spreads—"  A  miracle !"  throagbout 
The  Moslem  ranks,  «  a  miracle !"  they  shoot. 
All  gazing  on  that  youth,  whose  coming  seems 
A  light,  a  glory,  such  as  breaks  in  dreams ; 
And  ev'ry  sword,  true  as  o*er  billows  dim 
The  needle  tracks  the  load-star,  following  him  I 

Right  tow'rds  Mokanna  now    he    cleaves  ha 

path. 
Impatient  cleaves,  as  though  the  bolt  of  wrath 
He  bears  from  Heav'n  withheld  its  awful  bant 
From  weaker  heads,  and  sotds  but  half  way  comd, 
To  break  o'er  Him,  the  mightiest  and  the  worrt ! 
But    vain    his    speed — though,  in    that    hour  of 

blood. 
Had  all  God*s  seraphs  round  Mokanna  stood, 
With  swords  of  fire,  ready  like  fato  to  fidl, 
Mokanna's  soul  would  have  defied  them  all ; 
Yet  now,  the  rush  of  fugitives,  too  strong 
For  hiunan  force,  hmries  ev'n  him  along: 
In  vain  ho  struggles  'mid  the  wedged  amy 
Of  flying  thousands — he  is  borne  away ; 
And  the  sole  joy  his  baffled  spirit  knows. 
In  this  forced  flight,  is — ^murd'ring  as  he  goes ! 
As  a  grim  tiger,  whom  the  torrent's  might 
Surprises  in  some  parch'd  ravine  at  night. 
Turns,  ev'n  in  drowning,  on  the  wretched  flodo, 
Swept  witL  him  in  that  snow-flood  from  the  rocks. 
And,  to  tht  ast,  devouring  on  his  way. 
Bloodies  the  stream  he  hath  not  power  to  staiy. 

"  Alia  Ula  AUa !"— the  glad  vhout  renew— 
"  Alia  Akbar!"*—the  Caliph's  in  Mekou. 
Hang  out  your  gilded  tapestry  in  the  streets, 
Aud  light  yoar  shrines  and  chant  your  ziraleets.* 
The    Swords    of    God    have    trimnph'd-  en  b* 

throne 
Your  Caliph  site,  and  the  veil'd  Chief  hath  flown. 
Who  does  not  envy  that  yoimg  warrior  now. 
To  whom  the  Lord  of  Islam  bends  his  brow, 
In  all  the  graceful  gratitude  of  power, 
For  his  throne's  safety  in  that  perilous  boor? 


veloped  in  a  thick  veil,  and  the  ran  appears  of  the  color  o* 
blood.    Sometimes  whole  caravmni  are  burled  In  IL** 

3  III  the  great  victory  gained  by  Mabomet  at  Bedef,be«<* 
assisted,  say  the  Mussulmans,  by  three  thmuaad  aagels,  H 
by  Gabriel,  mounted  on  his  horse  Hlasuoi.--86e  71«  JTr* 
and  it*  ContmenUUort, 

*  The  Tecbir,  or  cry  of  the  Arabs.  «*  Alia  Achir  !**  «?> 
Ockley,  means,  "God  Is  most  mighty.** 

*  The  xir&lect  is*  a  kind  of  chonis,  which  Iw  < 
the  East  slag  opon  joyfU  oecastowk— JKm«». 
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th  not  wonder,  when,  amidst  th'  acclaim 
sandsy  heralding  to  heaven  his  name— 

those  holier  harmonies  of  famo, 
sound  along  the  path  of  yirtuous  souls, 
isic  round  a  planet  as  it  rdls, — 
8  away — coldly,  as  if  some  gloom 
'er  his  heart  no  triumphs  can  illume ; — 
ghtless  grief,  upon  whose  Uasted  gaze 

glory's  light  may  play,  in  vain  it  plays, 
etched  Azim  !  thine  is  such  a  grief, 
all  hope,  all  terror,  all  relief; 

cold  calm,  which  nothing  now  can  break, 
n  or  brighten, — ^like  that  Syrian  Lake,' 
hose  surface  mom  and  summer  shed 
nilcs  in  vain,  for  all  beneath  is  dead  !— 
here  have  been,  o'er  which  this  weight  of  wo 
y  long  use  of  sufiTiing,  tame  and  slow  ; 
le,  lost  youth !  was  sudden — over  thee 

at  once,  when  all  seemM  ecstasy  ; 
lope  look'd  up,  and  saw  the  gloom/  Past 
jo  splendor,  and  Bliss  dawn  at  last- 
hen,  ev*n  then,  o'er  joys  so  freshly  blown, 
>rtal  blight  of  misery  came  down ; 
en,  the  full,  warm  gushings  of  thy  heart 
iheck'd  —  like  fount-drops,  frozen  as  they 
itart— 

're,  like  them,  cold,  sunless  relics  hang, 
c'd  and  chill*d  into  a  lasting  pang. 

x>Ie  desire,  one  passion  now  remams 

>  life's  fever  still  within  his  veins, 

ice !  —  dire  vengeance  on  the  wretch  who 

:a8t 

a  and  all  he  loved  that  ruinous  blast 

,  when  rumors  reach'd  him  in  his  flight 

away,  after  that  fatal  night, — 

of  armies,  thronging  to  th'  attack 
Ve'iVd  Chief, — for  this  he  wing'd  him  back, 
I  the  vultur3  9peeds  to  flags  unfurl'd, 
lien  all  hope  seem'd  desp'rate,  wildly  hurl'd 

into  the  scale,  and  saved  a  workL 

he  still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
^atbs  that  Glory  on  his  path  lets  fall ; 

alone  exists — like  lightning-fire, 
d  one  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire ! 

afe  as  yet  that  Spirit  of  Evil  lives ; 
small  band  of  desp'rate  fugitives, 
t  sole  stubborn  fragment,  left  unriVn, 
proud  host  that  late  stopd  fronting  Heav'n, 

3ead  Sea,  which  eontainfl  neither  aaimal  nor  vege- 

incient  Oxat. 

f  of  Transoxiana. 

I  never  can  caat  yoor  eyes  on  this  tree,  bat  yoa 

neither  blotsoiusor  fruit;  and  as  the  Uossom drops 


He    gam'd  Merou  —  breathci  a  short  curse  of 

blood 
O'er  his    lost   throne  —  then  pass'd   the  Jmom's 

flood,' 
And  gath'ring  all,  whose  madness  of  belief 
Still  saw  a  Saviour  in  their  down-fall'n  Chief, 
Raised  the  white  banner  within  Neksueb's  gates,' 
And  there,  untamed,  th'  approaching;  conq'ror  waitsi 

Of  all  his  Haram,  all  that  busy  hive 
With  music  and  with  sweets  sparkling  rlive. 
He  took  but  one,  the  partner  of  his  flight, 
One — not  for  Kwe— not  for  her  beauty's  light — 
No,  Zeuca  stood  with'iing  'midst  the  gay. 
Wan  as  the  blossom  that  fell  yesterday 
From  th'  Alma  tree  and  dies,  while  overhead 
To-day's  young  flow'r  is  springing  in  its  stead.* 
Oh,  not  for  love— the  deepest  Danm'd  must  be 
Touch'd  with  Heaven's  glory,  ere  such  fiends  as  he 
Can  feel  one  glimpse  of  Love's  divinity. 
But  no,  she  is  his  victim  ; — there  lie  all 
Her  charms  for  him — charms  that  can  never  pall, 
As  long  as  hell  within  his  heart  can  stir. 
Or  one  faint  trace  of  Heaven  is  iXt  in  her. 
To  work  an  angel's  ruin, — to  behold 
As  white  a  page  as  Virtue  e'er  unroird 
Blacken,  beneath  his  touch,  into  a  scroll 
Of  danmmg  sins,  seal'd  with  a  burning  soul — 
This  is  his  triumph  ;  this  the  joy  accursed, 
That  ranks  him  among  demons  all  but  first : 
This  gives  the  victim,  that  before  him  lies 
Blighted  and  lost,  a  glory  in  his  eyes, 
A  light  like  that  with  which  hell-fire  illumes 
The  ghastly,  writhmg  wretch  whom  it  consumes ! 

But  other  tasks  now  wait  him — ^tasks  that  need 
All  the  deep  daringness  of  thought  and  deed 
With   which  the  Diveis^  have    gifted    him  —  for 

mark, 
Over  yon  plains,  which  night  had  else  made  dark, 
Those  lanterns,  countless  as  the  winged  lights 
That  spangle  India's  fields  on  show'ry  nights,*— 
Far  as  their  formidable  gleams  they  shed. 
The  mighty  tents  of  the  belcaguerer  spread, 
Glimm'ring  along  th'  horizon's  dusky  line. 
And  thence  in  nearer  circles,  till  they  ^ine 
Among  the  founts  and  groves,  o'er  which  the  town 
In  all  its  arm'd  magnificence  looks  down. 
Yet,  fearless,  from  his  lofty  battlements 
MoKANNA  views  that  multitude  of  tents ; 


nnderaeath  on  the  ground  (which  is  frequently  covsraa  with 
these  pnrple-eolored  flowers)  others  coom  forth  la  their 
stead,**  «bc  Bui.-^ituktff. 

*  The  Demons  of  the  Persian  mythology. 

•  Caneri  mentions  xht  fiie-flies  in  India  daring  the  niiay 
isasoiu— flee  his  Travels 
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Nay,  emiles  to  think  that,  though  entoiled,  beset, 
Not  less  than  mjTiads  dare  to  front  him  yet ; — 
l^hat  friendless,  thronoless,  he  thus  stands  at  bay, 
Ev*u  thus  a  match  for  myriads  such  as  they. 
"  Oh,  for  a  sweep  of  that  dark  Angel's  wing, 
<*Who    brushed    the    thousands    of    th'    Assyrian 

King* 
**  To  darkness  in  a  moment,  that  I  might 
"  People  Hell's  chambers  with  yon  host  to-night ! 
"  But,  como   what  may,  let  Whg  will   grasp  the 

throne, 
"  Caliph  or  Prophet,  Man  alike  shall  groan ; 
"  Let  who   will   torture    hhn,   Priest  —  Caliph  — 

King— 
"  Alike  this  loathsome  worid  of  his  shall  ring 
"  With  victims*  shrieks  and  bowlings  of  the  slave, — 
"  Sounds,  that    shall    glad    me    ev'n  within    my 

grave !" 
Thus,  to  himself— but  to  the  scanty  train 
Still  led  around  him,  a  for  different  strain : — 
"  Glorious  Defenders  of  the  sacred  Crown 
"  I  bear  from  Heav'n,  whose  light  nor  blood  shall 

drown 
"  Nor  shadow  of   earth  eclipse  ;  —  before  whose 

gems 
"  The  paly  pomp  of  this  world's  diadems, 
"  The  crown  of  Gerashid,  the  pillar'd  throne 
**  Of  Parviz,'  and  the  heron  crest  that  shone,* 
"  Magnificent,  o'er  Au's  beauteous  eyes,* 
*'  Fade  like  the  stars  when  mom  is  in  the  skies : 
"  Warriors,  rejoice — the  port  to  which  we've  pass'd 
"  O'er  Destiny's  dark  wave,  beams  out  at  last ! 
*  "^'ict'ry's  our  own — 'tis  written  in  that  Book 
**  Upon  whose  leaves  none  but  the  angels  look, 
"  That  Islam's  sceptre  shall  beneath  the  power 
"  Of  her  great  foe  fall  broken  in  that  hour, 
"  When  the  moon's  mighty  orb,  before  all  eyes, 
"  From   Nkksiieb's  Holy  Well  portentously  shall 


>  Sennacherib,  called  by  the  Orientals  King  of  Moussal. — 
D^Herbelot. 

9  Chonroes,  For  the  description  of  his  Throne  or  Palace, 
see  Gibbon  and  D^Herhdot. 

There  were  said  to  bo  under  this  Throne  or  Palace  of 
KhoTsrou  Parviz  a  hundred  vaults  filled  with  "  treasures  so 
Immense  that  !<omo  Mahometan  writers  tell  us,  their  Prophet, 
to  encourage  his  disciples,  carried  them  to  a  rock,  which  at 
his  command  opened,  and  gave  them  a  pro.«pect  through  it 
of  the  treajsurcs  of  Khosrou." — Unioersal  History. 

>  "The  crown  of  Gerashid  is  cloudy  and  tarnished  before 
the  heron  tuft  of  thy  turban."— From  one  of  the  elegies  or 
songs  in  praise  of  All,  written  in  characters  of  gold  round 
the  gallery  of  Abbas's  tomb.— See  Chardin.   . 

<  The  beauty  of  Ali's  eyes  was  so  remarkable,  that  when- 
ever the  Persians  would  describe  any  thing  as  very  lovely 
they  say  it  is  Ayn  Hall,  or  the  Eyes  of  AW.—Ckardin. 

•  We  are  not  told  more  of  this  trick  of  the  Impostor,  than 
that  It  was  "nne  machine,  qu*il  disoit  dtre  la  Lune.**  Ac- 
eording  to  Richardson,  the  miracle  is  perpetuated  In  Neks- 
cheb.—'*  Neksbab,  the  name  of  a  city  in  Transoziana,  where 


"  Now  turn  and  see !" 

They  tum'd,  and,  as  ho  qwlm, 
A  sudden  splendor  all  aroimd  them  broke, 
And  they  beheld  an  orb,  ample  and  bright, 
Rise  from  the  Holy  Well,*  and  cast  its  light 
Round  the  rich  city  and  the  plain  for  miles,* — 
ilmging  such  radiance  o'er  the  gilded  tiles 
Of  many  a  dome  and  fair-roof 'd  imaret. 
As  autumn  sims  shed  roimd  them  when  they  set 
Instant  from  all  who  saw  th'  illusive  sign 
A  murmur  broke — "  Miraculous !  divine  I" 
The  Gheber  bow'd,  thinking  his  idol  star 
Had  waked,  and  burst  impatient  through  the  bar 
Of  midnight,  to  inflame  him  to  the  war ; 
While  he  of  Mousba's  creed  saw,  in  that  ray. 
The  glorious  Light  which,  in  his  freedom's  day. 
Had  rested  on  the  Ark,^  and  now  a^rain 
Shone  out  to  bless  the  breaking  of  his  chain. 

«*  To  fictory !"  is  at  once  i^e  cry  of  all — 
Nor  stands  Mokanna  loit'ring  at  that  call ; 
But  uistant  the  huge  gates  are  flung  aside. 
And  forth,  like  a  diminutive  moimtain-tide 
Into  the  boundless  sea,  they  speed  their  ooune 
Right  on  into  the  Moslem's  mighty  force. 
The  watchmen  of  the  camp, — who,  in  their  rooods, 
Had  paused,  and  ev'n  forgot  the  punctual  soundi 
Of  the  small  drum  with  which  they  count  the  night,* 
To  gaze  upon  that  supernatural  light, — 
Now  sink  beneath  an  unexpected  arm. 
And  in  a  death-groan  give  their  last  alarm. 
"  On  for  the  lamps,  that  light  yon  lofty  screen,* 
"  Nor  blunt  your  blades  with  massacre  so  mean ; 
"  There  rests  the  Caupii — speed— one  luck^ lanes 
"  May  now  achieve  mankind's  deliverance.** 
Desp'rate  the  die — such  as  they  only  cast, 
Who  venture  for  a  world,  and  stake  their  last 
But  Fate's  no  longer  with  him — blade  for  blade 
Springs  up  to  meet  them  thro'  the  giimm'ring  shade, 

they  say  there  is  a  well,  in  which  the  a)ipeanoc6  of  Ut0 
moon  is  to  be  seen  night  and  day.** 

•"liamusa  pendant  deux  mois  le  people  de  la  vUle  ^ 
Nekhscheb,  en  faisant  sortir  toutes  les  noiu  do  food  fv 
puits  un  corps  lumlnenx  sepiblable  i  la  Lone,  qui  pnrtdil 
sa  Inmidrc  jusqu'i  la  distance  de  plasienrs  mllles.**— D'Jft^ 
bdoi.  Hence  he  was  called  SasendAhmah,  or  the  Uoob* 
maker. 

f  The  Shechinah,  called  Sakinat  In  the  Koran.—See  Stii» 
J^ott,  chap.  ii. 

*  The  parts  of  the  night  are  made  known  as  welt  bfin* 
struments  of  music,  as  by  the  rounds  <  f  the  watebmeawiA 
cries  and  small  drums.— See  Burier't  OiitmM  OuUmM,^ 
i.,  p.ll9. 

•  The  Serrapurda,  high  screens  of  red  cloth,  stiflened  fritk 
cane,  used  to  enclose  a  considerable  space  roond  the  ioj*l 
tents.— JV  te*  on  the  Bahardanusk. 

The  tei  ts  of  Princes  were  generally  ilhunlaated.  Koffc* 
tells  as  that  the  tent  of  the  Bey  of  GIrge  was  dlstiBgoislie' 
from  the  other  tents  by  forty  lanterns  beliif  ffiit|ftmiH  beftft 
it— Bee  Harwur^s  ObiervalkMis  on  Joh. 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


399 


he  clash  is  heard,  new  legions  soon 

ie  spot,  like  bees  of  Kauzeroon' 

rill  tixnbrers  summons, — till,  at  length, 

ity  camp  swarms  out  in  all  its  strength, 

:  to  Nekbheb's  gates,  covering  the  plain 

idom  slaughter,   drives  the    adventurous 

lin; 

le  last  of  whom  the  Silver  Veil 

itt*ring  at  times,  like  the  white  sail 

oss*d  vessel,  on  a  stormy  night, 

the  tempest's  momentary  light ! 

ith  not  this  brought  the  proud  spirit  low? 
d  his  brow,  nor  checked  his  daring?    No. 
lalf  the  wretches,  whom  at  night  he  led 
'9  and  victory,  lie  disgraced  and  dead, 
ing  hears  him  with  unshrinking  crest, 
t  of  thrones,  and  vict'ry  to  the  rest ; — 

believe  him ! — oh,  the  lover  may 
liat  look  which  steals  his  soul  away ; — 

may  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
iven's  rainbow ; — alchymists  may  doubt 
ng  gold  their  crucible  gives  out ; 
1,  fanatic  Faith,  once  wedded  fast 
dear  falsehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last 

oil  th*  Impostor  knew  all  lures  and  arts, 
iFER  e'er  taught  to  tangle  hearts ; 

tlicse  last  bold  workings  of  his  plot 
len's  souls,  is  Zelica  forgot. 
^ELiCA !  had  reason  been 
lirough  half  the  horrors  thou  hast  seen, 
er  coiildst  have  borne  it — Death  had  come 
and  taken  thy  wrung  spirit  home. 

not  80 — a  torpor,  a  suspense 
it,  almost  of  life,  came  o*er  the  intense 
onate  struggles  of  that  fearful  night, 
•  last  hope  of  peace  and  heav'n  took  flight : 
rh,  at  times,  a  gleam  of  phrensy  broke, — 
h  some  dull  volcano's  vale  of  smoke 

ih*  irovcs  of  orange  trees  at  Kauzcroon  the  bees 
rttcd  honey." — Morier^g  Travel*. 
torn  still  subsisting  at  this  day,  seems  to  me  to 
ihe  Egyptians  formerly  sacrificed  a  young  vlrpln 
■)f  iho  SWe ;  for  they  now  make  a  statue  of  earth 

a  girl,  to  which  they  give  the  name  of  the  Be- 
Jp,  and  throw  It  into  the  river.'*— Sauary. 
ley  knew  the  secret  of  the  Greek  fire  among  the 
H  cnrly  In  the  eleventh  century,  appears  from 
lunt  of  Mamood  I.    *•  When  he  arrived  at  Bioal- 

thnt  the  country  of  the  Jits  was  defended  by 
■;  he  ordered  fifteen  hundred  boats  to  be  built, 
ich  he  armed  with  six  Iron  spikes,  projecting  (Vom 

and  sides,  to  prevent  their  being  boarded  by  the 
II  were  very  expert  in  that  kind  of  war.  When 
irhed  this  fleet,  he  ordered  twenty  archers  Into 
and  five  others  with  fire-balls,  to  born  the  craft 
and  naphtha  to  set  the  whole  river  on  fire.'* 
e  aster,  too,  in  Indian  poems  the  Instrnment  of 


Ominous  flashings  now  and  then  will  start, 
Which  show  the  fire*s  still  busy  at  its  heart , 
Yet  was  she  mostly  wrapped  in  solemn  gloom,— 
Not  such  SB  Azim's,  brooding  o'er  its  doom, 
And  calm  without,  as  is  the  brow  of  death, 
While  busy  worms  are  gnawing  underneath — 
But  in  a  blank  and  pulseless  torpor,  free 
From  thought  or  pain,  a  soal'd-up  apathy. 
Which  left  ner  oft,  with  scarce  one  living  thrill, 
The  cold,  pale  victim  of  her  torturer's  will 

Again,  as  in  Merou,  he  hi  3  her  deck'd 
Gorgeously  out,  the  Priestess  of  the  sect ; 
And  led  her  glitt'ring  forth  before  the  eyes 
Of  his  rude  train,  as  to  a  sacrifice, — 
Pallid  as  she,  the  young,  devoted  Bride 
Of  the  fierce  Nile,  when,  deck'd  in  all  the  pride 
Of  nuptial  pomp,  she  sinks  into  his  tide.* 
And  while  the  wretched  maid  himg  down  her  head, 
And  stood,  as  one  just  risen  from  the  dead. 
Amid  that  gazing  crowd,  the  fiend  would  tell 
His  credulous  slaves  it  was  some  charm  or  spell 
PossessM  her  now, — and  from  that  darkened  trance 
Should  dawn  ere  long  their  Faith's  deliverance. 
Or  if,  at  times,  goaded  by  guilty  shame. 
Her  soul  was  roused,  and  words  of  wildness  came, 
Instant  the  bold  blasphemer  would  translate 
Her  racings  into  oracles  cf  fate. 
Would  hail  Heav'n's  signals  in  her  flasliing  eyee. 
And  call  her  shrieks  the  language  of  the  skies ! 

But  vain  at  length  his  arts — despair  is  seen 
Gath'ring  around  ;  and  famine  comes  to  glean 
All  that  the  sword  had  left  unrep/d: — in  vain 
At  mom  and  eve  across  the  no'  ftem  plain 
He  looks  impatient  for  the  promised  spears 
Of  the  wild  Hordes  and  Tartar  mountaineers ; 
They    come    not — while    his    fierce    beleaguerere 

pour 
Engines  of  havoc  in,  unknown  before,' 

Fire,  whose  flame  cannot  be  extinculshed,  is  supposed  to 
slgniiy  the  Creek  Fire.— See  Wilks*»  South  of  India,  vol.  i. 
p.  471.— And  In  the  curiont  Javan  poem,  the  BraU  Yudha^ 
given  by  Sir  Stamford  Raffles  in  his  History  of  Java,  we 
find,  "He  aimed  at  the  heart  of  So^ta  with  the  sharp- 
pointed  Weapon  of  Fire." 

The  mention  of  gunpowder  as  in  use  among  the  Arabians, 
long  before  its  supposed  discovery  in  Europe,  is  introduced  by 
Elm  Fadkl,  the  Eg)-ptian  geographer,  who  lived  in  the  thir- 
teenth century.  '*  Bodies,"  he  says,  "in  the  form  of  scor- 
pions, bound  round  and  filled  with  nitrons  powder,  glide 
along,  making  n  gentle  noise :  then,  exploding,  they  lighten, 
as  it  were,  and  bum.  But  there  are  others  which,  cast  Into 
the  air,  stretch  along  like  a  cloud,  rocring  horribly,  as  thun- 
der roars,  and  on  all  sides  vomiting  out  flames,  barst,  bnm, 
and  reduce  to  cinders  whatever  comes  in  their  way."  The 
historian  Ben  Abdalla,  in  speaking  of  the  sieges  of  Abola- 
alid  in  the  year  of  the  Hegim  713,  says,  **  A  fiery  globe,  by 
means  of  combostible  matter,  with  a  mighty  nolae  saddenly 
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And  horrible  as  new  ;* — javelins,  that  fly 
fcawrcath'd  with  smoky  flames  through  the  dark 

sky, 
And  red-hot  globes,  that,  opening  as  they  mount, 
Discharge,  as  from  a  kindled  Naphtha  fount,* 
Show'ra  of  consuming  fire  o'er  all  below ; 
Looking,  as  through  th*  illumined  night  they  go. 
Like  those  wild  birds*  that  by  the  Magians  oft, 
At  festivals  of  firo,  were  sent  aloft 
Into  the  air,  with  blazing  fagots  tied 
To  their  huge  wings,  scatt'ring  combustion  wide. 
All  night  the  groans  of  wretches  who  expire. 
In  agony,  beneath  these  darts  of  fire. 
Ring  through  the  city — while,  descending  o*er 
Its  shrines  and  domes  and  streets  of  sycamore, — 
Its  lone  bazars,  with  their  bright  cloths  of  gold, 
Since  the  last  peaceful  pageant  left  unroll'd,— 
Its  beauteous  marble  baths,  whose  idle  jets 
Now  gush  with  blood, — and  its  tall  mmarets. 
That  late  have  stood  up  in  the  evening  glare 
Of  the  red  sun,  unhallow*d  by  a  prayer ; — 
0*er  each,  in  turn,  the  dreadful  flame-bolis  fall. 
And  death  and  conflagration  throughout  all 
The  desolate  city  hold  high  festival ! 

MoKANNA  sees  the  world  is  his  no  more ; — 
One  sting  at  parting,  and  his  grasp  is  o*er. 
"What!  droopmg  now?" — thus,  with  unblushing 

cheek. 
He  hails  the  few,  who  yet  can  hear  him  speak. 
Of  all  those  famishM  slaves  around  him  lying. 
And  by  the  light  of  blazmg  temples  dying ; — 
"  What  .'—drooping  now? — now,  when  at  length  we 

press 
"  Home  o'er  the  vi  'y  threshold  of  success ; 
"  When  Alla  from  our  ranks  hath  thinn'd  away 
"  Those  grosser  branches,  that  kept  out  his  ray 
**  Of  favor  from  us,  and  we  stand  at  length 
"  Heirs  of  his  light  and  children  of  his  strength, 
**  The  chosen  few,  who  shall  survive  the  fall 
**  Of  Rmgs  aud  Tlirones,  triumphant  over  all ! 


emitted,  strikes  with  the  force  of  lightning,  and  shakes  the 
citadel.**— See  the  exU-acts  from  Catiri'*  Biblioth.  Arab. 
Hispan.  in  the  Appendix  to  BeringUnCs  literary  History  of 
the  Middle  Agos. 

1  The  Greek  fire,  which  was  occasionally  lent  by  the  em- 
perors to  their  allies.  "It  was,"  says  Gibbon,  ** either 
launched  in  red-hot  balls  of  stone  and  Iron,  or  darted  in  ar- 
rows and  Javelins,  twisted  round  with  flax  and  tow,  which 
had  deeply  imbibed  the  inflammable  oil." 

*  See  Hanwaif^t  Account  of  the  Springs  of  Naphtha  at  Baku 
(which  is  called  by  Lieutenant  Pottinger  Joala  Mookee,  or, 
the  Flaming  Mouth)  taking  fire  and  running  into  the  sea. 
Dr.  Cooke^  in  his  Jonmal,  mentions  some  wells  in  Clrcassia, 
strongly  imprecated  with  this  inflammable  oil,  from  which 
issues  boiling  water.  "Though  the  weather,*'  he  adds, 
**  was  now  very  cold,  the  warmth  of  these  wells  of  hot  water 
produced  near  them  the  verdure  and  flowers  of  spring.** 


<<  Have  you  then  lost,  weak  munn'rerB  as  yon  are, 
«  All  faith  in  him,  who  was  your  Light,  your  Star? 
"  Have  you  forgot  the  eye  of  glory,  hid 
"  Beneath  this  Veil,  the  flashing  of  whose  lid 
"  Could,  like  a  sun-stroke  of  the  desert,  wither 
"  Millions  of  such  as  yonder  Chief  brings  hither? 
"  Long   have  its   Ughtnings  slept — too   loog — ^but 

now 
**  All  earth  shall  feel  th*  imveiling  of  this  brow ! 
*<  To-night — yes,  sainted  men !  this  very  nig^t, 
''  I  bid  you  all  to  a  fair  festal  rite, 
"  Where— havuig  deep  refi-esh'd  each  weary  limb 
"  With  viands,  such  as  feast  Heav'n's  cherubim, 
"  And  kindled  up  your  souls,  now  sunk  and  dim, 
"  With  that  pure  wine  the  Dark-eyed  Maids  above 
'*  Keep,  seal'd  with  precious  musk,  for  those  they 

love,* — 
*'  I  will  myself  uncurtain  in  your  sight 
<<  The  wonders  of  this  brow's  inefl^e  light ; 
"  Then  lead  you  forth,  and  with  a  wink  di^ise 
"  Yon  myriads,  howling  through  the  univeiBe  f 

Eager  they  listen — ^while  each  accent  darts 
New  life  mto  their  chill'd  and  hope-sick  hearts ; 
Such  treach'rous  life  as  the  cool  dranght  soppliei 
To  him  upon  the  stake,  who  drinks  and  dies! 
Wildly  they  pomt  their  lances  to  the  light 
Of  the  fast-sinking  sun,  and  shout  "  To-night  T— 
"  To-night,"  their  Chief  re-echoes  m  a  ▼oiee 
Of  fiend-like  mock'ry  that  bids  hell  rejowe. 
Deluded  victims ! — ^never  hath  this  earth 
Seen  mourning  half  so  mournful  as  their  mirth. 
Here,  to  the  few,  whose  iron  frames  had  stood 
This  racking  waste  of  famine  and  of  blood, 
Faint,  dying  wretches  clung,  from  whom  the  afaoitf 
Of  triumph  like  a  maniac's  laugh  broke  out: — 
There,  others,  lighted  by  the  smonld'ring  fire. 
Danced,  like  wan  ghosts  about  a  funeral  pyze. 
Among  the  dead  and  d3ring,  strew'd  aroond ; — 
While  some  pale  wretch  look'd  on,  and  from  bii 
wound 


Major  Seott  Waring  says,  that  naphtha  It  used  kfthi 
Persians,  as  we  are  told  it  was  in  hell,  for  Uunpe. 

many  a  row 

Of  starry  lamps  and  blazlog  cressets,  led 
With  naphtha  and  asphaltns,  yielding  llgirt 
As  from  a  sky. 

>  *^t  the  great  festival  of  fire,  called  the  Sheb  8ert,  tbey 
nsed  to  set  firo  to  large  bunches  of  dry  combustibles,  fultnr 
ed  round  wild  beasts  and  birds,  which  being  then  let  Ioom. 
the  air  and  earth  appeared  one  great  Ulumiaatloa ;  uA  tf 
these  terrified  creatures  naturally  fled  to  the  woods  fiir  shel- 
ter, it  is  easy  to  conceive  the  conflagratioiis  they  pndoccd. 
•^Richardson* »  Dissertation. 

«  "The  righteous  sludl  be  given  to  ditak  of  pore  wiBt. 
sealed;  the  seal  whereof  shall  be  musk.**— JTsm,  ch*f 
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ig  the  fieiy  dart  by  which  he  bled, 
lily  transport  waved  it  o'er  his  head ! 

18  more  than  midnight  now — a  fearful  pause 
llow'd  the  long  shouts,  the  wild  applause, 
itely  from  those  Royal  Gardens  burst, 
the  Veil*d  demon  held  his  feast  accursed, 
Zeuca — alas,  poor  ruin'd  heart, 
/  horror  doomM  to  bear  its  part ! — 
dden  to  the  banquet  by  a  slave, 
vhile  his  quiv'ring  lip  the  summons  gave, 
Jack,  as  though  the  shadows  of  the  grave 
8s*d  him  round,  and,  ere  he  could  repeat 
ssage  through,  fell  lifeless  at  her  feet ! 
ring  she  went — a  soul-felt  pang  of  fear, 
ige  that  her  owu  dark  doom  was  near, 

ev*ry  feeling,  and  brought  Reason  back 
lore,  to  writhe  her  last  upon  the  rack, 
ad  seemM  tranquil — ev'n  the  foe  had  ceased, 
ivare  of  that  demoniac  feast, 
y  bolts ;  and  though  the  heav'ns  iook'd  red, 
but  some  distant  conflagration's  spread 
•k — she  stops — she  listens — dreadful  tone ! 
r  Tormentor's  laugh — and  now,  a  groan, 
death-groan  comes  with  it : — can  this  be 
ice  of  mirth,  the  bower  of  revelry  ? 
tors — Holy  Alla,  what  a  sight 
ere  before  her !     By  the  glinmi'ring  light 
pale  dawn,  mix'd  with  the  flare  of  brands 
round    lay    burning,    dropp'd    from    lifeless 
hands, 

V  the  board,  in  splendid  mockery  spread, 
nsers  breathing — garlands  overhead — 
ns,  the    cups,  from   which   they   late   had 
quaffed 

I  and  gems,  but— what  had  been  the  draught  7 
ho  need  ask,  that  saw  those  livid  guests, 
heir  swoU'n  heads  simk  black'ning  on  their 
breasts, 

ing  pale  to  Heav'n  with  glassy  glare, 
ey  sought  but  saw  no  mercy  there  ; 
ey  felt,  though  poison  rack'd  them  through, 
e  the  deadlier  torment  of  the  two ! 
lome,  the  bravest,  hardiest  in  the  train 
:  false  Chief,  who  sn  the  battle-plain 
have  met  death  with  transport  by  his  side, 
lUte  and  helpless  gasp'd ; — but,  as  they  died, 

horrible   vengeance    with   their   eyes'  last 
strain, 
inch'd  the  slack'ning  hand  at  him  in  vain. 

dful  it  was  to  see  the  ghastly  stare, 
•ny  kx>k  of  honor  and  despair, 

e  Afghaans  lielieTe  each  of  the  nomeroiui  solitudes 
rts  of  their  ccanUy  to  be  inhabited  by  a  lonely  de- 
[om  they  call  the  Ohoolee  BceabaOf  or  Spirit  of  the 


Which  some  of  tliese  ejqiiring  victims  cast 
Upon  their  souk'  tormentor  to  the  last ; — 
Upon  that  mocking  Fiend,  whose  veil,  now  raised, 
Show'd  them,  as  in  death's  agony  they  gazed, 
Not   the    long   promised  light,  the  brow,  whose 

beaming 
Was  to  come  forth,  all  conqu'ring,  all  redeeming, 
But  features  horribler  than  Hell  e'er  traced 
On  its  own  brood ; — ^no  Demon  of  the  Waste,' 
No    churchyard    Ghole,    caught  ling'ring  in  the 

light 
Of  the  blest  sun,  e'er  blasted  human  sight 
With  lineaments  so  foul,  so  fierce  as  those 
Th'  Impostor  now,  in  grinning  mock'ry,  shows : — 
'*  There,  ye  wise  Samts,  behold  your  Light,  your 
Star— 
Ye  would  be  dupes  and  victims,  and  ye  are. 
Is  it  enough  7  or  must  I,  while  a  thrill 
Lives  in  your  sapient  bosoms,  cheat  you  still  7 
Swear  that  the  burning  death  ye  feel  within 
Is  but  the  trance  with  which  Heav'n's  joys  be- 
gin *, 
That  this  foul  visage,  foul  as  e'er  disgraced 
Ev'n  monstrous  man,  is — after  God's  own  taste  ; 
And  that — but  see  !— ere  I  have  half-way  said 
My  greetings  through,  th'  uncourteous  souls  are 

fled. 
Farewell,  sweet  spirits  !  not  in  vain  ye  die, 
If  Ebus  loves  you  half  so  well  as  I^ — 
Ha,  my  young  bride ! — 'tis  well — take  thou  thy 

seat; 
Nay    come — ^no    shudd'ring — didst    thou    never 

meet 
The   Dead   before  7 — ^they  graced   our  wedding, 

sweet; 
And  these,  my  guests  to-night,  have  brimm*d  so 

true 
Their  parting  cups,  that  thou  shalt  pledge  one  toa 
But — bow  is  this? — all  empty?  all  drunk  up? 
Hot  lips  have  been  before  thee  in  the  cup, 
Young  bride — yet  stay— one  precious  drop  re- 
mains, 
Enough  to  warm  a  gentle  Priestess'  veins  ; — 
Here,  drink^^nd  should  thy  lover's  conqu'ring 

arms 
Speed  hither,  ere  thy  lip  lose  all  its  charms. 
Give  him  but  half  this  venom  in  thy  kiss, 
And  I'll  forgive  my  haughty  rival's  bliss ! 

*'  For  me — I  too  must  die — ^but  not  like  these 
Vile,  rankling  things,  to  fester  in  the  breeze  ; 
To  have  this  brow  in  ruffian  triumph  shown, 
With  all  death's  grinmess  added  to  its  own, 


Waste.    They  often  illustrate  the  wildness  of  any  i 
tered  tribe,  by  saying,  they  are  wild  as  the  Demon  of  the 
Waste."— £(pA*iutoiM*«  Gsate/. 
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<*  And  rot  to  dust  beneath  the  tauntmg  eyes 

"  Of  slaves,  exclainung,  *  There  his  Grodship  lies  !* 

"No — cursed    race — since    first    my    soul    drew 

breath, 
"They*v<9  been  my  dupes,  and  shall  be  ev'n  m 

decth. 
"  Thou  see'st  yon  cistern  in  the  shade — ^"tis  fill'd 
"With    burning    drugs,    for    this    last    hour    dis- 

tiird:»— 
"  There  will  I  plunge  me  in  that  liquid  flame — 
"  Fit  bath  to  lave  a  dying  Prophet's  frame  ! — 
"  There  perish,  all — ere  pulse  of  thine  shall  fail— 
"  Nor  leave  one  limb  to  tell  mankind  the  tale. 
"  So  shall  my  votaries,  wheresoe'er  they  rave, 
"Proclaim   that   Heav'n  took  back  the   Samt  it 

gave ;— 
"  That  Fve  but  vanish'd  from  this  earth  awhile, 
"  To  come  again,  with  bright,  uushrouded  smile  ! 
"  So  shall  they  build  me  altars  in  their  zeal, 
"Where    knaves    shall    mmister,   and    fools  shall 

kneel ; 
"  \Vhero  Faith  may  mutter  o'er  her  mystic  spell, 
"  Written  in  blood — and  Bigotry  may  swell 
"  The  sail  he  spreads  for  Heav'n  with  blasts  from 

hell! 
"  So  shall  my  ba  finer,  through  long  ages,  be 
"  The  rallying  sign  of  fraud  and  anarchy  ; — 
"  Kings  yet  unborn  shall  rue  Mokanxa's  name, 
"  And,  though  I  die,  my  spirit,  still  the  same, 
"  Shall  walk  abroad  in  all  the  stormy  strife, 
"  And  guilt,  and  blood,  that  were  its  bliss  in  life. 
"  But,    hark !    their   batt'ring   engine   shakes   the 

wall— 
"  Why,  let  it  shake — thus  I  can  brave  them  all. 
'*  No  trace  of  me  shall  greet  them,  when  they  come, 
"  And  I  can  trust  thy  faith,  for — thou'lt  be  dumb. 
"  Now  mark  how  readily  a  wretch  like  me, 
"  In  one  bold  plunge  commences  Deity  I" 

He   sprung   and   sunk,  as  the  last  words  were 
said — 
Quick  closed  the  burning  waters  o'er  his  head. 
And  Zelica  was  left — within  the  ring 
Of  those  wide  walls  the  only  living  thing 
The  only  wretched  one,  still  cursed  with  breath. 
In  all  that  frightful  wilderness  of  death  ! 
More  like  some  bloodless  ghost — such  as,  they  tell, 
In  the  Lone  Cities  of  the  Silent*  dwell. 
And  there,  unseen  of  all  but  All.\,  sit 
Each  by  its  own  pale  carcass,  watching  it 


1  "  It  donna  da  poison  dans  le  vin  k  tons  scs  gens,  et  se 
jota  lul-mftme  ensuite  dans  anc  rnvo  picinc  dc  drogues  br&- 
lontes  et  consumantcs,  afin  qn'il  ne  restftt  rien  do  teas  les 
D.einbrea  de  ion  corps,  et  qne  rem  qni  rcstoient  do  sa  Kccto 
iniissent  croire  qn'il  €ta\t  mont^  a<i  cici,  ce  qui  no  inanqaa 
l«M  d*An\ver.**—D'Herbelot. 


But  mom  is  up,  and  a  fresh  warfare  itiii 
Throughout  the  camp  of  the  beleagneren. 
Their  globes  of  fire  (the  dread  aitiU'ry  lent 
By  Greece  to  conqu'ring  Mahaoi)  are  spent  i 
And  now  the  scorpion's  shall,  the  quany  sent 
From  high  balistas,  and  the  shielded  thnt^ 
Of  soldiers  swinging  the  huge  ram  along^ 
All  speak  th'  impatient  Islamite's  intent 
To  try,  at  length,  if  tower  and  battlement 
And  bastion'd  wall  be  not  less  hard  to  win, 
Less  tough  to  break  down  than  the  hearts  withm 
First  in  impatience  and  in  toil  is  he, 
The  bumiL^  Aziu— oh !  could  bo  bat  sea 
Th'  Impostor  once  alnre  within  bis  grasp, 
Not  the  gaunt  lion's  hug,  nor  boa's  clafq>, 
Could  match  that  gripe  of  vengeance,  or  ;eep  pioe 
With  the  fell  heartiness  of  Hate's  embrace ! 

Loud  rings  the  pond'rons  ram  against  the  waOi; 
Now  shake  the  ramparts,  now  a  buttreas  falls, 
But  still  no  breach — "  Once  more,  one  mighty  swing 
"  Of  all  your  beams,  together  thundering !" 
There — ^the    wall    shakes — the     Bfaoating    troops 

exult, 
"  Quick,  quick  discharge  your  weightiest  catapok 
"  Right  on  that  ^t,  and  Nekbheb  is  our  own  f 
'Tis  done — the  battlements  come  craahing  down, 
And  the  huge  wall,  by  that  stroke  riy'n  in  two. 
Yawning,  like  some  old  crater,  rent  anew, 
Shows  the  dim,  desolate  city  smoking  throogfa. 
But  strange  !  no  signs  of  life — naught  Uring  sees 
Above,  below— what  can  this  stillneai  mean  7 
A  minute's  pause  suspends  all  hearts  and  eyes 
"  In  through  the  breach,**  unpetoons  Azim  cries;  ■ 
But  the  cool  Cauph,  fearful  of  some  wile 
In  this  blank  stillness,  checks  the  troops  awiufo,  - 
Just  then,  a  figure,  with  slow  step,  adfmneed 
Forth  from  the  ruin'd  walls,  and,  as  there  glaooed 
A  sunbeam  over  it,  all  eyes  could  aee 
The  well-known  Silver  Veil !— ^*  'Tm  He,  tw  He, 
"  MoKANNA,  and  cdone !"  they  shout  around ; 
Young  AziH  from  his  steed  springs  to  the  giwnd- 
"  Mine,  Holy  Caliph  !  mine,"  he  cries,  «the  tiA 
"  To  crush  yon  daring  wretch — ^"tis  all  I  ■*." 
Eager  he  darts  to  meet  the  demon  foe. 
Who  still  across  wido  heaps  of  mm  slow 
And  falteringly  comes,  till  they  aro  near ; 
Then,  with  a  bound,  rushes  on  Azni't  spear, 
And,  casting  off  the  Veil  in  falling,  show*— 
Oh  !— 'tis  his  Zeuca's  life-blood  that  flows! 


«  *•  They  have  all  a  great  reverence  fof  boiiil-pww*. 
which  they  soroetlmea  call  by  the  poetical  mnieofCDMO' 
tho  Silent,  and  which  they  people  with  the  |ho»ts  of  th* 
departed,  who  ait  each  at  the  head  of  his  own  fnvc*  1>^ 
Ible  to  mortal  eyet,**— Elpkiiutmu. 
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leant  not,  Azim,"  soothingly  she  said, 
lis  trembling  arm  she  lean'd  her  head, 
oking  in  his  face,  saw  anguish  there 

all  wounds  the  quiv*ring  flesh  can  bear — 
Hi  not  thou  shouldst  have  the  pam  of  this : — 
gh  death,  with  thee  thus  tasted,  is  a  bliss 

wouldst  not  rob    me  of,  didst  thou  but 
know 

oil  I've  prayM  to  God  I  might  die  so ! 
iio  Fiend's  venom  was  too  scant  and  slow  ;•  - 
iger  on  were  maddening — and  I  thought 
ce  that  Veil — nay,  look  not  on  it — caught 
)yes  of  your  fierce  soldiery,  I  should  be 
II  by  a  thousand  death-darts  instantly, 
his  is  sweeter — oh  !  belieye  me,  yes — 
lid  not  change  this  sad,  but  dear  caress, 
death  within  thy  arms  I  would  not  give 
le  most  smiling  life  the  happiest  live ! 
bat  stood  dark  and  drear  before  the  eye 
y  stray'd  soul,  ia  passing  swiftly  by  ; 
it  comes  o'er  me  from  those  looks  of  love, 
the  first  dawn  of  mercy  from  above ; 
f  thy  Ups  but  tell  me  I'm  forgiv'n, 
Is  will  echo  the  blest  words  in  Heav'n ! 
ve,  my  Azim  ; — oh !  to  call  thoe  mine 
once  again !  my  Azim— dream  divine  I 
if  thou  ever  lov'dst  me,  if  to  meet 
Zeuca  hereafter  would  be  sweet, 
ve  to  pray  for  her — to  bend  the  knee 
ng  and  night  before  that  Deity, 
hom  pure  lips  and  hearts  without  a  stain, 
ine  are,  Azim,  never  breathed  in  vain, — 
iray  that  He  may  pardon  her, — may  take 
assion  on  her  soul  for  thy  dear  sake, 
naught  rememb'ring  but  her  love  to  thee, 
)  her  all  thine,  all  His,  eternally ! 
those  happy  fields  where  first  we  twined 
outhful  hearts  together — every  wind 
meets  thee  there,  fresh  from  the  well-known 
low'rs, 

>ring  the  sweetness  of  those  mnocent  hours 
to  thy  soul,  and  thou  mayst  feel  again 
ly  poor  Zeuca  as  thou  didst  then, 
all  thy  orisons,  like  dew  that  flies 
eav'n  upon  the  morning's  sunshine,  rise 
all  love's  earliest  ardor  to  the  skies ! 
ihould  they — but,  alas,  my  senses  fail — 
ar  one  minute! — shouki  thy  prayers  pre- 
rail — 

e  celebrity  of  Mazafifong  U  owing  to  its  mangoes, 
re  certainly  the  bttt  fmit  I  ever  tasted.  The  parent- 
u  which  ail  those  of  this  species  have  been  grafted, 
ed  daring  the  fruit-season  by  a  guard  of  sepoys  ; 
le  reign  of  Shah  Jehan,  coariers  were  stationed  be- 
elhl  and  the  Mahratta  coast,  to  socare  an  abiudant 
h  supply  of  mangoes  for  the  royal  table.**— Jlfr«. 
.  «  J:>a'n^l  of  a  Beskleiiee  in  India. 


*'  If  pardon'd  souls  may,  firom  that  World  of  Bliss, 
"  Reveal  their  joy  to  those  they  love  in  this — 
"Fllcome  to  thee  —  in  some  sweet  dream  —  and 

tell— 
"Oh  Heav'n — I  die  —  dear  love!  farewell,  fare- 

weU." 

Time  fleeted — ^years  on  years  had  pass'd  away, 
And  few  of  thoso  who,  on  that  mournful  day, 
Had  stood,  with  pity  in  their  eyes,  to  see 
The  maiden's  death,  and  the  youth's  agony. 
Were  living  still — ^when,  by  a  rustic  grave. 
Beside  the  swift  Amoo's  transparent  wave. 
An  aged  man,  who  had  grown  aged  there 
By  that  lone  grave,  morning  and  night  in  prayer, 
For  the  last  time  knelt  down  —  and,  though  the 

shado 
Of  death  hung  dark'ning  ovti  hun,  there  play'd 
A  gleam  of  rapture  on  his  eye  and  cheek. 
That  brighten'd  even  Death — ^like  the  last  streak 
Of  intense  glory  on  th'  horizon's  brim. 
When  night  o'er  all  the  rest  hangs  chill  and  dim. 
His  soul  had  seen  a  Vision,  while  he  slept ; 
She,  for  whose  spirit  he  had  pray'd  and  wept 
So  many  years,  had  come  to  him,  all  dress'd 
In  angel  smiles,  and  told  him  she  was  blest ! 
For  this  the   old  man  breathed   his  thanks,  and 

died. — 
And  there,  upon  the  banks  of  that  loved  tide, 
He  and  his  Zeuca  sleep  side  by  side. 


The  story  of  the  Veiled  Prophet  of  Khorassan 
being  ended,  they  were  now  doomed  to  hear 
Fadladeen's  criticisms  upon  it  A  series  of 
disappointments  and  accidents  had  occurred  to 
this  learned  Chamberlain  during  the  journey. 
In  tho  first  place,  those  couriers  stationed,  as  in 
the  reign  of  Shah  Jehan,  between  Delhi  and 
the  Western  coast  of  India,  to  secure  a  constant 
supply  of  mangoes  for  the  Royal  Table,  had, 
by  some  cruel  irregularity,  failed  in  their  duty ; 
and  to  cat  any  mangoes  but  those  of  Mazagong 
was,  of  course,  impossible.'  In  tho  next  place, 
the  elephant,  laden  with  his  fine  antique  porce- 
lain,* had,  in   an   imusual   fit  of  liveliness,   shat- 

<  This  old  porcelain  ia  fonnd  in  digging,  and  **  If  U  U  es- 
teemed, it  is  not  because  it  has  acquired  any  new  degree  of   . 
beanty  in  the  earth,  but  becaose  it  has  retained  i^  ^c\ea\  \ 
beauty ;  and  this  alone  Is  of  great  importance  in  Ch\i^^^)ie>* 
they  give  large  sums  for  the  smallest  vessels  which  ^^(«  \i»ed 
under  the  Emperors  Yan  and  Chun,  who  reig oe^l  w.  *     ^mfk 
before  the  dynasty  of  Tanf ,  at  which  time  porc^l^^Y^^tfl  **  ^  ) 
be  ased  by  the  Empeiori,**  (about  the  year  ^41^^  V^T^^t 
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lercd  the  whole  set  to  pieces:  —  an  irreparaUe 
loss,  as  many  of  the  vessels  were  so  exquisitely 
old,  as  to  have  been  used  under  the  Emperors 
Yau  and  Chun,  who  reigned  many  ages  before 
the  dynasty  of  Tang.  His  Koran,  too,  sup- 
posed to  be  the  identical  copy  between  the 
leaves  of  which  Mahomet's  favorite  pigeon 
used  to  nestle,  had  been  mislaid  by  his  Koran- 
beafer  three  whole  days  ;  not  without  much 
spiritual  alarm  to  Fadladeen,  who,  though  pro- 
fessing to  hold  with  other  loyal  and  orthodox 
Mussulmans,  that  salvation  could  only  bo  found 
in  the  Koran,  was  strongly  suspected  of  believ- 
ing in  his  heart,  that  it  could  only  bo  found  in 
his  own  particular  copy  of  it.  When  to  all  these 
grievances  is  added  the  obstinacy  of  the  cookft, 
in  puttmg  the  pepper  of  Canura  into  his  dishes 
instead  of  the  cinnamon  of  Scrcndib,  we  may  easily 
suppose  that  he  came  to  the  task  of  criticism  with, 
at  least,  a  sufBcicnt  degree  of  irritability  for  the 
purpose. 

"  In  order,"  said  he,  importantly  swinging  about 
his  chaplet  of  pearls,  "  to  convey  with  clearness 
my  op'jiion  of  the  story  this  young  man  has  related, 
it  is  necessary  to  take  a  review  of  all  the  stories 

that  have  ever "  —  "My  good  Fadladeen!" 

exclaimed  the  Princess,  interrupting  him,  "  we 
really  do  not  deserve  that  you  should  give  your- 
self s'  much  trouble.  Your  opinion  of  the  poem 
we  ha^  jubt  heard,  w^ill,  I  have  no  doubt,  be 
abundantly  edif}'ing,  without  any  further  waste  of 
your  valuable  erudition."  —  "  If  that  be  all,"  re- 
plied the  critic,  —  evidently  mortified  at  not  being 
allowed  to  show  how  much  ho  knew  about  every 
thing  but  the  subject  immediately  before  him  — 
"  if  that  be  all  that  is  required,  the  matter  is  easily 
dispatched."  He  then  proceeded  to  analyze  the 
poem,  in  that  strain  (so  well  known  to  the  unfor- 
tunate bards  of  Delhi)  whose  censures  were  an 
infliction  from  which  few  recovered,  and  whose 
very  praises  were  like  the  honey  extracted  from 
the  bitter  flowers  of  the  aloe.  Tlie  cliief  person- 
ages of  the  story  were,  if  he  riglitly  understood 
them,  an  ill-favored  gentleman,  with  a  veil  over 
his  face ; — a  young  lady,  whose  reason  went  and 
came,  according  as  it  suited  the  poet^s  convenience 
to  be  sensible  or  othen^^ise  ; — and  a  youth  in  one 
of  those  hideous  Buchanan  bonnets,  who  took  the 
aforesaid    gentleman    m    a    veil    for    a    Divinity. 


Collection  of  Curious  Ob.scrvuti(»n9,  &c. ;— a  bad  translation 
of  some  parts  of  the  Lettrcs  Edlfiantcs  ct  Curicuses  of  tlie 
Missionary  Jesuits. 

1  **  La  lecture  de  ces  Fables  plalsolt  si  fort  auz  Arabes,  que, 
quand  Maliouict  IcscntretcnoLt  dc  I'llistoirc  dc  I'AncienTes- 
taniant  its  les  m^prlsoient,  lui  disant  que  cclles  que  Nasser 


"  From  such  materials,"  said  he,  "  what  can  be 
expected  ?  —  after  rivalluig  each  other  in  long 
speeches  and  absurdities,  through  some  thousands 
of  Imes  as  indigestible  as  the  filberts  of  Berdam, 
our  friend  in  the  veil  jumps  into  a  tub  of  aqua- 
fortis ;  the  young  lady  dies  in  a  set  q)eech,  whose 
only  recommendation  is  that  it  is  her  last ;  and  the 
lover  lives  on  to  a  good  old  age,  for  the  landaUe 
purpose  of  seeing  her  ghost,  which  he  at  last  hap- 
pily accomplishes,  and  expires.  This,  yon  wiH 
allow,  is  a  fair  summary  of  the  story ;  and  if 
Nasser,  the  Arabian  merchant,  told  no  better,  our 
Holy  Prophet  (to  whom  be  all  honor  and  gkir}'.') 
had  no  need  to  be  jealous  of  hii  abilitiea  for  story- 
telUng."» 

With  respect  to  the  stj'le,  it  waa  worthy  of  the 
matter ; — ^it  had  not  even  those  politic  contrivances 
of  structure,  which  make  up  for  the  comnKuuieai 
of  the  thoughts  by  the  peculiarity  of  the  manner, 
nor  that  stately  poetical  phraseology  by  which 
sentiments  mean  in  themselves,  like  the  black- 
smithV  apron  converted  into  a  banner,  are  so 
eafflly  gilt  and  embroidered  into  consequence. 
Then,  as  to  the  versification,  it  was,  to  aay  no 
worse  of  it,  execrable :  it  had  neither  the  cqpiov 
flow  of  Ferdosi,  the  sweetness  of  Hafez,  nor  tbe 
sententious  march  of  Sadi ;  but  appeared  to  him, 
in  the  uneasy  heaviness  of  its  niovements,  to  hafo 
been  modelled  upon  the  gait  of  a  very  tired  dio* 
mcdary.  The  licenses,  too,  m  which  it  indolged, 
were  unpardonable ; — for  mstance  this  line,  and  the 
poem  abounded  with  such ; — 

Like  the  faint,  exquisite  nrnslc  of  a  dieam. 

"  What  critic  that  can  count,"  said  FinuDEBf, 
"  and  has  his  full  complement  of  fingers  to  comit 
withal,  would  tolerate  for  an  instant  such  sjrBthie 
superfluities?" — He  here  looked  nnind,  and  dii- 
covered  that  most  of  his  audience  were  adeep; 
while  the  glimmering  lamps  aeemed  inclined  to 
follow  their  example.  It  became  nece«aiy,  thei«- 
fore,  however  painful  to  himself,  to  pot  an  end  to 
his  valuable  animadverskms  for  the  present,  and 
he  accordingly  concluded,  with  an  air  of  dignified 
candor,  thus :  —  **  Notwithatanding  the 
tions  which  I  have  thought  it  my  doty  to 
it  is  by  no  means  my  wish  to  discourage  the  yod^ 
man : — so  far  from  it,  indeed,  that  if  he  wSl  bii 
totally  alter  his  style  of  writmg  and  thhikingf  I 


leur  racontolcDt  Atoient  beaucoap  pins  beDos.  GbM  f^ 
f<&rence  attire  i  Nasser  la  mal«dlctiott  de  UahoBMC  ci  ^  Mi 
ses  disciples.**— Z>*i7<rM«t. 

<  The  blaclcnnlth  Gao,  who  saeeeadUIy  icslilid  tht  T 
rant  Zohak,  and  whose  apnm  becasM  the  Bojsl  Stssdn'*' 
Persia. 
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have  very  little  doubt  that  I  shall  be  yafltly  pleased 
with  him." 

Soso  days  elapsed,  after  this  harangae  ol  Lhe 
Orea';  ^amberiain,  before  Lalla  Rookh  could 
venture  to  ask  for  another  story.  The  youth  was 
ftifl  a  welcome  guest  in  the  pavilion — to  one  heart, 
perhaps,  too  dangerously  welcome; — but  all  men- 
tion of  poetry  was,  as  if  by  common  consent, 
avoided  Though  none  of  the  party  had  much 
respect  for  Fadladeen,  yet  his  censures,  thus 
magisterially  delivered,  evidently  made  an  impres- 
sion on  them  all.  The  Poet,  himself,  to  whom 
criticism  was  quite  a  new  operation,  (being  wholly 
unknown  in  that  Paradise  of  the  Indies,  Cash- 
mere,) felt  the  shock  as  it  is  generally  felt  at  first, 
till  use  has  made  it  more  tolerable  to  the  patient ; 
— the  Ladies  began  to  suspect  that  they  ought  not 
to  be  pleased,  and  seemed  to  conclude  that  there 
must  have  been  much  good  sense  in  what  Fad- 
ladeen said,,  from  its  having  set  them  all  so 
soundly  to  sleep ; — while  the  self-complacent  Cham- 
berlain was  left  to  triumph  in  the  idea  of  having, 
for  the  hundred  and  fiftieth  time  in  his  life,  extin- 
guished a  Poet  Lalla  Rookh  alone — and  Love 
knew  why — persisted  in  being  delighted  with  all 
slie  had  heard,  and  in  resolving  to  hear  more  as 
speedily  as  possible.  Her  manner,  however,  of 
finst  returning  to  the  subject  was  unlucky.  It  was 
while  they  rested  during  the  heat  of  noon  near  a 
fountain,  on  which  some  hand  had  rudely  traced 
those  well-known  words  from  the  Garden  of  Sadi, 
— *•  Many,  like  me,  have  viewed  this  fountain,  but 
they  are  gone,  and  their  eyes  are  closed  forever !" 
— that  she  took  occasion,  from  the  melancholy 
beauty  of  this  passage,  to  dwell  upon  the  charms 
of  poetry  in  general.  "  It  is  true,'*  she  said,  "  few 
poets  can  imitate  that  sublime  bird,  which  flies 
alwaj-B  in   the  ai^    and  never  touches  the  earth:* 


1  "The  Haroa,  a  bird  peculiar  to  the  East  It  i«  supposed 
to  fly  coostantly  In  the  air,  and  never  touch  thegroand  ;  it  is 
kwked  upon  as  a  bird  of  happy  omen ;  and  that  every  head 
It  ovenhades  will  in  time  wear  a  crownJ'*— Richardson. 

In  tlip  terms  of  alliance  made  by  Fnzzel  Oola  Khan  with 
Ilyder  in  1760,  one  of  the  stipalations  was,  "  that  he  should 
bai*4  the  distlnctloa  of  two  honorary  attendants  standing 
behind  him,  holding  fans  composed  nf  the  feathers  of  the 
hnmma,  according  to  the  practice  of  his  (hmily/* — WUka'a 
Booth  of  India.  He  adds  in  a  note :— "  The  Haroma  is  a 
fiUNilocis  Mrd.  The  head  over  which  its  shadow  once  passes 
will  assaredly  be  cirrled  with  a  crown.  The  splendid  little 
Uid  snspended  over  the  throne  of  Tippoo  Snitaun,  found  at 
Bertogapatam  In  1799,  was  intended  to  represent  this  poeti- 
cal fcne*- " 

*  '*To  the  ptigrinu  to  Mount  Sinai  we  must  attribute  the 
tewrtpllMM,  flgnre^,  fce^  on  those  rocks  which  have  from 
AcM*  acQulred  the  name  of  the  Written  Mountain.**— 
Ttkuf.   M.  Uebelln  and  others  have  been  at  much  pains  to 


— ^it  is  only  once  in  many  ages  a  Genius  appears, 
whose  words,  like  those  on  the  Written  Mountain, 
last  forever:^ — but  still  there  are  some,  as  de- 
lighted, perhaps,  though  not  so  wonderful,  who,  if 
not  stars  over  our  head,  are  at  least  flowers  along 
our  path,  and  whose  sweetness  of  the  moment  we 
ought  gratefully  to  inhale,  without  calling  upon 
them  for  a  brightness  and  a  durabiUty  beyond 
their  natiuv.  In  short,**  continued  she,  blushing, 
as  if  conscious  of  being  ''aught  in  an  oration,  "  it 
is  quite  cruel  that  a  poet  cannot  wander  through 
his  regions  ol  enchantment,  without  having  a  critic 
forever,  like  the  old  Man  of  the  Sea,  upon  his 
back !"' — Fadladeen,  it  wai  plain,  took  this  last 
luckless  allusion  to  himself,  and  would  treasure  It 
up  in  his  mind  as  a  whetstone  for  his  next  criti- 
cism. A  sudden  silence  ensued ;  and  the  Princess, 
glancing  a  look  at  Feravorz,  saw  plainly  she 
must  wait  for  a  more  courageous  moment 

But  the  glories  of  Nature,  and  her  wild,  fra- 
grant aire,  playing  freshly  over  the  current  oi  youth- 
ful spirits,  will  soon  heal  even  deeper  woimds  than 
the  dull  Fadladecns  of  this  *«'orld  can  inflict  In 
an  evening  or  two  after,  they  came  to  the  small 
Valley  of  Gardens,  wliich  had  been  planted  by 
order  of  the  Emperor,  for  his  favorite  sister  Ro- 
chinara,  during  their  progress  to  Cashmere,  some 
years  before  ;  and  never  was  there  a  more  spark- 
ling assemblage  of  sweets  since  the  Gulzar-e-Irem, 
or  Rose-bower  of  Irem.  Every  precious  flower 
was  there  to  be  found,  that  poetry,  or  love,  or  re- 
ligion, has  ever  consecrated;  from  the  dark  hya- 
cinth, to  wfiich  Hafez  compares  his  mistress's  hair,* 
to  the  Cdmalatdf  by  whose  rosy  blossoms  the 
heaven  of  ludra  is  scented.*  As  they  sat  in  the 
cool  fragrance  of  this  delicious  spot,  and  Lalla 
Rookh  remarked  that  she  could  fancy  it  the 
abode  of  that  Flower-loving  Nymph  whom  they 


attach  some  mysterious  and  important  meaning  to  these  In- 
scriptions ;  bnt  Niebuhr,  as  well  as  Volney,  thinks  that  they 
must  have  been  executed  at  Idle  hours  by  the  travellers  ui 
Blount  Sinai,  "  who  were  satisfied  with  cutting  the  unpol- 
ished rock  with  any  pointed  Instrument;  adding  to  their 
names  and  the  date  of  their  journeys  some  rude  figures, 
which  bespeak  the  hand  of  a  people  bnt  little  skilled  la  the 
arts."— JVi>frtiAr. 

*  The  Story  of  Sinbad. 

*  See  JVo«'*  Hafez,  Ode  v. 

*  "  The  Camalata  (called  by  LInncns,  Ipomsea)  it  the  iDOat 
beautiful  of  its  order,  both  In  the  color  and  fimn  of  Ita  leaves 
and  flowers ;  its  elegant  blossoms  are  '  celestial  ^xmj  r^ 
Love's  proper  hue,*  and  have  Justly  procured  It  th«  naiD^  ^ 
Camalata,  or  Love*s  Creeper.*'— Sir  FT.  JaneM. 

"  Camalata  may  also  mean  a  mythological  plant^  w  ^^^ 
all  desires  are  granted  to  such  as  Inhabit  the  h©,^^  ^  ^.    ^ 
dra;  and  If  ever  flower  was  worthy  of  par^dl^J^^  ^  ^ 
charming  lpom«a.**— A.  "*^  V\  \^ 
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worship  in  the  templea  of  Kathay,'  or  of  one  of 
those  PeriSi  those  beautiful  creatures  of  the  air, 
who  live  upon  perfumes,  and  to  whom  a  place 
like  this  might  moke  some  amends  for  the  Para- 
dise they  have  lost, — the  young  Poet,  in  whose 
eyes  <he  appeared,  while  she  spoke,  to  be  one  of 
tho  I  right  spiritual  creatures  she  was  describing, 
said  hesitatingly  that  he  remembered  a  Story  of  a 
Peri,  whiqh,  if  the  Princess  had  no  objection,  he 
would  venture  to  i elate.  "  It  is,"  said  he,  with  an 
appealing  look  to  Faoladeen,  <*in  a  lighter  and 
humbler  strain  than  the  other;"  then,  striking  a 
few  careless  but  melancholy  chords  on  his  kitar,  he 
thus  began : — 


PARADISE  AND  THE  PERL 

Okt^  mom  a  Peri  at  tho  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  disconsolate  ; 
And  as  she  listen*d  to  the  Springs 

Of  Life  withm,  like  music  flowing, 
And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 

Thzough  the  half-open  portal  glowing,. 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e'er  have  lo6t  that  glorious  place ! 

"  How  happy,"  exclaim'd  this  child  of  air, 
"  Are  the  holy  Spirits  who  wander  there, 
•     «  Mid  flowers  that  never  shall  fade  or  fall ; 
"  Though  mme  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
**  And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me, 
«  One  Uonom  of  Heaven  outbloom?  them  all ! 

*'  Though  sunny  the  Lake  of  cool  Casiimbbe, 
"  With  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear,' 

"  And  sweetly  the  founts  of  that  Valley  fall ; 
•*  Though  blight  are  the  waters  of  Siko-bu-uat, 
**  And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray,' 
**  T«t— oh,  'tis  only  the  Blest  can  say 

^  How  the  witem  of  Heaven  outshine  them  all  I 

1  **  Aeeofdlof  to  Fkther  Pmnue,  la  hit  tnct  on  Chinese 
UydKdqiy,  the  motbor  of  Fo-hl  wh  the  daughter  of  beaven, 
sommed  Flower-lovtof ;  and  as  the  nymph  was  wiUktng 
alone  on  the  bank  of  a  river,  she  Iba&d  beneir  eacircled  by 
a  ralabow,  after  which  she  became  ptegoant,  and,  at  the 
end  of  twelve  years,  was  delivered  of  a  son  radiant  as  her- 
self."—jJ#uit.  Res. 

*  "Nameroos  smnll  Islands  emerge  from  the  Lake  of 
Cashmere.  One  Is  called  Char  Chcnaur,  from  the  plane- 
trees  upon  W*^Fb»Ur. 

*  "The  Altan  Kol  or  Golden  River  of  Tibet,  which  rans 
Into  loe  Lakes  of  Sing-sn-hay,  has  abundance  of  gold  in  Its 
Mnds,  which  eaiploys  the  Inhabitants  all  the  summer  in 
gatberlng  it**— DeMrtjvtton  of  Tibet  in  Pfhkerton. 

4  **The  Brahmins  of  this  t^ovlnce  insist  that  the  bine 
campac  flowers  only  in  Paradise.*'— Sir  IT.  Jones.  It  ap- 
pears, however,  firom  a  cvrions  letter  of  the  Sultan  of  Me- 


"  Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 
"  From  worid  to  luminous  world,  as  far 

"  As  the  universe  epreads  its  flaming  wall  * 
"  Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres, 
"  And  multiply  each  through  endless  years, 

**  One  minute  of  Heaven  is  worth  them  all  I" 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  was  keeping 
Tho  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping ; 
And,  as  he  nearer  drew  and  listenM 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glistcn'd 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spray 

From  Ekien's  fountain,  when  it  lies 
On  tho  blue  flow*r,  which — Bramins  say — 

Blooms  nowhere  but  hi  Paradise.^ 

"  Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line  I" 
Gently  he  said — "  One  hope  is  tliine. 
"  'Til  written  in  tho  Book  of  Fate, 

"  The  Peri  yei  may  be  forgiven 
*'  Who  brings  to  this  Eternal  gate 

"  The  Gift  that  is  most  dear  to  Heavn  I 
**  Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin — 
» *Tis  sweet  to  let  the  pardoned  in." 

Rapidly  as  comets  run 

To  th*  embraces  of  tho  Sim ; — 

Fleeter  than  the  stany  brands 

Flung  at  night  from  angel  hands* 

At  those  dark  and  dariDg  qmtes 

Who  would  climb  th*  empyreal  heights, 

Down  the  bloe  vault  the  Pluti  flies, 

And»  lighted  eerthweid  by  a  glance 
That  joflt  then  brake  ftcm  moming's  eyes. 

Hong  hoT^Df  «^er  ear  worid^s  expanse. 

But  wUther  riU  tbe  Spirit  go 

To  find  thii  gift  for  Hoav'a  7— *<  I  know 

«  The  wealth,"  she  cries,  "  «f  every  urn, 

"  In  which  unnumber'd  rubiee  bum, 

"  Beneath  the  pillars  of  Gbujcinae  f 

*<  I  know  where  the  Islee  of  Perfume  are,^ 

nangcabow,  given  by  UsfsdeB.  that  mm  place  oo  earth  sny 
lay  claim  to  the  poascasloa  ofil* .  f^lds  is  the  Sultaa,  vho 
keeps  the  flower  champaka.that  h  U^e,  and  to  be  foaa«I  is 
no  other  eoonlry  but  his,  briof  fallow  elsewhere.**— Jf«r»- 
tfm'e  Stunatra. 

*  *'The  Mahometans  suppose  that  falling  stars  art  the 
firebmnds  wherewith  the  good  angels  drive  away  the  UuL 
when  they  approach  too  near  the  empyrean  or  rerp  of 
the  heavens.*' — .FVyer. 

*  The  Forty  Pillars ;  so  the  Persians  call  the  ruins  of  Pe^ 
sepolls.  It  is  Imagined  by  them  that  this  palace  and  tke 
edifices  at  Balbcc  were  built  by  Genii,  for  the  porpoic  of 
hiding  In  their  subterraneous  caverns  immense  trearvts. 
which  still  remain  then.—D^Horhoht,  Volmef. 

f  Diodoru*  mentions  the  Isle  of  Panchaia,  to  the  sotth  of 
Ambla  Felix,  where  there  was  a  temple  of  Jupiter.  This 
island,  or  rather  cluster  of  isles,  has  disappeared,  **  sunk  (sap 
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"  Many  a  fathom  down  in  the  sea, 

"  To  the  Bouth  of  son-brisrht  Akabt  ;' 

"  I  know,  too,  where  the  Genii  hid 

"  The  jcweli'd  c\ip  of  their  King  Jamuud,* 

*'  With  Life's  elixir  sparkling  high — 

"  But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

*'  Where  was  there  ever  a  gem  that  shone 

*<  like  the  steps  of  Aixa's  wonderful  Throne  7 

*'  An4  the  Dropa  of  Life — oh  I  what  would  they  be 

*'  lu  the  boundless  Deep  of  Eternity?" 

While  thus  she  mused,  her  pinions  fann'd 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land. 
Whose  air  is  balm ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
O'er  coral  rocks,  and  amber  beds ;' 
Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sun,  with  diamonds  teem ; 
Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides. 
Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides  ; 
Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  of  spioe 
Might  be  a  Peri's  Paradise  I 
But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 

With  human  blood — the  smell  of  death 
Canie  reeking  from  those  spicy  bow'n, 
And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man. 

Mingled  his  taint  with  ev'ry  breath 
Upwafted  from  th*  innocent  flow'rs. 
Laud  of  the  Son !  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Fugods  and  thy  pillar'd  shades^ — 
Tiiy  cavern  shrines,  and  Idol  stones, 
Thy  Monarchs  and  tlieir  thousand  Thrones?* 
'Tis  Ho  of  Gazna* — fierce  in  wrath 

He  comes,  and  India's  diadems 
hi '  matter  d  in  his  ruinous  path* — 

His  bloodhounds  he  adorns  with  gems. 
Torn  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  many  a  young  and  loved  Sultana  *j 

Grnndpri)  in  the  abyss  made  by  the  Are  beneath    >eir 
foundulionx/* — Vofoge  tc  *J%i  Indian  Ocean. 

>  The  Isles  of  Panchaia. 

3  "  The  cop  or  Jamshid,  discovered,  they  say,  when  dig- 
ging for  the  foundations  of  Persepolis." — Richardson. 

>  "  It  is  not  like  the  Soa  of  India,  whose  bottom  Is  rich 
with  pearls  and  ambergris,  whose  monntains  of  the  coast  are 
suired  with  gold  and  preeioos  stones,  whose  gulfs  breed 
creatures  that  yield  Ivory,  and  among  the  plants  of  whose 
shores  are  ebony,  red  wood,  and  the  wood  of  llalrxan,  aloes, 
ciriiphor,  cloves,  sandal-wood,  and  all  other  spices  and 
Hruumtics ;  where  parrots  and  peacocks  are  birds  of  the 
U.tvst.  and  musk  and  civet  are  collected  upon  the  lands." — 
Travels  of  two  Mohammedans. 

* in  the  ground 

The  bended  twigs  take  root,  and 'daughters  grow 

About  the  noother-tree,  a  filUr'd  shads^ 

I] igb  ovcrarch'd,  and  echoing  walks  between.     Milton. 

For  a  particular  description  and  plate  of  the  Banyan-tree, 
tee  Cordintr^s  Ceylon. 

•  **  With  this  immense  treasure  Mabmood  returned  to 
Ghlxnl.  and  in  the  year  400  prepared  a  mafnifieent  festival. 


Maidens,  within  their  pure  Zenana, 

Priests  m  the  very  fane  he  slaughten, 

And  chokes  up  with  the  glittering  wrecks 

Of  golden  shrines  the  sacred  waters ! 

Downward  the  Pkri  turns  her  gaze, 
And,  through  the  war-field's  bloody  haza 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand. 

Alone  beside  his  native  river^ — 
The  red  blade  broken  m  his  hand. 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 
"  live,"  said  the  Conqu'ror,  "  live  to  share 
"  The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear !" 
Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood— 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country's  blood. 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart, 
For  answer,  to  th'  Invader's  heart 

False  flew  the  shaft,  though  pointed  well ; 
The  Tyrant  Uved,  the  Hero  feU  !— 
Yet  mark'd  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And,  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past. 
Swiftly  descendmg  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last— 
Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed. 
Before  its  free-bom  spirit  fled  I 

"  Be  this,"  she  cried,  as  she  wing'd  her  flight, 
**  My  welcome  gift  at  the  Gates  of  Light 
"  Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  ofl  distil 

"  On  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  Uke  this, 

"  For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  is," 
**  It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill, 

**  That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss . 
"  Ob,  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 
**  A  boon,  an  oflering  Heav'n  holds  dear, 

where  be  displayed  to  the  people  bis  wealth  In  golden  tbnmee 
and  in  other  ornaments,  in  a  great  plain  without  the  city  of 
Gh\znV*^FWishta. 

*  "  Mahmood  of  Gazna,  or  Gblzni,  who  conquered  India 
in  the  beginning  of  the  11th  centur>'.**— See  his  History  In 
Dow  nnd  Sir  J.  JUaleolm. 

V  "  It  Is  reported  that  the  hunting  equipage  of  the  Saltan 
MDhmo<Ml  WHS  %o  magnificent,  that  he  kept  400  greyhounds 
and  bloodhounds,  each  of  which  w^re  a  collar  set  with  Jew- 
els, and  a  covering  edged  with  gold  and  pearls/*— C/^u'r«r#ai 
//istory,  vol.  lii. 

*  Objections  may  be  made  to  my  use  of  the  word  Liberty  In 
thls,and  mure  eitpcciaily  In  the  story  that  follows  it,  as  totally 
inapplicable  to  any  suite  of  things  that  has  over  existed  In  the 
East;  but  though  I  cannot,  of  course,  mean  to  employ  it  la 
that  enlarged  and  noble  sense  which  Is  so  well  understood  at 
the  present  day,  and,  I  lerieve  to  say,  so  little  acted  upon,  yet 
It  is  no  disparagement  to  the  word  to  apply  it  to  that  national 
Independence,  that  freedom  fh)m  the  interference  and  dicta- 
tk>n  of  foreigners,  without  which.  Indeed,  no  liberty  of  any 
kind  can  exist;  and  for  which  both  Hindoos  and  Persians 
ftMght  sgaUist  their  Mntsaloian  invaders  with,  in  iway 

a  hnvery  that  deserved  much  better  siKceM. 
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•*  Tis  the  last  libation  liberty  draws 

*<  From  the  heart  that  bleedb  and  breaks  hi  her 


"  Sweet,"  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 

The  gift  into  his  radiant  hand, 
"  Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  Brave 

"  Who  die  thus  for  their  native  Land.— 
"  But  see — alas ! — the  crystal  bar 
"  Of  Eden  moves  not — ^holier  far 
"  Than  ev'n  this  drop  the  boon  must  be, 
"  That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav*n  for  thee !" 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  EMen  blighted. 

Now  among  Afric*s  lunar  Mountains,' 
Far  to  the  South,  the  Peri  lighted ; 

And  sleek'd  her  plumage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egyptian  tide — ^whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth 
Deep  in  those  solitary  woods 
Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  Floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 
And  hail  the  new-bom  Giant's  smile.* 
Thence  over  Egypt's  palmy  groves. 

Her  grots,  and  sepulchres  of^  Kings,* 
The  exiled  Spirit  sighing  roves ; 
And  now  hangs  list'ning  to  the  doves 
In  wann  Rosetta's  vale* — now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  that  break 
The  azure  calm  of  Moeris^  Lake.* 
'Twas  a  fair  scene^a  Land  more  bright 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold ! 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  oaw  this  night 

Those  vallc}'s  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
Busking  in  Heav*n's  sercnest  light ; — 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-trees  bondinsr 

Languidly  their  leaf-crown*d  heads, 
Like  youthful  maids,  when  sleep  descending 

Warns  them  to  their  silken  beds  ;* — 
Those  virgin  lilies,  all  the  night 

1  "  The  Mountains  of  the  Moon»  or  the  Monies  Lone  of 
antiquity,  at  the  foot  of  which  the  Nile  Ls  supposed  to  arise.** 
— BruM. 

*'  Sometimes  called,**  says  Jackson^  "  Jlbbel  Kumrie,  or  the 
white  or  lunar-colored  mountains ;  so  a  white  horse  is  called 
by  the  Arabians  a  moon-colored  horse.** 

t  ^  The  Nile,  which  the  Abyssinians  know  by  the  names  of 
Abey  and  Alawy,  or  the  Giant.**  -  .^siat.  Research,  vol.i.  p  J87. 

s  See  rerry*s  View  of  the  Levant  for  an  account  of  the 
sepulchres  in  Upper  Thebes,  and  the  nuniberlefs  grots 
covered  all  over  with  hieroglyphics  in  the  mountains  of 
Upper  Egypt. 

*  *'The  orchanls  of  Rosctta  are  filled  with  turtle-doves.*' 

*  Savary  mentions  the  pelicans  upon  Lalce  Moeris. 

"  "The  superb  date-tree,  whoso  head  languidly  reclines, 
like  that  of  a  handsome  woman  overcome  with  sleep.'* — 


Bathing  thehr  beauties  m  the  lake. 
That  they  may  rise  more  fresh  and  bright^ 

When  their  beloved  Sun's  awake ; — 
Those  ruin'd  shrines  and  tow'n  that  seem 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream ; 

Amid  whose  fairy  lonelme«i 
Naught  but  the  lapwing's  cry  is  heard, 
Naught  seen  but  (when  the  shadows,  flitting 
Fast  from  the  moon,  nnsheath  its  gieam,) . 
Some  purple-wing*d  Sultana''  sitting 

Upon  a  column,  motionless 
And  glitt'ring;  like  an  Idol  bird ! — 
Who  could  have  i  bought,  that  there,  ev'n  theie. 
Amid  thqse  scenes  so  still  and  fair. 

The  Demon  of  the  Plaguv  hath  cast 

From  his  hot  wing  a  deadlier  blast, 
More  mortal  far  than  ever  came 
From  the  red  Desert's  sands  of  flame ! 
So  quick,  that  ev'ry  living  thhig 
Of  hiunan  shape,  tonch'd  by  his  wing, 

Like  plants,  where  the  Sunoom  hath  pasi^^ 
At  once  faUs  black  and  withering ! 
The  sun  went  down  on  many  a  brow 

Which,  full  of  bloom  and  freshness  then» 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest-house  now, 

And  ne'er  will  feel  that  sun  again. 
And,  oh !  to  see  th'  unburied  het^ 
On  which  the  lonely  moonlight  sleepih^ 
The  very  vultures  turn  away, 
And  sicken  at  so  foul  a  prey ! 
Only  the  fierce  hysna  stalkaP 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  wolkiP 
At  midnight,  and  his  carnage  plies: — 

Wo  to  the  half-dead  wretch,  wiio  meeti 
The  glaring  of  those  large  bine  eyes* 

Amid  the  darkness  of  the  streets ! 

*  Poor  race  of  men !"  said  the  pitying  Spirit, 
"  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  prinul  Fall— 

"  Some  flow'rets  of  Eklen  ye  still  inherit, 
"  But  the  trail  of  the  Seipent  is  over  them  alH** 


f  "  That  beautiful  bird,  with  plnfluqp  of  thB  flnett  shi- 
ning blue,  with  purple  beak  and  legt,  the  natiuil  and  Uyimg 
ornament  of  the  temples  and  palaces  of  the  Gieekt  and 
Romans,  which,  fh)m  the  stateliaess  of  Its  port,  as  well  as 
the  brilliancy  of  its  colors,  has  obCalaed  the  title  of  Sol 
tana." — Sonninu 

•  Jackson,  speaking  of  the  pUgoe  that  occarfed  la  West 
Barbary,  when  he  was  there,  says,  **The  birds  of  the  air 
fled  awayfirom  the  abodes  cmT  mea.  The  hy«Baii,oa  lbs 
contrar)',  \isitcd  the  cemeteries,"  fcc 

*  "Gondar  was  (hil  of  hyenas  from  the  Hsie  It  tamed 
dark,  till  the  dawu  of  day,  seeking  the  dl&ieat  pieces  of 
slaughtered  carcasses,  which  this  croel  sad  aachnui  penple 
expose  in  the  streets  witboot  barlal,  and  who  finaly  believe 
that  these  animals  are  Falasbta  from  the  aelghbbrisff  moss* 
tains,  transformed  by  magic,  and  eoma  dowa  to  eat 
flesh  in  the  dark  in  safrty."— Unwc 

Mlbid. 
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^e  wept — the  air  grew  pore  and  dear  - 

Ah !  once,  how  little  did  he  think 

Around  her,  as  the  bright  drops  ran ; 

For  there's  a  magic  in  each  tear, 

With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace. 

Such  kindly  Spirits  weep  for  man ! 

Those  gentle  arms,  that  were  to  him 

Holy  as  is  the  cradling  place 

Just  then  beneath  some  orange  trees, 

Of  Eden's  infant  cherubun ! 

Whose  fmit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 

And  now  he  yields— now  turns  away, 

Were  wantoning  together,  free. 

Shudd'ring  as  if  the  venom  lay 

Like  age  at  play  with  infancy — 

All  in  those  proffer'd  lips  alone— 

Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower. 

Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  grown. 

Close  by  the  Lake,  she  heard  the  moan 

Never  until  that  instant  came 

Of  one  who,  at  this  silent  hour. 

Near  his  unask'd  or  without  shame. 

Had  thither  stoPn  to  die  alone. 

"  Oh !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air, 

One  who  in  life  where'er  he  moved. 

"  The  blessed  air,  that's  breathed  by  thee. 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many ; 

"  And,  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 

Yet  now,  as  thou^rh  he  ne'er  were  loved, 

**  Healing  or  death,  'tis  sweet  to  me ! 

Dies  here  nnseen,  unwept  by  any ! 

"  There— drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fall— 

None  to  watch  near  him — none  to  slake 

"  Would  that  my  bosom's  blood  were  bahn, 

The  fire  that  m  his  bosom  lies. 

"  And,  weU  thou  know'at,  I'd  shed  it  all. 

With  ev'n  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake. 

"  To  give  thy  brow  one  minute's  calm. 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  his  eyes,      i 

"  Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face— 

No  voice,  well  known  through  many  a  day, 

"  Am  I  not  thine— thy  own  loved  bride — 

To  speak  the  last,  the  parting  word, 

"  The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 

Whkh,  when  all  other  sounds  decay, 

"  In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ? 

Is  still  like  distant  music  heard ; — 

"  Think'st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  lighC 

That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore 

"  In  this  dim  worid,  from  thee  hath  shone. 

Of  this  rude  world,  when  all  is  o'er. 

"  Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheeriess  night. 

Which  cheeri  the  spirit,  ere  its  bark 

"  That  must  be  here  when  thou  art  gone? 

Puts  off  into  the  unknown  Daric 

"  That  I  can  live,  and  let  thee  go. 

"  Who  art  my  life  itself  ?— No,  no— 

"  When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 

"  Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too ! 

That  she,  whom  he  for  years  had  known. 

"  Then  turn  to  me,  my  own  love,  turn, 

And  loved,  and  might  have  call'd  his  own. 

"  Before,  like  thee,  I  fade  and  bum  ; 

Was  safe  from  this  foul  midnight's  breath, — 

"  Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lips,  and  share 

Safe  m  her  father's  princely  halls. 

"  The  last  pure  life  that  lingeri  there !" 

Where  the  cool  airs  from  fountain  falls. 

She  fails — she  sinks— as  dies  the  lamp 

Fredily  perfumed  by  many  a  brand 

In  chamcl  aire,  or  cavem>damp. 

Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India's  land, 

So  quickly  do  his  baleful  sighs 

Were  pore  as  she  whose  brow  they  fann'd 

Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes. 

One  struggle— and  his  pain  is  past — 

Bat  see— who  yonder  comes  by  stealth,' 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living ! 

This  melancholy  bow'r  to  seek, 

One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last. 

Like  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health, 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  givmg ! 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 

*Tis  she— far  off,  through  moonlight  dim. 

"  Sleep,"  said  the  Peri,  as  softly  she  stol** 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride. 

The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul. 

She,  who  would  rather  die  with  him. 

As  true  as  e'er  warm'd  a  woman's  breast  - 

Than  Ihre  to  gain  the  world  beside  !— 

"  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odor  rest. 

Iler  arms  are  round  her  lover  now. 

"  In  balmier  aire  than  ever  yet  stirr'd 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 

"  Th'  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird. 

And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow. 

"  Who  smgs  at  the  last  his  own  death-lay,' 

In  the  cool  lake  her  loosen'd  tresses. 

"  And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away !" 

•  ^'In  the  EAst,  they  sopposa  the  Photalz  to  have  fifty 

^^^  Tlaceatiiu  Fkbridiu,  by  Darwtn,  a»l  Utsly,  with  very 

orifices  in  his  bill,  which  are  conUnaed  to  his  tall ;  aad  that, 

pgmwtM  efltet,  by  Mr.  WUmjo. 
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Thiis  sayidg,  from  her  lips  she  qiread 

Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place. 
And  shook  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  shed 

Such  lustre  o'er  each  paly  face, 
That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seemed, 

Upon  the  eve  of  doomsday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odor  sleeping ; 

While  that  benevolent  Peri  beamed 
Like  their  good  angel,  calmly  keeping 

Watch  o*er  them  till  their  souls  would  waken. 

But  mom  is  blushing  in  the  sky ; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above, 
Bearing  to  Heav'n  that  precious  sigh 

Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  love. 
High  throbb'd  her  heart,  with  hope  elate, 

Th*  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win. 
For  the  bright  Spirit  at  the  gate 

Smiled  as  she  gave  that  offering  m; 
And  she  already  hears  the  trees 

Of  EMen,  with  their  crystal  bells 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 

That  from  the  throne  of  Alla  swells ; 
And  she  can  see  the  starry  bowls 

That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake. 
Upon  whose  banks  admitted  Souls 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  take  !* 

But,  ah !  oVn  Peris'  hopes  are  vain — 

Again  the  Fates  forbade,  again 

Til'  immortal  barrier  closed — ♦*  Not  yet," 

The  Angel  said,  as,  with  regret. 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory— 

"  True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story 

"  Written  in  lig^t  o'er  Aiui's  head. 

"  By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

"  Eat,  Peri,  see — ^the  crystal  bar 

"  Of  Eden  moves  not — ^holier  far 

"  Than  cv'n  this  sigh  the  boon  must  be 

*'  That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav'n  for  thee.** 

Now,  upon  Syria's  land  of  roses* 
Softly  the  light  of  Eve  reposes, 
And,  like  a  glory,  the  broad  son 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ; 

pile,  sings  a  melodious  air  of  (liferent  barmoDies  thmngb  his 
fifty  organ  pipes,  fiapf  his  wings  with  a  velocity  which  sets 
fire  to  the  wood,  and  consumes  himself/* — Rickardaon, 

•  "  On  the  shores  of  a  quadrangular  lake  stand  a  thousand 
goblets,  made  of  stars,  out  of  which  souls  predestined  to  er^oy 
felicity  drink  the  crystal  wave." — From  ChAteaubrian^t 
Description  of  the  Mahometan  Paradise,  in  bis  Beauties  of 
Ckrietianitf, 

•  Richardson  thinks  that  Syria  had  lu  name  from  Snri,  a 
beautiful  t«^<i  delic'ite  species  of  ro^e,  for  which  that  country 
has  ueen  always  famous ;— hence,  Suristan,  the  Land  of 
Hoses. 

•  **  The  number  of  lixardi  1  saw  one  day  in  the  great  court 


Whose  head  in  wintry  grandeur  tow*rs, 
And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet. 

While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  flow'ns. 
Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet 

To  one,  who  look*d  from  upper  air 
0*er  all  th'  enchanted  regions  there. 
How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glow, 
The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below ! 
Fau:  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  ranks 
Of  golden  melons  on  tneur  banks. 
More  golden  where  tlie  sun-light  falls ; — 
Gray  lizards,  glittering  on  the  walk^  . 
Of  ruin'd  shrines,  busy  and  bright 
As  they  were  all  alive  with  light ; 
And,  yet  more  splendid,  numerous  flocks 
Of  pigeons,  settling  on  the  rocks, 
With  their  rich  restless  wings,  that  gleam 
Variously  in  the  crimson  boam 
Of  the  warm  West^— as  if  inlaid 
With  brilliants  from  the  mine,  or  made 
Of  tearless  rainbows,  such  as  span 
Th'  unclouded  skies  of  Perutx  ax. 
And  then  the  mingling  sounds  that  comoi 
Of  shepherd*s  ancient  reed,*  with  hum 
Of  the  wild  bees  of  PALEsnNiy* 

Banqueting  through  the  flow*xy  yalea; 
And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  banks  «f  thinat 

And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales.* 

But.  naught  can  charm  the  luckkv  Fm; 
Her  soul  is  sad — her  wings  an  wearf— 
Joyless  she  sees  the  Sun  look  down 
On  that  great  T&mple,  onca  bis  ow3,* 
Whose  lonely  columns  stand  sublime, 

Flmging  their  shadows  from  on  high. 
Like  dials,  which  the  wizard.  Time, 

Had  raised  to  count  his  agea  by! 

Yet  haply  there  may  lia  ooBoeaTd 

Beneath  those  Chambers  oi  the  6aii» 
Some  amulet  of  gems,  anneal*d 
In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seal*d 
With  the  great  name  of  Solomon, 
Which,  spcU'd  by  her  illumined  eyes. 


of  the  Temple  of  the  Sun  at  Balbee  amounted  to  many  '***^]^ 
sands ;  the  ground,  the  walls,  and  stones  of  the  rai«»^*^ 
builclln^s,  were  covered  with  them.** — Bruce. 

*  "The  Syrinx,  or  Pan's  pipe,  b  •tiUnpasiorallnstnixi**^"* 
In  Syria.*'— iii«#e/. 

»  "Wild  bees,  frequent  In  PalesUno,  In  hollow  trunK-*  ^"^f 
branches  of  trees,  and  the  cleOs  of  rocks.    Thus  it  i=»  ^^^^^ 
(Psalm  Ixjcxl.,)  •A<m«f  out  of  the  atouf  rock.*  **—Bmrti^^  * 
Oriental  Customs. 

•  "The  river  Jordan  is  on  both  sides  beset  with.  1  wx>i»«' 
thick,  and  pleasant  woods,  among  which  thousands  or  x».^*^*^ 
ingales  warble  all  together."— 7»f»««rt 

T  The  Temple  of  the  Sun  at  Balbee 
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May  teach  her  where,  beneath  the  moon. 
In  earth  or  ocoon,  lies  the  boon, 
The  charm,  that  can  restore  so  soon 
An  erring  Spirit  to  the  skie& 

CheerM  by  this  hope  she  bends  her  thither  ;- 

Still  laughs  the  radiant  eye  of  HeaYon, 

Nor  have  the  golden  bo  were  of  Even 
In  the  rich  West  begun  to  wither ; — 
When,  o'er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging 

Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play. 
Among  the  rosy  wild-flovv're  singing. 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they  ; 
Chasing,  with  eager  hands  and  eyes. 
The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies,' 
That  fluttered  round  the  jasmine  stems. 
Like  winged  flow'ra  or  flying  gems  :-— 
And,  near  the  boy,  who  tired  with  play 
Now  nestling  *mid  the  roses  lay. 
She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 

From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brmk 
Of  a  small  imarcfs  rustic  fount* 

Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 
Tlicn  swifl  his  haggard  brow  he  tum'd 

To  the  fair  cliild,  who  fearless  sat. 
Though  never  yet  hath  day-beam  bum*d 

Upon  a  brow  more  fierce  than  that, — 
Sullenly  fierce — a  mixture  dire. 
Like  thunder-clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire  ; 
In  wiiich  the  Peri's  eye  could  read 
Dork  tales  of  many  a  rutliless  deed  ; 
The  ruin*d  maid — the  shrine  profaned — 
Oaths  broken — and  the  threshold  staiu*d 
Witli  blood  of  guests  ! — there  written,  all, 
Bluck  OS  the  damning  drops  that  fall 
From  the  denouncing  Angel's  pen. 
Ere  Mercy  weeps  them  out  again. 

Yet  tranquil  now  that  man  of  crime 
(As  if  the  balmy  evening  time 
Softeu'd  his  spirit)  look'd  and  lay. 
Watching  the  rosy  infant's  play : — 
Though  still,  whene'er  his  eye  by  chance 
Fell  on  the  boy's,  its  lurid  glance 


>  "  You  behold  there  a  considerable  number  of  a  remark- 
able fipccics  of  beautiful  insects,  the  elegance  of  whose  ap- 
peamnce  and  their  attire  procured  for  them  the  name  of 
Damacls," — Sonnini. 

>  Intarct,  "  hmpice  ou  on  loge  et  nourrit,  gratb,  les  p^lo- 
rins  )>nntiant  trois  Jours." — Toderini^  translated  bf  (JU  JiM 
it  Cvumand.—See  also  CasUUan'M  Moeurs  des  Othomans, 
turn,  v.,  p.  145. 

3  ^  Such  Turks  as  at  the  common  boura  of  prayer  are  on 
the  road,  or  so  employed  as  not  to  And  convenience  to  attend 
the  tiio»ques,  are  still  obliged  to  execute  that  doty ;  nor  are 
tliey  ever  known  to  fail,  whatever  busineu  they  are  then 
about,  but  pray  Immediately  when  the  hour  alannt  them, 


Met  that  unclouded,  joyous  gaze. 
As  torches,  that  have  bum'd  all  night 
Through  some  impure  and  godless  rite, 

Encoimter  morning's  glorious  rajrs. 

But,  hark !  the  vesper  call  to  prayV, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets. 
Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air. 

From  Stria's  thousand  nunarets ! 
The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flow're,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 
And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 

Kneels"  with  his  forehead  to  the  south, 
Lisping  til'  eternal  name  of  God 

From  Purity's  own  cherub  mouth. 
And  looking,  while  his  hands  and  eyei 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies, 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise, 
Just  lighted  on  that  flow'ry  plain, 
And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 
Oh !  'twas  a  sight— that  Heav'n—that  chfld— 
A  scene,  which  might  have  well  beguiled 
Ev'n  haughty  Eblis  of  a  sigh 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by  I 

And  how  felt  he,  the  wretched  Man 
Reclinuig  there — while  memory  ran 
O'er  many  a  yei^  of  guilt  and  strife. 
Flew  o'er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life. 
Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place. 
Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  grace. 
"  There  was  a  time,"  he  sakl,  in  mild. 
Heart-humbled  tones — **  thou  blessed  child ! 
"  When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou, 
"  I  look'd  and  pray'd  like  thee — ^but  now"— 
He  himg  his  head — each  nobler  aim, 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  him,  and  he  wept — ^he  wept ! 

Blest  tean  of  soul -felt  penitence ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 


whatever  they  are  about.  In  that  very  place  they  chaiie»  <o 
stand  on ;  Insomuch  that  when  a  Janlzar>%  whom  yim  aaV9 
to  guard  you  up  and  down  the  city,  bears  the  notice  which 
U  given  him  Oom  the  steeples,  ho  will  torn  about,  stand 
still,  and  beckon  with  his  hand,  to  tell  his  charge  he  mast 
hav^  patience  for  awhile,  when,  taking  ont  his  handker- 
chief, he  spreads  It  on  the  ground,  tiu  cross-legged  there- 
upon, and  says  his  prayers,  though  In  the  open  market, 
which  having  ended,  he  leaps  briskly  ap,  salutes  the  per- 
son whom  he  undertook  to  convey,  and  renews  his  JoonMy 
wlt&  the  mild  expression  of  Okelt  fokumum  gkM,  or  Cami» 
dear,  follow  ma^'—Jitar^n  HiWt  Travels. 
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< There*8  a  drop"  said  the  Px&i,  " that  down  from 

the  moon 
'  Falls  through  the  withering  airs  of  June 

*  Upon  EoYPT^s  land,'  of  so  healing  a  pow*!, 
'  So  balmy  a  virtue,  that  ev^n  in  the  hour 

*  That  drop  descends,  contagion  dies, 

*  And  health  reanimates  earth  and  skies ! — 
<  Oh»  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin, 

"  The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  ? 

*  Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within, 

"  One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispelled  them  all ." 

And  now — ^behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child*6  side,  in  humble  prayV, 
While  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 
And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  Heav*n 
The  triumph  of  a  Soul  Forgiv'n  ! 

'Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set, 

While  on  their  knees  they  llnger'd  yet,  * 

There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 

Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star. 

Upon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 

Dow'd  that  repentant  sinner's  cheek. 

To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 

A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam — 

But  well  th*  enraptured  Peri  knew 

*Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 

From  Heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 

Her  harbinger  of  glory  near ! 

"  Joy,  joy  forever !  my  task  is  done^ 

"  The  gates  are  pass'd,  and  Hcav'n  is  won  ! 

"  Oh  !  am  I  not  happy  ?  I  am,  I  am — 

"  To  thee,  sweet  Eden  !  how  dark  and  sad 
"  Are  the  diamond  turrets  of  Siiadukiah,* 

"  And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad  I 

"  Farewell,  ye  odors  of  Earth,  that  die 
•*  Passing  away  like  a  lover's  sigh  ; — 
"  My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  Tree," 
•*  Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  ! 

*  Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
"  In  my  fairy  wreath,  so  bright  and  brief ; — 


*  The  Nncta,  or  Mlracnloui  Drop,  which  falls  in  Egypt 
ffftrtlsely  on  St.  John's  day,  in  Jnne,  and  is  supposed  to 
hare  the  eflTcct  of  stopping  the  plague. 

■  The  Country  of  Delight— the  name  of  a  province  in  the 
\ln2d01n  of  Jinnistan,  or  Falr>'  Land,  the  capital  of  which 
W  called  the  City  of  Jewels.  Ambcrabad  is  another  of  t^e 
titles  of  Jinnistan. 

s  The  tree  Tooba,  that  stands  in  Paradise,  in  the  palace 
•f  Mahomet  See  Sale's  Prelim.  Disc. — Tooba,  says  D*J£er- 
Mot,  signifies  beatitude,  or  eternal  happiness. 

*  Mahomet  is  described,  in  the  53d  chapter  of  the  Koran, 


«0h!   what  are  the  brightest  that  e*cr  have 

blown, 
"  To  the  lote-tree,  springing  by  Ajlla'i  throne,* 

"  Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  lead 
"  Joy,  joy  forever ! — ^my  task  is  done — 
<*  The  Gates  are  paas'd,  and  Hcav'n  is  won  V* 


"And  this,"  said  the  Great  Chambcilain,  '^is 
poetry  I  this  flimsy  manufacture  of  the  brain,  which, 
in  comparison  with  the  lofty  and  durable  monu- 
ments of  genius,  is  as  the  gold  filigK.e-woik  of 
Zamara  beside  the  eiemal  architecture  of  Egypt !" 
Alter  this  gorgeous  sentence,  which,  with  a  few 
more  of  the  same  kind,  Fadiadbem  kepi  by  him 
for  rare  and  important  occasions,  he  proceeded  to 
the  anatomy  of  the  short  poem  just  recited.  The 
lax  and  easy  kind  of  metre  in  which  it  was  written 
ought  to  be  denounced,  he  said,  as  one  of  tlie 
leading  causes  of  the  alarming  growth  of  poetry 
in  our  times.  If  some  check  were  not  given  to 
this  lawless  facility,  we  should  soon  be  ovemm 
by  a  race  of  bards  as  numerous  and  as  shallow  as 
the  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  Streams  of 
Basra.*  They  who  succeeded  in  this  style  de- 
served chastisement  for  their  very  aucceas; — as 
warriors  have  been  punished,  even  after  gainj^  a 
victory,  because  they  had  taken  the  liberty  of 
gaining  it  in  an  irregular  or  unestaUiahed  manner. 
What,  then,  was  to  bo  said  to  those  who  failed  ?  to 
those  who  presumed,  as  in  the  present  lamentable 
instance,  to  unitate  the  license  and  eaae  of  the 
bolder  sons  of  song,  without  any  of  that  grace  or 
vigor  which  gave  a  dignity  even  to  negligence ; — 
who,  like  them,  flung  tlie  joreed*  careleasly,  bat 
not,  like  them,  to  the  mark ; — "  and  who,'*  said 
he,  raising  his  voice  to  excite  a  proper  degree  of 
wakefulness  in  his  hearers,  '*  contrive  to  appear 
heavy  and  constrained  in  the  midst  of  all  the 
latitude  they  allow  themselves,  like  one  of  those 
young  pagans  that  dance  before  the  Frincess,  who 
is  ingenious  enough  to  move  as  if  her  limbs  were 


as  having  seen  the  angel  Galuriel  "by  the  lote-tiee,  beyood 
which  thcte  is  no  passing :  near  it  is  the  Gard^  of  Eternal 
Abode.*'  This  tree,  say  the  commentalon,  stands  In  the 
seventh  Heaven,  on  the  right  hand  of  the  Throne  of  God. 

*  **^It  is  said  that  the  rivers  or  •traams  of  Basra  wefe 
reckoned  in  the  time  of  Pelal  ben  AU  Bordeb,  and  amonnt- 
ed  to  the  number  of  one  handred  and  twenty  tlMnisand 
streams.**— 1:^11  Hankal. 

"  The  name  of  the  javelin  with  which  the  Easterat  exer- 
cise.   See  CatUUanj  Mmwn  4»a  OCImmm*,  lain.  UL  p.  161^ 
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fettered,  in  a  pair  of  the  lightest  and  loosest  dia  r^en 
of  Masulipatam !" 

It  was  but  little  suitable,  he  continued,  to  the 
frnye  march  of  criticism  to  follow  this  fantastical 
Peri,  of  whom  they  had  just  heard,  through  all 
her  Sights  and  adventures  between  earth  and 
heaven;  but  ho  could  not  help  adverting  to  the 
puerile  conceitedness  of  the  Three  Gifts  which 
she  is  supposed  to  carry  to  the  skies, — a  drop  of 
blood,  forsooth,  a  sigh,  and  a  tear!  How  the  fint 
of  these  articles  was  delivered  into  the  Angel's 
*<  radiant  hand*'  he  professed  himself  at  a  loss  to  dis- 
covdr ;  and  as  to  the  safe  carriage  of  the  sigh  and 
the  tear,  such  Peris  and  such  poets  were  beings  by 
far  too  incomprehensible  for  him  even  to  guess 
how  they  managed  such  matters.  "  But,  in  short," 
said  he,  "  it  is  a  waste  of  time  and  patience  to  dwell 
longer  upon  a  thing  so  incurably  frivolous, — puny 
even  among  its  own  puny  race,  and  such  as  only 
the  Banyan  Hospital*  for  Sick  Insects  should  un- 
dertake." 

In  vain  did  Lalla  Rookh  try  to  soften  this  inex- 
orable critic;  in  vain  did  she  resort  to  her  most 
eloquent  common-places, — ^reminding  him  that 
poets  were  a  timid  and  sensitive  race,  whose 
sweetness  was  not  to  be  drawn  forth,  like  that  of 
the  fragrant  grass  near  the  Ganges,  by  crushing 
and  trampling  upon  them;' — that  severity  often 
ext^figubhed  every  chance  of  the  perfection  which 
it  demanded;  and  that,  after  all,  perfection  was 
like  the  Mountain  of  the  Talisman, — no  one  had 
ever  yet  reached  its  summit.'  Neither  these  gen- 
tle axioms,  nor  the  still  gentler  looks  with  which 
they  were  inculcated,  could  lower  for  one  instant 
the  elevation  of  Fadzji  even's  eyebrows,  or  charm 
him  into  any  thing  like  encouragement,  or  even 
toleration,  of  her  poet  Toleration,  ii^ieed,  was 
not  among  the  weaknesses  of  FADXJkDXE.N: — ^he 
carrieu  tb?  same  spirit  into  matters  of  poetry  and 
of  religion,  and,  though  little  versed  in  the  beau- 
ties and  subUmities  of  either,  was  a  perfect  master 
of  the  ait  of  persecution  in  both.  His  zeal  was 
the  same,  too,  in  either  pursuit ;  whether  the  game 


before  him  was  pagans  or  poetasters, — worshippers 
of  cows,  or  writers  of  epics. 

They  had  now  arrived  at  the  splendid  city  of 
Lahore,  whose  mausoleums  and  shrines,  magnifi- 
cent and  numberless,  where  Death  appeared  to 
share  equal  honors  with  Heaven,  would  have  pow- 
erfully afiected  the  heart  and  imagination  of  Lal- 
la RooKU,  if  feelings  more  of  this  earth  had  not 
taken  entire  possession  of  her  already.  She  was 
here  met  by  messengers,  dispatched  from  Cash- 
mere, who  informed  her  that  the  King  had  ar- 
rived in  the  Valley,  and  was  himself  superintend- 
ing the  sumptuous  preparations  that  were  then 
making  in  the  Saloons  of  the  Shalimar  for  her 
reception.  The  chill  she  felt  on  receivmg  this 
intelligence, — which  to  a  bride  whose  heart  was 
free  and  light  would  have  brought  only  images 
of  affection  and  pleasure, — convinced  her  that  her 
peace  was  gone  forever,  and  that  she  was  in  lofr^ 
firretrievably  in  love,  with  young  FERAMoaz.  The 
veil  had  fallen  off  in  which  this  passion  ct  first 
disguises  itself,  and  to  know  that  she  loved  was 
now  as  painful  as  to  love  without  knowing  it  had 
been  delicious.  Ferahorz,  too, — what  misery 
would  be  his,  if  the  sweet  hours  of  intercourse  so 
imprudently  allowed  them  should  have  stolen  into 
his  heart  the  same  fatal  fascination  as  into  hers ; — 
if,  notwithstanding  her  rank,  and  the  modest  hom- 
age he  always  paid  to  it,  even  he  should  have  yield- 
ed to  the  infiuonco  of  those  long  and  happy  inter- 
views, where  music,  poetry,  the  delightful  scenes 
of  nature, — all  had  tended  to  bring  their  hearts 
close  together,  and  to  waken  by  every  means  that 
too  ready  passion,  which  often,  like  the  young  of 
the  desert-bird,  is  warmed  ^o  life  by  the  ^es 
alone  !^  She  saw  but  one  way  to  preserve  he»elf 
from  being  culpable  as  well  as  unhappy,  and  this, 
however  painful,  she  was  resolved  to  adopL  Fer- 
ahorz must  no  more  be  admitted  to  her  presence. 
To  have  strayed  so  far  into  the  dangerous  laby- 
rinth was  wrong,  but  to  linger  in  it,  while  the  clew 
was  yet  in  her  hand,  would  be  criminal.  Though 
the  heart  she  had  to  offer  to  the  King  of  Bucha- 
ria  might  be  cold  and  broken,  it  should  at  least 


1  **  This  account  excited  a  desire  of  visiting  the  Bacyan 
Botpital,  as  I  bad  heard  much  of  their  benevolence  <o  all 
Unds  of  animals  that  were  either  sick,  lame,  or  Infirm, 
throagh  age  or  accident.  On  my  arrival,  there  were  presented 
to  my  view  many  horses,  eows,  and  oxen,  in  one  apartment ; 
fn  another,  dogs,  sheep,  goats,  and  monkeys,  with  clean 
straw  for  them  to  repose  on.  Above  stairs  were  deposito- 
ries for  seeds  of  many  sorts,  and  flat,  broad  dishes  for  water 
for  the  nse  of  birds  and  insects.**~Par«<m'#  Travels. 

It  to  said  that  all  animals  know  the  Banyans,  that  the 
jDost  timid  approach  them,  and  that  birds  will  fly  nearer  to 
Ibem  than  to  other  people.^See  Oramdpri, 


t  "  A  very  fragrant  grass  from  the  banks  of  the  Ganges, 
near  Heridwar,  which  In  some  places  covers  whole  acres, 
and  difl^es,  when  crashed,  a  strong  odor.**— 5tr  fT.  Jonu 
on  the  Spikenard  of  the  Ancients. 

*  "Near  this  Is  a  curious  hill,  called  Koh  Taltom,  the 
Mountain  ef  the  Talisman,  because,  according  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  country,  no  person  ever  succeeded  in  gaining  its 
summit**— JSTtxnetr. 

*  "The  Arabians  believe  that  the  ostriches  hatch  their 
young  by  only  looking  at  them.**— P.  Ftaulebt^  Relat, 
fEgfpU, 
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be  pure;  and  sh«  must  only  endeavor  to  forget 
the  short  dream  of  happinees  she  had  enjoyed, 
\  — like  that  Arabian  shepherd,  who,  in  wander- 
ing into  the  wilderness,  caught  a  glimpee  of  the 
Gardens  of  Irim,  and  then  lost  them  again  for- 
ever!* 

The  arrival  of  the  young  Bride  at  Lahore  was 
celebrated  in  the  most  enthusiastic  manner.  The 
Rajas  and  Omras  in  her  train,  who  had  kept  at 
a  certain  distance  during  the  journey,  and  never 
encamped  nearer  to  the  Princess  than  was  strictly 
necessary  for  her  safeguard,  here  rode  in  splendid 
cavalcade  through  the  city,  and  distributed  the 
most  costly  presents  to  the  crowd.  Engines  were 
erected  in  all  the  squares,  which  cast  forth 
showers  of  confectionary  among  the  people ;  while 
the  artisans,  in  chariots*  adorned  with  tinsel  and 
flying  streamers,  exhibited  the  badges  of  their 
respective  trades  through  the  streets.  Such  bril- 
liant displays  of  life  and  pageantry  among  tl^ 
palaces,  and  domes,  and  gilded  minarets  of  La- 
hore, made  the  city  altogether  like  a  place  of  en- 
chantment ; — particularly  on  the  day  when  Lalla 
RooKH  set  out  again  upon  her  journey,  when  she 
was  accompanied  to  the  gate  by  all  the  fairest 
and  richest  of  the  nobility,  and  rode  along  between 
ranks  of  beautiful  beys  and  girls,  who  kept  waving 
over  their  heads  plates  of  gold  and  silver  flowers,' 
and  then  threw  them  around  to  be  gathered  by  the 
dace. 


For  many  days  after  their  departure  from  La- 
hore, a  considerable  degree  of  gloom  hung  over 
the  whole  party.  Lalia  Rookii,  who  had  in- 
tended to  make  illness  her  excuse  for  not  admit- 
ting tlio  young  nt'nstrel,  as  usual,  to  the  pavilion, 
soon  found  that  to  feign  indisposition  was  unne- 
cessary ; — Fadladeen  felt  the  loss  of  the  good 
road  they  had  hitherto  travelled,  and  was  very 
near  cursing  Jehan-Guire  (of  blessed  memory!) 
for  not  having  continued  his  delectable  alley  of 
trees,*  at  least  as  far  as  the  mountains  of  Cash- 
mere ; — while  the  Ladies,  who  had  nothing  now 
to  do  all  day  but  to  be  fanned  by  peacocks'  feath- 
ers and  listen  to  Fadladf.en,  seemed  heartily 
weary  of  the  life  they  led,  and,  in  spite  of  all  the 
Great  Chamberlain's  criticisms,  were  so  tasteless 
as  to  wish  for  the  poet  again.    One  evening,  as 


J  See  Salens  Koran,  note,  vol.  U.  p.  484. 

*  Oriental  Talcs. 

•  FerkRhta.  •*  Or  rather,"  says  Scctt,  upon  the  passage  of 
Ferlshta,  from  which  this  is  taken,  **  small  coins,  stamped 
with  the  figure  of  a  flower.  Tliey  arc  still  used  In  India  to 
distribute  in  charity,  and,  on  occasion,  thrown  by  the  pone- 
bearers  of  the  great  among  the  populace.** 


they  were  proceeding  to  their  place  of  rest  for  the 
night,  the  Princess,  who,  for  the  freer  enjoyment 
of  the  air,  had  mounted  her  favorite  Arabian  pal- 
frey, in  paasing  by  a  small  grove  heard  the  notes 
of  a  lute  from  within  its  leaves,  and  a  voice,  which 
she  but  too  well  knew,  singing  the  following 
words: — 

Tell  me  not  of  joys  above. 

If  that  world  can  give  no  btin, 
Truer,  happier  than  the  Love 

Which  enslaves  our  souls  in  this. 

Tell  me  not  of  Houris*  eyes ; — 
Far  from  me  their  dangerous  glowt 

If  those  looks  that  light  the  skies 
Wound  like  some  that  bum  below. 

Who,  that  feels  what  Love  b  hers. 

All  its  falsehood — all  its  pais — 
Would,  for  ev'n  Elysium's  sphere, 

Risk  the  fatal  dream  again  7 

Who,  that  midst  a  desert's  heat 

Sees  the  waters  fade  away, 
Would  not  rather  die  than  meet 

Streams  again  as  false  as  they? 

The  tone  of  melancholy  defiance  in  which  these 
words  were  uttered,  went  to  Lalla  Rookb's  heart ; 
— and,  as  she  reluctantly  rode  on,  she  cookl  not  help 
feeling  it  to  be  a  sad  but  still  sweet  certainty,  that 
Feramorz  was  to  the  full  as  enamored  and  misera- 
ble as  herself. 

The  place  where  they  encamped  that  evening 
was  the  first  delightful  spot  they  had  come  to 
since  they  left  Lahore.  On  one  side  of  them 
was  a  grove  full  of  small  Hindoo  temples,  and 
planted  with  the  most  graceful  trees  of  the  East ; 
where  the  tamarind,  the  cassia,  and  the  silken 
plantains  of  Ceylon  were  mingled  in  rich  contrast 
with  the  high  fan-like  foliage  of  the  Palmyra, — 
that  favorite  tree  of  the  luxurious  bird  that  lights 
up  the  chambers  of  its  nest  with  fire-flies.*  In 
the  middle  of  the  lawn  where  the  pavilion  stood 
there  was  a  tank  surrounded  by  small  mangtf- 
trees,  on  the  clear  cold  waters  of  which  floated 


4  The  fine  road  made  by  the  Emperor  Jehan-Gaire  fiom 
Agra  to  Lahore,  planted  with  trees  on  each  side.  This  road 
is  S50  leagues  in  length.  It  has  "  little  pyramids  or  toneCs," 
says  Bernier,  "  erected  every  half  league,  to  mark  the  ways, 
and  frequent  wells  to  alTord  drink  to  passengers,  and  to  wa- 
ter the  young  trees.** 

•  **The  Baya,  or  Indian  Gron-^ieak.**— Sir  ff.  JSmet. 
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mnltitudei  of  the  beautiful  red  lotus ;'  while  at  a 
distance  stood  the  ruins  of  a  strange  and  awful- 
looking  tower,  which  seemed  old  enough  to  have 
been  the  temple  of  some  religion  no  longer  known, 
and  which  spoke  the  voice  of  desolation  •  in  the 
midst  of  all  that  bloom  and  loveluiess.  This  singu- 
lar ruin  excited  the  wonder  and  conjectures  of  alL 
Lalla  Rookh  guessed  in  vain,  and  the  all-pretend- 
ing Fadladeen,  who  had  never  till  this  journey  been 
beyond  the  prepincts  of  Delhi,  was  oroceeding  most 
learnedly  to  show  that  he  knew  not  jing  whatever 
about  the  matter,  when  one  of  the  Ladies  suggested 
that  perhaps  Feramorz  could  satisfy  their  curiosity. 
They  were  now  approaching  his  native  mountains, 
and  this  tower  might  perhaps  be  a  relic  of  some  of 
those  dark  superstitions,  which  had  prevailed  in  that 
country  before  the  light  of  Islam  dawned  upon  it 
The  Chamberlain,  who  usually  preferred  his  own 
ignorance  to  the  best  knowledge  that  any  one  else 
could  give  him,  was  by  no  means  pleased  with  this 
officious  reference  ;  and  the  Princess,  too,  was  about 
to  interpose  a  faint  word  of  objection,  but,  before 
either  of  them  could  speak,  a  slave  was  dispatched 
for  Feramorz,  who,  in  a  very  few  minutes,  made 
his  apjiearanco  before  them — looking  so  pale  and 
unhappy  in  Lalla  Rookh*s  eyes,  that  she  repented 
already  of  her  cruelty  in  having  so  long  excluded 
him.  * 

That  venerable  tower,  he  told  them,  was  the 
remains  of  an  ancient  Fire-Temple,  built  by  those 
Ghtbers  or  Persians  of  the  old  religion,  who,  many 
hundred  years  since,  had  fled  hither  from  their  Arab 
conquerors,*  preferring  liberty  and  their  altars  in  a 
foreign  land  to  the  alternative  of  apostacy  or  perse- 
cution in  their  own.  It  was  impossible,  he  added, 
not  to  feel  interested  in  the  many  glorious  but  un- 
sQCcessful  straggles,  which  h^d  been  made  by  these 
original  natives  of  Persia  to  cast  off  the  yoke  of 
their  bigoted  conquerors.  Like  their  own  Fire  in 
the  Bumuig  Field  at  Bakou,'  when  suppressed  ui 
one  place,  they  had  but  broken  out  with  fresh  flame 
in  another ;  and,  as  a  native  of  Cashmere,  of  that 
fair  and  Holy  Valley,  which  had  in  the  same  man- 


>  "  Here  f  s  a  large  pagoda  by  a  tank,  on  the  water  of  which 
fiiKit  mnltitndes  of  the  benntiful  red  lotus :  the  flower  is 
larger  than  that  of  the  white  water-lily,  and  is  the  most 
lovely  of  the  nymphCas  I  have  seen.*'— .tfr«.  Oraham's 
loamal  of  a  Residence  in  India. 

•  **  On  les  voit  persecat^s  par  les  Khalifes  se  retirer  dans 
le»  mootagnes  da  Kerman :  piusieurschoisirentpourretraite 
la  l^rtarie  et  la  Chine ;  d*autres  s'arr^tdrent  sur  les  bords 
4u  Gange,  A  Test  de  Delhi.**— JIT.  Anqtutil,  M^moires  de 
rAcad^mie,  torn.  x\jd.,  p.  346. 

a  The  **  Ager  ardens"  described  by  Kempfer^  Jlmrnnitat, 


ner  become  the  prey  of  strangers,*  and  seen  her 
ancient  shrines  and  native  princes  swept  away  bo- 
fore  the  march  of  her  intolerant  invaders,  he  felt  a 
sympathy,  he  owned,  with  the  sufferings  of  the 
persecuted  Ghebers,  which  every  monument  like 
this  before  them  but  tended  more  powerfully  to 
awaken. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Feramorz  had  ever 
ventured  upon  so  much  prose  before  Fadladeen, 
and  it  may  easily  be  conceived  what  effect  such 
prose  as  this  must  have  produced  upon  that  most 
orthodox  and  most  pagan-hating  personage.  He 
sat  for  some  minutes  aghast,  ejaculating  ouly  at 
intervals,  "  Bigoted  conquerors  I — sympathy  with 
Fire-worshippers  !"• — while  Feramorz,  happy  to 
take  advantage  of  this  almost  speechless  horror  of 
the  Chamberlain,  proceeded  to  say  that  he  knew  a 
melancholy  story,  conuected  with  the  events  of  one 
of  those  struggles  of  the  brave  Fuie-worshippers 
against  their  Arab  masters,  which,  if  the  evening 
was  not  too  far  advanced,  he  sliould  have  much 
pleasure  in  being  allowed  to  relate  to  the  Princess. 
It  was  impossible  for  LaIxa  Rookii  to  refuse  ; — he 
had  never  before  looked  half  so  animated;  and 
when  he  spoke  of  the  Holy  Valley  his  eyes  had 
sparkled,  she  thought,  like  the  talismanic  characters 
on  the  cimeter  of  Solomon.  Her  consent  was 
therefore  most  readily  granted ;  and  while  Fadla- 
deen sat  in  unspeakable  dismay,  expecting  treason 
and  abomination  in  every  line,  the  poet  thus  began 
his  story  of  the  Firo-worshippers : — 


4  **  Oashmere  (says  its  historians)  had  its  own  princes  4000 


THE  FIRE-WORSHIPPERS. 

*Tis  moonlight  over  Oman's  Sea  f 
Her  banks  of  pearl  and  palmy  isles 

Bask  in  the  night-beam  bcauteously. 
And  hf'r  blue  waters  sleep  in  smiles. 

'Tis  moonlight  in  HarmoziaV  walls. 

And  through  her  Emir's  porphyry  halls. 


years  before  its  conquest  by  Aklmr  in  1585.  Akbar  would 
have  found  some  diflicnity  to  reduce  this  paradise  of  the 
Indies,  situated  as  It  is  within  such  a  fortress  of  mountains, 
but  its  monarch,  Vusef-Khan,  was  basely  betrayed  by  his 
Omrahs.*'— Pemwat. 

•  Voltaire  tells  us  that  in  his  Tragedy,  *  Les  Guibres,**  he 
was  generally  supposed  to  have  alluded  to  the  Jansenists.  I 
should  not  be  surprised  if  this  story  of  the  Fire- worshippers 
were  found  capable  of  a  similar  doubleness  of  application. 

•  The  Persian  Gulf,  sometimes  so  called,  which  separates 
the  shores  of  Persia  and  Arabia. 

T  The  present  Gombaroon,  a  towa  en  the  Persian  side  of 
theGnlf. 
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Where,  some  houra  nnce,  was  heaid  the  swell 
Of  trumpet  and  the  clash  of  zel,^ 
Bidding  the  bright-eyed  sun  farewell  ;— 
The  peaceful  sun,  whom  better  suits 

The  music  of  the  bulbul's  nest, 
Or  the  light  touch  of  lovers'  lutes. 

To  sing  him  to  his  golden  rest 
All  hush'd — there's  not  a  breeze  in  motion  ; 
The  shore  is  silent  as  the  ocean. 
If  zephyrs  come,  so  light  they  come, 

Nor  leaf  is  stirr'd  nor  wave  is  driven  ;- 
The  wind-tower  on  the  Emir's  dome* 

Can  hardly  win  a  breath  from  heaven. 

Ev'n  he,  that  tyrant  Arab,  sleeps 

Calm,  while  a  nation  round  him  weeps ; 

While  curses  load  the  air  he  breathes, 

And  falchions  from  unnumber'd  sheaths 

Are  starting  to  avenge  the  shame 

His  race  hath  brought  on  Iran's"  name. 

Hard,  heartless  Chief,  unmoved  alike 

Mid  eyes  that  weep,  and  swords  that  strike ; — 

One  of  that  saintly,  murd'rous  brood,  * 

To  carnage  and  the  Koran  giv'n, 
Who  think  through  unbelievers'  blood 

Lies  their  directest  path  to  heav'n ; — 
One,  who  will  pause  and  kneel  unshod 

In  the  warm  blood  his  hand  hath  pour'd, 
To  mutter  o'er  some  text  of  God 

Engraven  on  his  reeking  sword  ^— 
Nay,  who  can  coolly  note  the  line, 
The  letter  of  those  words  divine. 
To  which  his  blade,  with  searching  art, 
Had  sunk  mto  its  victim's  heart ! 

Just  Alla  !  what  must  be  thy  look. 

When  such  a  wretch  before  thee  stands 
Unblushing,  with  thy  Sacred  Book, — 

Turning  the  leaves  with  blood-stain'd  hands, 
And  wresting  from  its  page  sublime 
His  creed  of  lust,  and  hate,  and  crime  ; — 
Ev'n  as  those  bees  of  Trebizond, 

Which,  from  tlie  sunniest  flow'rs  that  glad 
With  their  pure  smile  the  gardens  round. 

Draw  venom  forth  that  drives  men  mad.* 

Never  did  fierce  Arabia  send 
A  satrap  forth  more  direly  great ; 


>  A  Moorish  instmroent  of  music. 

s  "  At  Gombaroon  and  other  places  in  Persia,  they  have 
towers  for  the  purpose  of  catching  the  wind,  and  cooling  the 
hooses."— Z.e  Brufn* 

*  **  Iran  is  the  true  general  name  for  the  empire  of  Persia." 
— vf  5Mt.  Re»^  Disc.  5. 

*  "On  the  blades  of  their  clmeters  some  verse  firom  the 
Koran  Is  nsnally  inscribed.*' — Rnsstl. 


Never  was  Iran  doom'd  to  bend 

Beneath  a  yoke  of  deadlier  weight. 
Her  throne  had  fall'n — her  pride  was  crush'd 
Her  sons  were  willing  slaves,  nor  blush'd, 
In  their  own  land, — no  more  their  own, — 
To  crouch  beneath  a  stranger's  throne. 
Her  tow'rs,  where  MrriiRA  once  had  bum'd, 
To  Moslem  shrines — oh  shame ! — ^were  tum'i 
Where  slaves,  converted  by  the  sword, 
Their  mean,  apostate  worship  pour'd. 
And  cursed  the  faith  their  sires  adored. 
Yet  has  she  hearts,  mid  all  this  ill. 
O'er  all  this  wreck  high  buoyant  still 
With  hope  and  vengeance  ; — ^hearts  that  yet- 
Like  gems,  in  darkness,  issuing  rays 
They've  treasured  from  the  sun  that's  set, — 

Beam  all  the  light  of  long-lost  days  I 
And  swords  she  hath,  nor  weak  nor  slow 

To  second  all  such  hearts  can  dare  ; 
As  he  shall  know,  well,  dearly  know, 

Who  sleeps  in  moonlight  lux'ry  there, 
Tranquil  as  if  his  spirit  lay 
Becalm'd  in  Heav'n's  approving  ray. 
Sleep  on — for  purer  eyes  than  thine 
Those  waves  are  hush'd,  those  planets  shine ; 
Sleep  on,  and  be  thy  rest  unmoved 

By  the  wliito  moonbeam's  dazzlmg  power 
Nonft  but  the  loving  and  the  loved 
Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hour. 

And  see — where,  high  above  those  rocks 
That  o'er  the  deep  their  shadows  fling, 
Yon  turret  stands ; — where  ebon  locks, 
As  glossy  as  a  heron's  wing 
Upon  the  turban  of  a  king,* 
Hang  from  the  lattice,  long  and  wild, — 
'Tis  she,  that  Eaur's  bloommg  child. 
All  truth,  and  tenderness,  and  grace. 
Though  bom  of  such  ungentle  race  ; — 
An  image  of  Youth's  radiant  Fountain 
Springing  in  a  desolate  mountain  ? 

Oh  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thmg 
Is  Beauty,  curtain'd  from  the  sight 

Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light ! 

Unseen  by  man's  disturbmg  eye, — 
The  flow'r  that  blooms  beneiath  the  sea, 


•  "There  is  a  kind  of  Rhododendros  aboat  TrabL 
whose  flowers  the  bee  feeds  upon,  and  the  boDey  II 
drives  people  mad.'*— TVunKT^rt. 

*  '^liieir  kings  wear  plumes  of  black  herons'  finthar 
on  the  right  side,  as  a  badge  of  sovereignty." — Hmnmi 

T  <*Tbe  Fotintain  of  Tooth,  by  a  Mahnmetan  txadltli 
situated  in  some  dark  region  of  the  East.**~Jitdk«ntMs 


LALLA.  ROOKH. 


417 


Too  deep  for  snnbeanie,  doth  not  tie 

Hid  in  more  chaiBte  obscurity. 
So,  HiNDA,  have  thy  face  and  mind, 
like  holy  mysteries,  lain  enshrined. 
And  oh,  what  transport  for  a  lover 

To  lift  the  veil  that  shades  them  o*er  !— 
Like  those  who,  all  at  once,  disoorer 

In  the  lone  deep  some  fairy  shore, 

Where  mortal  never  trod  before, 
And  sleep  and  wake  in  scented  airs 
No  lip  had  ever  breathed  but  theiisL 

Beautiful  are  the  maids  that  glide. 

On  summer-eves,  through  YemknV  dales, 
And  bright  the  glancing  looks  they  hide 

Behind  their  litters*  roseate  veils ; — 
And  brides,  as  delicate  and  fair 
As  the  white  jasmine  flowers  they  wear, 
Hath  Yemen  in  her  blissful  clime. 

Who,  lulled  in  cool  kiosk  or  bow*r,* 
Before  their  mirrors  count  the  time,* 

And  grow  still  lovelier  ev'ry  hour. 
But  never  yet  hath  bride  or  maid 

In  Axaby's  gay  Haram  smiled. 
Whose  boasted  brightness  would  not  fade 

Before  Al  Hassan's  blooming  child. 

Light  as  the  angel  shapes  that  bless 
An  mfant's  dream,  yet  not  the  leas 
Rich  in  all  woman's  loveliness ; — 
With  eyes  so  pure,  that  from  their  ray 
Dark  Vice  would  turn  abash'd  away. 
Blinded  like  serpents,  when  they  gaze 
Upon  the  emerald's  virgin  blaze  ;^ — 
Yet  fill'd  with  all  youth's  sweet  denres. 
Mingling  the  meek  and  vestal  fires 
Of  other  worlds  with  all  the  bliss. 
The  fond,  weak  tenderness  of  this : 
A  soul,  too,  more  than  half  divine. 

Where,  through  some  shades  of  earthly  feeling. 
Religion's  soften'd  glories  shine. 

Like  light  through  summer  foliage  stealing, 

«  AiaUa  FeUz. 

*  **  In  the  midst  of  the  garden  is  the  chlosk,  that  is,  a  laige 
Bom,  commonly  beantlfled  with  a  fine  foontain  in  the  midst 
if  It  It  is  ndsed  nine  or  ten  steps,  and  enclosed  witli  gilded 
hflkes,  round  whicli  vines,  jessamines,  and  honeysuckles, 
asks  a  son  of  green  wall ;  large  trees  are  planted  round 
1Mb  piaee,  which  is  the  scene  of  their  greatest  pleasures." 

•  The  women  of  the  East  are  never  without  their  looUng- 
^'In  Bartiary,'*  says  SAaw,  "they  are  so  fond  of 

looUaf-glasses,  which  they  hang  upon  their  breasts, 
tfeMy  will  not  lay  them  aside,  even  when  after  the 
of  the  day  they  are  obliged  to  go  two  or  three  miles 
Ml  a  fitcber  or  a  goat's  skin  to  fetch  water.**— 7Va«e/«. 
la  odicr  parts  of  Asia  they  wear  little  looking-glasses  on 
'  Hence  (and  flrom  the  lotos  being  cooslder- 


Shedding  a  glow  of  such  mild  hue, 
So  warm,  and  yet  so  shadowy  too. 
As  makes  the  very  darkness  there 
More  beautiful  than  Ught  elsewhere. 

Such  is  the  maid  who,  at  this  hour. 

Hath  risen  from  her  restless  deep. 
And  sits  alone  in  that  high  bow'r. 

Watching  the  still  and  shining  deep. 
Ah !  'twas  not  thus — ^with  tearful  eyes 

And  beating  heart, — she  tised  to  gaze 
On  the  magnificent  earth  and  skies. 

In  her  own  land,  in  happier  6syB, 
Why  looks  she  now  so  anxious  down 
Among  those  rocks,  whose  rugged  frown 

Blackens  the  mirror  of  the  deep? 
Whom  waits  she  all  this  lonely  night? 

Too  rough  the  rocks,  too  bold  the  steep. 
For  man  to  scale  that  turret's  heisfat ! — 


So  deem'd  at  least  her  thoughtful  sire, 

When  high,  to  catch  the  cool  night-air. 
After  the  day-beam's  with'ring  fire,* 

He  built  her  bow'r  of  freshness  there. 
And  had  it  deck'd  with  costliest  skill. 

And  fondly  thought  it  safe  as  fair : — 
Think,  reverend  dreamer !  think  so  still. 

Nor  wake  to  learn  what  Love  can  dare  ^ 
Love,  all-defying  Love,  who  sees 
No  charm  m  trophies  won  with  ease ; — 
Whose  rarest,  dearest  frtiits  of  bliss 
Are  pluck'd  on  Danger's  precipice ! 
Bolder  than  they,  who  dare  not  dive 

For  pearls,  but  when  the  sea's  at  rest. 
Love,  in  the  tempest  most  alive. 

Hath  ever  held  that  pearl  the  best 
He  finds  beneath  the  stormiest  water. 
Yes— Araby's  tmrivall'd  daughter. 
Though  high  that  tow'r,  that  rock-way  rude, 

There's  one  who,  but  to  kiss  thy  cheek. 
Would  climb  th'  untrodden  solitude. 

Of  Ararat's  tremendous  peak,* 

ed  the  emblem  of  beaoty)  is  the  meaning  of  the  following 
mute  intercourse  of  two  lovers  before  their  parents  ^— 
*' '  He  with  salute  of  defrence  due, 
A  lotus  to  his^wehead  press*d ; 
She  raised  her  mirror  to  his  view, 
Then  tnm*d  it  inward  to  her  breast*  ** 

Aiiatie  MuuHUmff^  vol.  U. 
«  *'  They  say  that  if  a  snake  or  serpent  fix  his  eyes  on  the 
lustre  of  those  stones,  (ememlds,)  he  Immediately  becomes 
blind.**— wfJksMrf  ben  Jihdalatiz,  Treatise  on  Jewels. 

•  **  At  Gombaroon  and  the  Isle  of  Ormus  It  is  sometimes 
so  hot,  that  the  people  are  obliged  to  lie  all  day  in  the  wa- 
ter.*'—JWsreo  P«l0, 

•  This  mountain  it  generally  supposed  to  be  inaccessible, 
dtrvf  says,  **  I  can  well  assure  the  reader  that  their  opinion  Is 
not  true,  who  suppose  this  mount  to  be  inaccessible.*'    He 


MmA  ihmk  ila  M«rpi^  ttioagli  4 
Umr*n\  paMh**y^  if  |A  iM*  Umf  Ud! 
EVo  now  tliott  «Mil  iIm  iariilaff  ^n^« 
That  \i^u  Wb  m/«  Jngrillirttl  w«y ; 
IV  n  fiitw  tbf»ii  hft«rti  tfa*  tuMm  alMidi 
Of  lur  «wift  bttfk  ftfdait  tbt  foclu 
Aai  iHvieliMl  Aifm  Ihf  mmm  «r  «««« 
As  tr  10  lift  tei  tan  br4<>w  t 
liko  fair  ift  wtani  •!  deail  of  ii%litt 
Tbtt  l(idiri>«aii  «^  >^  1°^  «' %M** 

Aasd  a^aled  Ilia  l«n«a»  «f  lili  1 
Wbvn,  H  idiv  nir  bim  j 

Bh*  lliioc  ^*^^  ^lo^vni  b«r  Isof  bladi  H«ir, 

JM  HMM  Ai  flMiir  WW  npfaoki 

Til*  Iwra  Eal  In  tJk«t  f^inH  hrmr, 
Ttian  tttafi  lh»y«ivlli  who,  A»t  uid  bald« 

Now  ciliiQAw  the  rock*  to  I)t?«ti**»  hown* 

Hbv  fodi^ftnt*  of  AsAVU  Camber  ■ 
Tbiiifw*  (Imi  «t«f  to  ot»f  ti«  Imp*, 
Aiut  now  b  to  tho  roaEden's  chamb^T. 

Not  what  hk  tnoei|  IMT  wb«nce  be  Qvm«  \-^ 
lik?  ocio  trho  tDeel«>  la  Indiun  graves, 

i^iic  beatilM)tiB  biitl  without  &  name, 
BlVUgUt  by  tlio  liu>i  ftDiljrMiiLl  breeiCt 

Ta  ^oir  hv  plumng^  for  ii  da^ 

To  wniicrrit*s;  0)  <*,  a«cl  wing  aw&j  I 

Will  4f  lUm  By — her  ncixnftlai  lcv«rf 

AuJL  fortiHl !  'twos  by  &  moon 
An  iitr  a«  thvr  whj)«  Ainpn^  ovpr 

Somt  diity  to  her  «ift  Kanoon,* 
Alnn^,  at  t}j»  icame  wUching  bouri 

Sb*  fimt  beheld  bt»  radtant  t^yei 
Qlpam  thioagh  the  hiltjco  of  Ibe  bow>, 

Wboro  nl|[hUy  now  tbey  mi.^  ibek  sigbt ; 
JM  tluMtghl  mtio  ^nt  of  the  otr 
(iW  what  eould  wmrt  a  mortal  there  1) 
Wm  paivim|[  CD  hi*  inoon^ltt  way 
^Imii  to  hm  bndy  hiy  t 

r  tto^or  hutb  U(t  her  mi  ad : 

I  when  terror V  swoon  hiul  pa^'d, 

|»f1  of  llip  maunti^ln  !«  clmady,  riii«ly. 

It  |hn  viiry  aM,  and  llki;  croaii*i  uf 

m  f*r(^lly  calm.*'— Ti  wiisnn  ihij 

—  itiyiafTil  lo  have  re^tM  nfrcr  the 

liif  Mff  ffil>i3  tb»u  Eli  11,  which 

if  0r  thfl  hill  dill  rvcf  change 

Mtos^  gt  mint  whkh  1^  prpaujiii'd  lo 

y^  Mi^MNhuvd  fo  !qde  wl[baut  Ik!- 

AJ^^^l^MlkWlMn  U^  doctor  kiifiba 


B*Jiir*l 
Y«to{kAii 

Stmii^  ■ 

Fran  liki 
Oh*  bIu 
To  «cifii«  ti 
S>onw>  tmt 
Ltk«  th<Hi» 
Wbo  bom 

ADd  lo«t  tl 
Foad  gtri  I 
Who  wooi 
But  onp  of 

A*  wan 
Ai  the  bsfl 

Fullofl 

Btfl  queue 

And  lid 
NoTej  bdi 

Uodflhf 
And  those 
From  *hw 
Vi^otiBf  ihi 

But  mdi 
like  wftm 

All  wiU] 

"  How  *w 
Of  her  ow 
So  U>n^  b< 
Looking  u 
*'  lIo'iV  ewi 
•^  To-night 
"  0{t,  in  n 
"  Vrt  WMh 
**  And  wCj 

"  Were 
"  Wicm  n 

»*  And  « 
*'  Fnx  fpoin 

■*  When 
"  Should  0 

"  A  pan 

1  hi  vut  «if  th 
ccfr'hnitcd  hcit 
cwnc-fc  tn  (be  le 
If?!*!,  duwn  her ) 
hoiiVi'VHTr  rnniM 
criTok  Ln  n  ptt^f 

a  ^^  Un  tho  ki 
AVfftwArr 

loi  d«  me^  vn.  loi 
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«  Would  thk  be  world  enough  for  thee  T— 
Playful  she  tum'd,  that  he  might  see 

The  {MUBiiig  smile  her  cheek  pat  on ; 
But  when  she  mark'd  how  moomfuDy 

His  eyes  met  hen,  that  smile  was  gone ; 
And,  banting  into  heartfelt  tean, 
**  Yes,  yes,"  she  cried,  *<  my  hoariy  lean, 
"  My  dreams  have  boded  all  too  right — 
"  W«  part — forever  part — ^to-night ! 
"  I  knew,  I  knew  it  could  not  last — 
*<  Twas  bright,  'twas  heav'niy,  bat  'tis  post ! 
"  Oh !  ever  thus,  from  childhood's  hoar, 

**  I've  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
"  I  never  loved  a  tree  or  flow'r, 

"  But  'twas  the  fint  to  fade  away. 
*'  I  never  nursed  a  dear  gazelle, 

"  To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye, 
*'  But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well, 

*'  And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die !  # 
"  Now  too— the  joy  most  like  divine 

"  Of  all  I  ever  dreamt  or  knew, 
"  To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  call  thee  mine,— 

"  Oh  misery !  must  I  lose  that  too7 
**  Yet  go — on  peril's  brink  we  meet  ;— 

«  Those  frightful  rocks— that  treach'roos 
"  No,  never  come  again — though  sweet, 

"  Though  heav'n,  it  may  be  death  to  thee. 
**  Farewell — and  blessings  on  thy  way, 

"  Where'er  thou  goest,  beloved  stranger ! 
"  Better  to  sit  and  watch  that  ray, 
"  And  think  thee  safe,  though  far  away, 

**  Than  have  thee  near  me,  and  in  danger !" 

"  Danger  I— ^,  tempt  me  not  to  boast** — 
The  youth  exclaim'd — **  thou  Uttle  know'st 
"  What  he  can  brav».  who«  bom  and  nursed 
**  In  Danger's  paths,  has  dared  her  worst ; 
**  Upon  whose  ear  the  signal- word 

"  Of  strife  and  death  is  hourly  breaking ; 
"  Who  sleeps  with  head  upon  the  sword 

**  His  fever'd  hand  must  grasp  in  waking. 
"Danger'—" 

**  Say  on — thou  fear'st  not  then, 
**  And  we  may  meet— oft  meet  again?'* 

**  Oh  !  look  not  so — beneath  the  skies 
**  I  now  fear  nothing  but  thoeo  eyes. 
**  If  aught  on  earth  could  charm  or  force 
"  My  spirit  from  its  destined  comse, — 
**  If  aught  could  make  this  soul  forget 
"  The  bond  to  which  its  seal  is  set. 


1  ''They  (the  Gbeben)  lay  lo  mtich  stress  on  their  cnsboe, 
«CMIe,  as  Bot  to  dare  to  be  an  instant  wtthnat  it"— OrM«'« 
TtjrafBv— ^  Le  Jeane  bomnie  nla  d*abord  la^  chose ;  mals, 
ifsat  416  d^poallie  de  sa  robe,  et  la  large  celntore  qii*U  por- 
Ghibro,**  Jtc.  ^A.—D*Utrhd^  art  AfdoanL 


<  *Twoa]d  be  those  ej^es;— they,  only  they, 

<  Could  melt  that  sacred  seal  away ! 

<  But  no— 'tis  fiz'd — my  awful  doom 

<  Is  fiz'd— on  this  side  of  the  tomb 

*  We  meet  no  more  ;— why,  why  did  Heav*!! 
'  Mingle  two  souls  that  earth  has  riVn, 

'  Has  rent  asunder  wide  as  oun  7 

<  Oh,  Arab  maid,  as  soon  the  Powe^ 

*  Of  Light  and  Darkness  may  combine, 

<  As  I  be  link'd  with  thee  or  thme ! 

*  Thy  Father " 

'*  Holy  Alla  save 
«  His  gray  head  from  that  lightning  glance ! 

*  Thou  know'st  him  not — ^he  loves  the  brave ; 
«  Nor  Uves  there  under  Heaven's  expanse 

'  One  who  would  prize,  would  wonhip  thee 
'  And  thy  bold  spirit,  more  than  he. 

*  Oft  when,  m  childhood,  I  have  play'd 

«  With  the  bright  falchion  by  his  side 

*  I've  heard  him  swear  his  lisping  maid 
« In  time  should  be  a  warrior's  bride. 

*  And  still,  whene'er  at  Haram  houn, 

<  I  take  him  cool  sherbets  and  flow'rs, 
'*  He  tells  me,  when  m  playful  mood, 

«  A  hero  shall  my  bridegroom  be, 

^  Since  maids  are  best  m  battle  woo'd, 

*'  And  won  with  shouts  of  vibtory ! 

*  Nay,  turn  not  from  me— thou  alone 

'  Art  form'd  to  make  both  hearts  thy  owa 
'*  Go— jom  his  sacred  ranks— thou  know'st 

<*  Th'  unholy  strife  theeo  Fenians  wage  :^ 
'Good  Heav'n,  that    frown! — even  m<m  thou 
glow'st 

"  With  more  than  mortal  warrior's  raga 

<  Haste  to  the  camp  by  morning's  light, 

*  And,  when  that  sword  is  raised  in  fight, 

*  Oh  still  remember.  Love  and  I 

<  Beneath  its  shadow  trembling  lie ! 

*  One  vict'ry  o'er  those  Slaves  of  Fire, 

*  Those  impious  Ghebers,  whom  my  sire 


<*  Hold,  hold— thy  words  are  death—** 

The  stranger  cried,  as  wild  he  flung 
His  mantle  back,  and  show'd  beneath 

The  Gheber  belt  that  round  liim  clong.^— 
*<  Here,  maiden,  look — weep — blush  to  see 
'*  All  that  thy  sire  abhon  in  me ! 
"  Yes — /  am  of  that  impious  race, 

**  Those  Slaves  of  Fire  who,  mom  and  even, 
**  Hail  their  Creator's  dwelling-place 

'<  Among  the  living  lights  of  heaven  ^ 


"Poor  se  dlstingaer  des  IdolAtres  de  Tlnde  Im  Ga^bns :m 
eelfiient  tons  d*an  cordon  de  lalne,  on  de  poll  de  chamesi.** 

— J&MfcXsp^lUtf  l>V«llfMM. 

ITHefbelot  lays  this  belt  was  generally  of  leathsa 

•  **  They  rappose  the  Throne  of  the  Almighty  liisalsd  1b 
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••  Yes — /  am  of  that  outcast  few, 

"  To  Iran  and  to  vengeance  true, 

"  Who  curse  the  hour  your  Arabs  came 

"  To  desolate  our  shrines  of  flame, 

"  And  swear,  before  God's  burning  eye, 

**  To  break  our  country's  chains,  or  die  I 

"  Thy  bigot  sire, — nay,  tremble  not, — 

"  He,  who  gave  birth  to  those  dear  eyes, 
*<  With  me  is  sacred  as  the  spot 

'*  From  which  our  fires  of  worship  rise ! 
"  But  know — 'twas  he  I  sought  that  night, 

"  When,  fit)m  my  watch-boat  on  the  sea, 
'*  I  caught  this  turret's  glinun'ring  light, 

"  And  up  the  rude  rocks  desp'rately 
"  Rush'd  to  my  prey — thou  know'st  the 
"  I  climb'd  the  gory  vulture's  nest, 
*'  And  found  a  trembling  dove  within ; — 
"  Thine,  thine  the  victory — thine  the  sii 
**  If  Love  hath  made  one  thought  his  own, 
"  That  Vengeance  claims  first — last — alone ! 
"  Oh !  had  we  never,  never  met, 
«  Or  could  this  heart  ev'n  now  foi^t 
*<How   Imk'd,   how    bless'd    we    might   have 

been, 
"  Had  fate  not  frown'd  so  dark  between ! 
«  Hadst  thou  been  bom  a  Persian  maid, 

*'  In  neighboring  valleys  had  we  dwelt, 
"  Through  the  same  fields  in  childhood  play'd, 

"  At  the  same  kindling  altar  knelt, — 
*'  Then,  then,  while  all  those  nameless  ties, 
"  In  which  the  charm  of  Country  lies, 
"  Had  round  our  hearts  been  hourly  spun, 
"  Till  Iran's  cause  and  thine  were  one ; 
"  While  in  thy  lute's  awak'nmg  sigh 
"  I  heard  the  voice  of  days  gone  by, 
"  And  saw,  in  every  smile  of  thme, 
"  Returning  hours  of  glory  shine ; — 
"  While  the  wrong'd  Spirit  of  our  Land 

<*  Lived,  look'd,  and  spoke  her  wrongs  through 
thee, — 
"  God !  who  could  then  this  sword  withstand? 

"  Its  very  flash  were  victory ! 
"  But  now — estranged,  divorced  forever, 
«  Far  as  the  grasp  of  Fate  can  sever ; 
**  Our  only  ties  what  love  has  wove, — 

"  In  faith,  friends,  country,  sundered  wide ; 


the  ranf  and  hence  their  worship  of  that  lomlnary/'— ITan- 
way.  **  Ai  to  fire,  the  Ghebers  place  the  spring-head  of  it  in 
that  globe  of  fire,  the  Sun,  by  them  called  Mythras,  or  Mihir, 
to  which  they  pay  the  highest  reverence,  in  gratitude  for  the 
manifold  benefits  flowing  from  its  ministerial  omniscience. 
But  they  arp  sofiurftom  confounding  the  subordination  of  the 
Benrant  with  the  majesty  of  its  Creator,  that  they  not  only 
attrlbate  no  sort  (^  sense  or  reasoning  to  the  sun  or  fire,  in 
any  of  its  operations,  but  consider  it  as  a  purely  passive  blind 
instmment,  directed  and  governed  by  the  immediate  impres- 
bIqb  on  it  of  the  will  of  God;  but  they  do  not  even  give  that 


*'  And  then,  then  only,  true  to  love, 

"  When  false  to  all  that's  dear  beside . 
«  Thy  father  Iran's  deadliest  foe— 
**  Thyself,  perhaps,  ev'n  now — but  no— 
"  Hate  never  look'd  so  lovely  yet  I 

**  No — sacred  to  thy  soul  will  be 
**  The  land  of  him  who  could  forget 

«  All  but  that  bleeding  land  for  thee 
"  When  other  eyes  shall  see,  unmoved, 

*'  Her  widows  mourn,  her  warriors  fall, 
«  Thoult  thmk  how  well  one  Gheber  loved, 

*<  And  for  his  sake  thou'lt  weep  for  all ! 

"  But  look *' 

With  sudden  dart  he  tnm'd 

And  pointed  to  the  distant  wave. 
Where  lights,  like  chamel  meteors,  bum'd, 

Bluely ,  as  o'er  some  seaman's  grave : 
And  fiery  darts,  at  intervals,^ 

Flew  9tp  all  sparklmg  from  the  main, 
As  if  each  star  that  nightly  falls. 

Were  shootuig  back  to  heav'n  again. 

*'  My  signal  lights ! — ^l  must  away — 

"  Both,  both  are  ruin'd,  if  I  stay. 

'*  Farewell — sweet  life !  thou  cling'st  in 

"  Now,  Vengeance,  I  am  thine  agam  I" 

Fiercely  he  broke  away,  nor  stopp'd, 

Nor  look'd — ^but  from  ^e  lattice  dropp'd 

Down  mid  the  pointed  crags  beneath. 

As  if  he  fled  from  love  to  death. 

While  pale  and  mute  young  Hocda  stood, 

Nor  moved,  till  in  the  silent  flood 

A  momentary  plunge  below 

Startled  her  from  her  trance  of  wo  }— 

Shrieking  she  to  the  lattice  flew, 
"  I  come — ^I  come — If  in  that  tide 

<*  Thou  sleep'st  to-night.  111  sleep  there  too, 
"  In  death's  cold  wedlock,  by  thy  mde. 

'<  Oh  !  I  would  ask  no  happier  bed 
"  Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  under 

**  Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead, 
"  Far  sweeter,  than  to  live  asunder !" 

But  no — ^their  hour  is  not  yet  come- 
Again  she  sees  his  pinnace  fly, 

Waftmg  him  fleetly  to  his  h<nne, 
Where'er  that  ill-starr'd  home  may  Ue ; 


lumhiary,  all-glorious  as  it  is,  more  thaa  the  secoBdruk 
amongst  his  works,  reserving  the  first  Ibr  that  stnpttdooi 
production  of  divine  power,  the  mind  of  iDan.**—(?r«M.  The 
false  charges  brought  against  the  religion  of  these  people  by 
their  Mussulman  tyrants  is  bnt  one  proof  among  many  of  the 
truth  of  this  writer's  remark,  that  "  calumny  is  oAea  added 
to  oppression.  If  but  for  the  salce  of  JostifyiDf  tt.** 

>  **The  Mamelukes  that  were  in  the  other  boat,  wbsa  It 
was  dark  used  to  shoot  ap  a  sort  of  fiery  arrows  into  ibe  pk 
which  in  some  measure  nsemMedllfbtniBforlklUatsiaii^ 
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Knd  calm  and  smooth  it  Beem'd  to  win 
Its  moonlight  way  before  the  wind, 

is  if  it  bore  all  peace  within, 
Nor  left  one  breaking  heart  behind ! 


B  Princess,  whose  heart  was  sad  enough  al- 
,  could  have  wished  that  Feramokz  had 
n  a  less  melancholy  story  ;  as  it  is  only  to  the 
7  that  tears  are  a  luxury.  Her  Ladies,  bow- 
were  by  no  means  sorry  that  love  was  once 
the  Foet's  theme  ;  for,  whenever  he  spoke  of 
they  said,  his  voice  was  as  sweet  as  if  he  had 
ad  the  leaves  of  that  enchanted  tree  which 
I  over  the  tomb  of  the  musician,  Tan-Sein.^ 

eir  road  all  the  morning  had  lain,  through  a 
dreary  country  ; — through  valleys,  covered 
a  low,  bushy  jungle,  where,  in  more  than  one 
,  the  awful  signal  of  the  bamboo-staff,*  with  the 
flag  at  its  top,  reminded  the  traveller  that,  in 
very  spot,  the  tiger  had  made  some  human 
ire  his  victim.  It  was,  therefore,  with  much 
u«  that  they  arrived  at  sunset  in  a  safe  and 
glen,  and  encamped  under  one  of  those 
trees,  whose  smooth  columns  and  spreading 
seem  to  destine  them  for  natural  temples  of 
m.  Beneath  this  spacious  shade,  some  pious 
I  had  erected  a  row.  of  pillars  ornamented  with 
lost  beautiful  porcelain,*  which  now  supplied 
se  of  mirrors  to  the  young  maidens,  as  they 
led  their  hair  in  descending  from  the  palan- 
i  Here,  while,  as  usual,  the  Princess  sat 
ing  anxiously,  with  Fadladeen  in  one  of  his 
t  moods  of  criticism  by  her  side,  the  young 
leaning  against  a  branch  of  the  tree,  thus  con- 
i  his  story : — 

V'ithin  the  enr.Iosare  which  snrroands  this  monament 
lalior)  is  a  small  tomb  to  the  memory  of  Tan-Seln,  a 
lan  of  Incomparable  skill,  who  floarishetl  at  the  court 
Mr.  The  tomb  is  overshadowed  by  a  tree,  concerning 
a  sttperstitious  notion  prevails,  that  the  chewing  of 
ve^  will  give  an  extraordinary  melody  to  the  voice.** — 
iive  9f  a  Joumejffnm  Jlgrn  to  Ottz«t»,  hy  W.  HunUr, 

t  is  Qsoal  to  place  a  small  white  triangular  flag,  fixed 
«mboo  staff  of  ten  or  twelve  feet  long,  at  the  place 
a  tiger  has  destroyed  a  man.  It  is  common  for  the  pas- 
s  also  to  throw  each  a  stone  or  brick  near  the  spot,  so 
I  the  coarse  of  a  Utile  time  a  pile  equal  to  a  good  wag- 
d  Is  collected.  The  sight  of  these  flags  and  piles  of 
imparts  a  certain  melancholy,  not  perhaps,  altogether 
f  apprehension.*'— Orienfo/  Field  SportSt  vol.  il. 
The  Fleas  Indica  is  called  the  Pagod  Tree  and  Tree 
mcils ;  the  first,  from  the  idols  placed  under  its  shade ; 
coad,  because  meetings  were  held  under  its  cool 
les.    In  some  places  it  is  believed  to  be  the  hauat  of 


The  mom  bath  risen  clear  and  calm. 

And  o'er  the  Green  Sea*  palely  shine* , 
Revealing  Bahrein V  groves  of  palm. 

And  lighting  Kishma  V  amber  vines. 
Fresh  smell  the  shores  of  Arabt, 
While  breezes  from  the  Indian  Sea 
Blow  round  SelamaV  sainted  cape. 

And  curl  the  shining  flood  beneath, — 
Whose  waves  are  rich  with  many  a  grapoi 

And  cocoa-nut  and  flow'ry  w^ath, 
Which  pious  seamen,  as  they  pa&  d,   . 
Had  tow'rd  that  holy  headland  cast — 
Oblations  to  the  Genii  there 
For  gentle  skies  and  breezes  fair ! 
The  nightingale  now  bends  her  flight^ 
From  the  high  trees,  ^ere  all  the  night 

She  sung  so  sweet,  with  none  to  listen ; 
And  hides  her  from  the  morning  star 

Where  thickets  of  pomegranate  glisten 
In  the  clear  dawn, — ^bespangled  o*er 

With    dew,    whose    night-drops  would    not    > 
stain 
The  best  and  brightest  cimetei* 
That  ever  youthful  Sultan  wore 

On  the  first  morning  of  his  reign. 


And  see— the  Sun  himself !— on  wings 
Of  glory  up  the  East  he  springs. 
Angel  of  Light !  who  from  the  time 
Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime, 
Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 
Trod  in  his  Makor*s  steps  of  fire  ! 

Where  are  the  days,  thou  wondrous  sphere. 
When  Iran,  like  a  sun-flow'r,  tum'd 
To  meet  that  eye  where'er  it  bum*d  ? — 

When,  from  the  banks  of  Bendemeer 
To  the  nut-groves  of  Saharcand, 
Thy  temples  flamed  o'er  all  the  land  7 

spectres,  as  the  ancient  spreading  oaks  of  Wales  have  been 
of  fairies  ;  in  others  are  erected  beneath  the  shade  pillars  of 
stone,  or  posts,  elegantly  carved,  and  ornamented  with  the 
most  beautifhl  porcelain  to  supply  the  use  of  mirrors.**— 
PennanL 

4  The  Persian  Gulf.— "To  div«  for  pearls  in  the  Green 
Sea,  or  Persian  Gulf.*'~S»r  FT.  Jone$, 

•  Islands  in  the  Gulf. 

•  Or  Selemeh,  the  genuine  name  of  the  headland  at  the 
entrance  of  the  Golf,  commonly  called  Gape  Miuneldom. 
**  The  Indians,  when  they  pass  the  promontory,  throw  co- 
coa-nuts, fruits,  or  flowers  into  the  sea,  to  secure  a  propltloos 
voyage.**— .VorJ«r. 

'  **The  nightingale  tings  firom  the  pomegraaate-froves  ia 
the  day-time,  and  from  the  loAiest  trees  at  night**— itMf«r« 
Aleppo. 

•  In  speaking  of  the  climate  of  Shlrax,  FranckUa  says, 
**Tbe  dew  U  of  such  a  pore  nature,  that  if  the  brightest 
cUueter  shimld  be  expoeed  to  it  all  night,  it  woold  oot  rs- 
ceive  the  least  nut.** 
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Where  are  they  7  ask  the  shades  of  them 

Who  on  Cauesbia's'  bloody  plams, 
Saw  fierce  invaders  pluck  the  gem 
From  Iran's  broken  diadem, 

And  bind  her  ancient  faith  in  chains  ^^ 
Ask  the  poor  exiloi  cast  alone 
On  foreign  shores,  unloved,'  unknown, 
Beyond  the  Caspian's  Iron  Gates,* 

Or  on  the  snowy  Mossian  mountains, 
Far  from  his  beauteous  land  of  dates, 

Her  jasmine  bow'rs  and  sunny  fountams : 
Yet  happier  so  than  if  he  trod 
His  own  beloved,  but  blighted,  sod. 
Beneath  a  despot  stranger's  nod ! — 
Oh,  he  would  rather  houseless  roam 

Where  Freedom  and  \ua  God  may  lead, 
Than  be  the  sleekest  slave  at  home 

That  crouches  to  the  conqn'ror's  creed ! 

Is  Iran's  pride  then  gone  forever, 

Quench'd  with  the  flame  in  MrnniA's  caves? — 
No— she  has  sons,  that  never — ^never — 
Will  stoop  to  be  the  Moslem's  slaves. 
While  heav'n  has  Ught  or  earth  has  graves ; — 
Spirits  of  fire,  that  brood  not  long. 
But  flash  resentment  back  for  wrong ; 
And  hearts  where,  slow  but  deep,  the  seeds 
Of  vengeance  ripen  into  deeds. 
Till,  in  some  treach'rous  hour  of  calm. 
They  burst,  like  Zeilan's  giant  palm,' 
Whose  buds  fly  open  with  a  sound 
That  shakes  the  pigmy  forests  round ! 

Yes,  Emir  !  he,  who  scaled  that  tow'r. 

And,  had  he  reach'd  thy  slumb'ring  breast. 
Had  taught  thee,  in  a  Gheber's  pow'r 

How  safe  ev'n  tyrant  heads  may  rest — 
Is  one  of  many,  brave  as  he. 
Who  loathe  thy  haughty  race  and  thee  ; 
Who,  though  they  know  the  strife  is  vain, 
Who,  though  they  know  the  riven  chain 
Snaps  but  to  enter  in  the  heart 
Of  him  who  rends  its  links  apart. 
Yet  dare  the  issue, — bless'd  to  be 
Ev'n  for  one  bleeding  moment  firee, 
And  die  in  pangs  of  liberty ! 
Thou  know'st  them  well — 'tis  some  moons  since 

Thy  tuiban'd  troops  and  blood-red  flags, 
Thou  satrap  of  a  bigot  Prince, 

Have  swarm'd  among  these  Green  Sea  crags ; 

1  The  place  where  the  Persians  were  finally  defeated  by 
the  Arabs,  and  their  ancient  monarchy  destroyed. 

>  Dertwnd^— **  Lei  Tores  appelent  cette  ville  Demlr 
Capi,  Porte  de  Fer ;  ce  aont  ies  Casplao  Porte  des  ancient.** 

s  Tlie  Talpot  or  Talipot  tree.  "  This  l)eaiitiAil  palm-tree, 
which  grows  in  the  heart  of  the  forests,  may  be  classed 


Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  a  sacred  band 
Ay,  in  the  portal  of  that  land 
Thou,  Arab,  dar'st  to  call  thy  own. 
Their  spears  across  thy  path  have  thrown ; 
Here— ere  the  winds  half  wiug'd  thee  o'ep- 
Rebellion  braved  thee  from  the  shore. 

Rebellion  !  foul,  dishonoring  word, 

Whoee  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stain'd 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 

Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gain'd. 
How  many  a  spirit,  bom  to  bless. 

Hath  sunk  beneath  that  with'ring  name, 
Whom  but  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 

Had  waAed  to  eternal  fame  ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  bunt 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chill'd  at  first. 
If  check'd  in  soaring  from  the  plain. 
Darken  to  fogs  and  sink  again  ; — 
But,  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head. 
Become  enthroned  in  upper*air. 
And  turn  to  sun-bright  glories  there ! 

And  who  is  he,  that  wields  the  might 

Of  Freedom  on  the  Green  Sea  brink. 
Before  whose  sabre's  dazzling  light* 

The  eyes  of  Yemen's  warriors  wink  ? 
Who  comes,  embower'd  in  the  spears 
Of  Kerman's  hardy  mountaineers  ? — 
Those  mountaineers  that  truest,  last, 

Cling  to  their  country's  ancient  rites. 
As  if  that  God,  whoee  eyelids  cast 

Their  closing  gleam  on  Iran's  heights, 
Among  her  sno¥^  mountains  threw 
The  last  light  of  his  worship  too !     ^ 

'Tis  Hafed — ^name  of  fear,  whose  sound 
Chills  like  the  mutt'ring  of  a  charm  U— 
Shout  but  that  awful  name  around. 

And  palsy  shakes  the  manliest  arm. 
'Tis  Hafed,  most  accursed  and  dire 
(So  rank'd  by  Moslem  hate  and  ire) 
Of  all  the  rebel  Sons  of  Fire  ; 
Of  whoee  malign,  tremendous  power 
The  Arabs,  at  their  mid-watch  hour. 
Such  tales  of  fearful  wonder  tell, 
That  each  affiighted  sentinel 
Pulls  down  his  cowl  upon  his  eyes, 
Lest  Hafed  m  the  midst  should  rise ! 

among  the  loftiest  trees,  and  becomes  still  higher  wl 
the  point  of  bnrsling  forth  fh)m  Its  leafy  summit.  The  s 
which  then  envelopes  the  flower  is  very  laifVi  and, 
it  bursts,  malces  an  explosion  like  the  report  of  a  cts 
— 7Tliiii*er^. 

« **  When  the  bright  cimeters  make  the  eyes  of  oar  1 
wink.**— 71U  MoaUakat,  Poem  tf.amru. 
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A  man,  they  aay,  of  mooBtniai  birth* 
A  mingled  nee  of  flame  and  earth. 
Sprung  from  those  old,  enchanted  kinga,' 

Who  in  their  fairy  hehns,  of  yore, 
A  feather  from  the  mystic  wmgs 

Of  the  Simoorgh  reostleaB  wore ; 
And  gifted  by  the  Fiends  of  Fire, 
Who  groan'd  to  see  their  shrines  expire. 
With  charms  that,  all  in  vam  withstood, 
Would  drown  the  Koran's  light  in  Uood ! 

Such  were  the  tales,  that  won  belief, 

And  such  the  coloring  Fancy  gave 
To  a  young,  warm,  and  dauntless  Chiefr— 

One  who,  no  more  than  mortal  brave, 
Fought  for  the  land  his  soul  adored. 

For  happy  homes  and  altare  free. 
His  only  talisman,  the  sword, 
•  His  only  spell-word.  Liberty ! 
One  of  that  ancient  hero  line, 
Along  whose  glorious  current  shine 
Names,  that  have  sanctified  their  blood ;    • 
As  Lebanon's  small  mountain-flood 
Is  rendered  holy  by  the  ranks 
Of  sainted  cedars  on  its  banks.* 
'Twas  not  for  him  to  crouch  the  knee 
Tamely  to  Moslem  tyranny ; 
'Twas  not  for  him,  whose  soul  was  cast 
In  the  bright  mould  of  ages  past. 
Whose  melancholy  spirit,  fed 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  dead, 
Though  framed  for  Iran's  happiest  years. 
Was  bom  among  her  chains  and  tears !— > 
'Twas  not  for  him  to  swell  the  crowd 
Of  slavish  heads,  that  shrinkmg  bow'd 
Before  the  Moslem,  as  he  pass'd, 
Lik?  shrubs  beneath  the  poison-blast — 
No    far  he  fled — indignant  fled 

The  pageant  of  his  country's  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  children  shed 

Fen  on  his  soul  like  drops  of  flame ; 
And,  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 

Of  a  fint  smile,  so  welcomed  he 


iTahmont,  and  other  ancient  kings  of  Persia;  whose 
^drentores  In  Fairy-land  among  the  Peris  and  Dives  may  be 
fonod  in  Bichardson's  carious  Dissertation.  The  griffin  Si- 
■WQfgb,  they  say,  tooic  some  feathers  from  her  breast  for 
Tlhmans,  with  which  he  adorned  his  helmet,  and  trana- 
■litled  tbem  afterwards  to  his  descendants. 

'Thto  rivulet,  says  Dandini,  is  called  the  Holy  River  firom 
tkt  **e6dar-saints**  among  which  it  rises. 

fa  the  L$Urt*  SdifiauUt^  there  is  a  different  cause  a»- 
4ped  fbr  its  name  of  Holy.  **  In  these  are  deep  caverns, 
vUdi  fixnnefly  served  as  so  many  cells  for  a  great  nnmber 
rfiesl—ea,  who  had  chosen  these  retreats  as  the  only  wit- 
siiiuu  upon  earth  of  the  severity  of  thehr  penance.  The 
tmnut  thsie  pkms  penitenu  gave  the  river  of  which  we 


The  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  drawn 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty ! 

But  vain  was  valor— vain  the  flow'r 
Of  Kerman,  m  that  deathful  hour. 
Against  Al  Hassan's  whelming  power,— 
In  vam  they  met  him,  helm  to  helm. 
Upon  the  threshold  of  that  reahn 
He  came  in  bigot  pomp  to  sway. 
And  with  their  coipses  block'd  his  way-* 
In  vain — for  every  lance  they  raised, 
Thousands  around  the  conqueror  blazed ; 
For  eyery  arm  that  lined  their  shore, 
Myriads  of  daves  were  wafted  o'er, — 
A  bloody,  bold,  and  countless  crowd, 
Before  whose  swarm  as  fast  they  bow'd 
As  dates  beneath  the  locust  cloud. 

There  stood — ^but  one  short  league  away 
From  old  Harmozu's  sultry  bay — 
A  rocky  mountam,  o'er  the  Sea 
Of  Oman  beethng  awfully  ;* 
A  last  and  solitary  link 

Of  those  stupendous  chains  that  reach 
From  the  broad  Caspian's  reedy  brink 

Down  winding  to  the  Green  Sea  beacb 
Around  its  base  the  bare  rocks  stood. 
Like  naked  giants,  in  the  flood, 

As  if  to  guard  the  Gulf  across ; 
While,  on  its  peak,  that  braved  the  sky, 
A  ruin'd  Temple  tower'd,  so  high 

That  oft  the  sleeping  albatross* 
Struck  the  wild  ruins  with  her  wing. 
And  from  her  cloud-rock'd  slumbering 
Started — ^to  find  man's  dwelling  there 
In  her  own  silent  fields  of  air ! 
Beneath,  terrific  caverns  gave 
Dark  welcome  to  each  stormy  wave 
That  dash'd,  like  midnight  revellers,  in ; — 
And  such  the  strange,  mysterious  din 
At  times  throughout  those  caverns  roll'd, — 
And  such  the  fearful  wonders  told 


have  Just  treated  the  name  of  the  Holy  River.**— See  CkS- 
teaubriand't  Beauties  of  Christianity. 

*  This  mountain  is  my  own  creation,  as  the  '*  stnpendoui 
chain,*'  of  which  I  suppose  it  a  link,  does  not  extend  qnite 
so  far  as  the  shores  of  the  Persian  Golf.  ''This  long  and 
lofty  range  of  rouuntains  formerly  divided  Media  firom  Assy- 
ria, and  now  forms  tlie  boundary  of  the  Perslaa  and  Turkish 
empires.  It  runs  parallel  with  the  river  Tigris  and  Persian 
Gulf,  and  almost  disappearing  in  the  vicinity  of  Gomberoon, 
(Harmozia  )  seems  once  moce  u>  rise  in  the  southern  distriets 
of  Kerman,  and  following  an  easterly  course  through  the 
centre  of  Meckrann  and  Balouchlstaa,  Is  entirely  lost  la  the 
deserto  of  Blnde.**— ITtiiiiur't  Persian  Empire. 

*  Theae  birds  sleep  in  the  air  They  are  moat  eommoa 
JtMUt  the  Gape  of  Good  Hope. 
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Of  restless  sprites  imprison'd  there. 
That  bold  were  Moslem,  who  would  dare. 
At  twilight  hour,  to  steer  his  skiff 
Beneath  the  Gbeber*B  lonely  cliff* 

On  the  land  side,  those  tow'rs  sublime. 
That  seem*d  above  the  grasp  of  Time, 
Were  sever'd  from  the  haunts  of  men 
By  a  wide,  deep,  and  wizard  glen. 
So  fathomless,  so  full  of  gloom, 

No  eye  could  pierce  the  void  between : 
It  seemM  a  place  where  Gholes  might  come 
With  their  foul  banquets  from  the  tomb. 

And  in  its  caverns  feed  un^en. 
Like  distant  thunder,  from  below, 

The  sound  of  many  torrents  came. 
Too  deep  for  eye  or  ear  to  know 
If  'twere  the  sea's  imprisonM  flow. 

Or  floods  of  ever-restless  flame. 
For,  each  ravine,  each  rocky  spire 
Of  that  vast  mountain  stood  on  fire  ;* 
And,  though  forever  past  the  days 
When  God  was  wonshipp'd  in  the  blaze 
That  from  its  lofty  altar  shone, — 
Though  fled  the  priests,  the  votaries  gone. 
Still  did  the  mighty  flame  bum  on,' 
Through  chance  and  change,  through  good  and  ill. 
Like  its  own  God's  eternal  will. 
Deep,  constant,  bright,  unquenchable ! 

Thither  the  vanquish*d  Hafed  led 

His  httle  army's  last  remains ; — 
"  Welcome,  terrific  glen  !"  he  said, 
"  Thy  gloom,  that  Eblis'  self  might  dread, 

"  Is  Heav'n  to  him  who  flics  from  chains !" 
O'er  a  dark,  narrow  bridgeway,  known 
To  him  and  to  his  Chiefs  alone. 
They  crossed  the  chasm  and  gain'd  the  towers, — 
"  This  home,"  he  cried,  "  at  least  is  ours ; — 
"  Here  we  may  bleed,  unmock'd  by  hynms 

"  Of  Moslem  triumph  o'er  our  head ; 
"  Here  we  may  fall,  nor  leave  our  limbs 

"  To  quiver  to  the  Moslem's  tread. 
"  Stretch'd  on  this  rock,  while  vultures'  beaks 
"  Aie  whetted  on  your  yet  warm  cheeks. 


>  "There  is  an  extraordinanr  hill  In  this  neighborhood 
called  Koh4  Gubr,  or  the  Guebre*s  mountain.  It  rises  in  the 
form  of  a  lofty  cnpola,  and  on  the  summit  of  it,  they  say,  are 
the  remains  of  an  Atnsh  Kudu,  or  Fire  Temple.  It  is  super- 
stitionsly  held  to  be  the  residence  ofDeeves  or  Sprites,  and 
many  marvellous  stories  are  recounted  of  the  injury  and 
witchcraft  mStend  by  those  who  essayed  in  former  days  to 
ascend  or  explore  It."— Poftt ver*«  Beloochlstan. 

t  The  Ghebers  generally  buUt  their  temples  over  snbter- 
raneoos  fires. 

s  **  At  the  cityofTexd,  in  Persia,  which  Is  dlsUngnlshed 
tay  the  appellation  of  the  DuAb  Abadnt,  or  Seat  of  Religion, 


'*  Here— happy  that  no  tyrant's  eye 

«  Gloats  on  our  torments:— we  may  die !" — 

'Twas  night  when  to  those  towers  they  came, 

And  gloomily  the  fitful  flame, 

That  from  the  ruin'd  altar  broke. 

Glared  on  his  featiures,  as  he  spoke : — 

"  Tis  o'er — what  men  could  do,  we've  done— 

"  If  Iran  wiU  look  tamely  on, 

«  And  see  her  priests,  her  warriors  driven 

**  Before  a  sensual  bigot's  nod, 
"  A  wretch  who  slirines  his  lust  in  heav'n, 

"  And  mokes  a  pander  of  his  God ; 
*'  If  her  proud  sons,  her  high-born  souls, 

"  Men,  m  whose  veins — oh  last  disgrace ! 
"  The  blood  of  Zal  and  Robtam*  rolls,— 

"  If  they  will  court  <his  upstart  race 
"  And  turn  from  MrrnkA's  ancibnt  ray, 
"  To  kneel  at  shrines  of  yesterday ; 
"  If  they  will  crouch  to  Iran's  foes, 

«  Why,  let  them— till  the  land's  despair 
'*  Cries  out  to  Heav'n,  and  bondage  grows 

"  Too  vile  for  cv'n  the  vile  to  bear ! 
"  Till  shame  at  last,  long  hidden,  bums 
"  Their  inmost  core,  and  conscience  tons 
''*  Each  coward  tear  the  slave  lets  fall 
'<  Back  on  his  heart  in  drops  of  galL 
"  But  herCf  at  least,  are  arms  unchain'^, 
"  And  souls  that  thraldom  never  stain'd  y-^ 

**  This  spot,  at  least,  no  foot  of  slave 
"  Or  satrap  ever  yet  profaned ; 

"  And  though  but  few — though  fast  the  wa?B 
"  Of  life  is  ebbing  from  our  veins, 
<*  Enough  for  vengeance  still  remains. 
«  As  panthers,  after  set  of  sim, 
**  Rush  from  the  roots  of  Lebanon 
**  Across  the  dark-sea  robber's  way,* 
"  We'll  bound  upon  our  startled  prey ; 
"  And  when  some  hearts  that  proudest  swdl 
"  Have  felt  our  falchion's  last  farewell; 
"  When  Hope's  expiring  throb  is  o'er, 
'*  And  ev'n  Despair  can  prompt  no  moie, 
*'  This  spot  shall  be  the  sacred  grave 
''  Of  the  last  few  who,  vainly  brave, 
"  Die  for  the  land  they  cannot  save  !** 


the  Gaebres  are  permitted  to  have  an  AtQah  Kudu  or  Fin 
Temple  (which,  they  assert,  has  had  the  sacied  flie  la  It 
since  the  days  of  Zoroaster)  in  their  own  compartmeatof  lbs 
city ;  bat  for  this  indulgence  they  are  indebted  to  tbeaTarle^ 
not  the  tolerance  of  the  Persian  government,  whkh  tans 
them  at  twenty-fivo  rupees  each  UMa.^^PHtingtf't  Be- 
loochlstan. 

*  Ancient  heroes  of  Persia.  *'  Among  the  Gaebiei  tbm 
are  some,  who  boast  their  descent  from  Pnntnm**  f!Ufkn*t 
Persia. 

•  Bee  Rossers  account  of  the  panther's  attacking  travalkn 
In  the  night  on  the  sea-«hore  about  the  roots  of  ] 
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His  Chiefs  stood  roand— «&ch  shining  blade 
Upon  the  broken  altar  laid — 
And  though  so  wild  and  desolate 
Those  courts,  where  once  the  Mighty  sate ; 
Nor  longer  on  those  mouldering  tow'rs 
Was  seen  the  feast  of  fruits  and  tLaw*n, 
With  which  of  old  the  Magi  fed 
The  wandering  Spirits  of  their  dead ;' 
Though  neither  priest  nor  rites  were  there. 

Nor  charmed  leaf  of  pure  pomegranate  f 
Nor  hymn,  nor  censer's  fragrant  air, 

Nor  symbol  of  their  worahipp'd  planet  f 
Yet  the  same  God  that  heard  their  sires 
Heard  them,  while  on  that  altar's  fires 
They  swore^  the  latest,  holiest  deed 
Of  the  few  hearts,  still  left  to  bleed. 
Should  be,  in  Iran's  injured  name. 
To  die  upon  that  Mount  of  Flame— 
The  last  of  all  her  patriot  line. 
Before  her  last  untrampled  Shrine ! 

Brave,  sufiTring  souls !  they  little  knew 
How  many  a  tear  their  injuries  drew 
From  one  meek  maid,  one  gentle  foe. 
Whom  love  first  touch'd  with  others'  wo— 
Whose  life,  as  free  from  thought  as  sin, 
Slept  like  a  lake,  till  Love  threw  in 
His  talisman,  and  woke  the  tide, 
And  spread  its  tremblmg  circles  wide. 
Once,  Emir  !  thy  unheeding  child. 
Mid  all  this  havoc,  bloom'd  and  smiled, — 
Tranquil  as  on  some  battle  plain 

Tho  Persian  lily  shines  and  tow'rs,* 
Beforo  the  combat's  redd'ning  stain 

Hath  fall'n  upon  her  golden  flow'rs. 
Lighthearted  maid,  unawed,  unmoved. 
While  Heav'n  but  spared  the  sire  she  loved, 
Once  at  thy  evening  tales  of  blood 
Unlist'ning  and  aloof  she  stood — 
And  oft,  when  thou  hast  paced  along 

Thy  Haram  halls  with  furious  heat. 
Hast  thou  not  cursed  her  cheerful  song. 

That  came  across  thee,  calm  and  sweet, 
like  lutes  of  angels,  touch'd  so  near 
Hell's  confines,  that  the  damn'd  can  hear ! 

Far  other  feelings  Love  hath  brought — 
Her  soul  all  flame,  her  brow  all  sadness, 

*  *  Among  other  ceremonies  the  Hagt  ased  to  place  upon 
the  tops  of  high  towers  various  kinrb  of  rich  viands,  upon 
which  it  was  sapposed  the  Perls  and  the  spirits  of  their  do* 
fined  heron  regalad  ihemnclve%.**—Ritkar4*on, 

*  la  the  eeremomea  of  the  Ghebers  round  their  Fire,  as 
described  by  Lord,  "  the  Daroo/*  he  says,  **  giveth  them  wa- 
^  to  drialc,  and  a  pomegranate  leaf  to  chow  in  the  mooth, 
tedMune  them  from  inward  nncleanness.** 

*  '*Eart7  in  the  morning,  they  (the  Parsees  or  Ghebers  at 
Q^itsi)  go  in  crowds  to  pay  their  devotions  to  the  Son,  to 


She  now  has  bat  the  one  dsar  thought, 

And  thmks  that  o'er,  almost  to  madnes ! 
Oft  doth  her  sinkmg  heart  recall 
His  words — **  for  my  sake  weep  for  all  ;*• 
And  bitterly,  as  day  on  day 

Of  rebel  carnage  fast  succeeds, 
She  weeps  a  lover  snatch'd  away 

Li  ev'ry  Gheber  wretch  that  bleeds. 
There's  not  a  sabre  meets  her  eye. 

But  with  his  life-blood  seems  to  swim ; 
There's  m  t  an  arrow  wings  the  sky. 

But  fancy  turns  its  point  to  him. 
No  more  she  br^ags  with  footstep  light 
Al  Hassan's  falchion  for  the  fight ; 
And — had  he  look'd  with  clearer  sight. 
Had  not  the  mists,  that  ever  rise 
From  a  foul  spirit,  dimm'd  his  eyes — 
He  would  have  mark'd  her  shuddering  frame. 
When  from  the  field  of  blood  he  came. 
The  falt'ring  speech — the  look  estranged — 
Voice,  step,  and  life,  and  beauty  changed—* 
He  would  have  mark'd  all  this,  and  known 
Such  change  is  wrought  by  Love  alone ! 

Ah  !  not  the  Love,  that  should  have  bless'd 
So  young,  so  innocent  a  breast ; 
Not  the  pure,  open,  proep'rous  Love, 
That,  pledged  on  earth  and  seal'd  above. 
Grows  in  the  world's  approving  eyes. 

In  friendship's  smile  and  home's  caress, 
Collecting  all  the  heart's  sweet  ties 

Into  one  knot  of  happiness ! 
No,  HiNDA,  no, — thy  fatail  flame 
Is  nursed  in  silence,  sorrow,  shame ; — 

A  passion,  without  hope  or  pleasure, 
In  thy  soul*s  darkness  buried  deep. 

It  lies  like  some  ill-gotten  treasure, — 
Some  idol,  without  shrine  or  name. 
O'er  which  its  pale-oyed  vot'ries  keep 
Unholy  watch,  while  others  sleep. 

Seven  nights  have  darken'd  Oman's  Sea, 
Smce  last,  beneath  the  moonlight  ray, 

She  saw  his  light  oar  rapidly 

Hurry  her  Gheber's  Iwirk  away, — 

And  still  she  goes,  at  midnight  hour 

To  weep  alone  m  that  high  bow'r, 

whom  upon  all  the  altars  there  are  spheres  consecrated, 
made  by  magic,  resembling  the  circles  of  the  snn,  and  when 
the  sun  rises,  these  orbs  seem  to  be  inflamed,  and  to  turn  ronnd 
with  a  great  noise.  They  have  every  one  a  censer  in  their 
hands,  and  offer  incense  to  the  snn.*  —  JtoAW  Bt^j^min, 

4  "  Nal  d*entre  enx  oseroit  se  paijarer,  qnand  11  a  pris  A  t« 
molncet  element  terrible  etvengear.'*—£Mycf«!p.  Fnnfyif. 

*  "A  vivid  verdure  succeeds  the  antomnal  rains,  and  the 
ploughed  fields  are  covered  with  the  Persian  lily,  of  c.  re- 
splendent yellow  color  '*—J{iM#er«  Aleppo. 
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And  watch,  and  look  a]«iig  the  deep 

For  him  whose  smiles  first  made  her  weep ;~ 

But  watching,  weeping,  all  was  yam, 

She  never  saw  his  bark  again. 

The  owlet's  solitary  cry. 

The  night-hawk,  flitting  darkly  by. 

And  oft  the  hateful  carrion  bird, 
Heavily  flapping  his  clogg*d  wing. 
Which  reek'd  with  that  day's  banqueting — 

Was  all  she  saw,  was  all  she  heard. 

'Tis  the  eighth  mom — Ax  Hassan's  brow 

Is  brighten'd  with  unusual  joy — 
What  mighty  mischief  glads  him  now. 

Who  never  smiles  but  to  destroy  ? 
The  sparkle  upon  Herkend's  Sea, 
When  toss'd  at  midnight  furiously,' 
Tells  not  of  wreck  and  ruin  nigh. 
More  surely  than  that  smiling  eye ! 
**  Up,  daughter,  up — ^the  Kerna's*  breath 
"  Has  blown  a  blast  would  waken  death, 
"  And  yet  thou  sleep'st — up,  child,  and  see 
"  This  blessed  day  for  Heaven  and  me, 
"  A  day  more  rich  m  Pagan  blood 
"  Than  ever  flash'd  o'er  Obian's  flood. 
"  Before  another  dawn  shall  shine, 
"  His  head — ^lieart — ^limbs — will  all  be  mine ; 
"  This  very  night  his  blood  shall  steep 
"  These  hands  all  over  ere  I  sleep !" — 

<<  His  blood !"  she  faintly  scream'd — ^hor  mmd 
Still  singling  one  from  all  mankind — 
"  Yes — spite  of  his  ravines  and  tow'rs, 
**  Ha^ed,  my  child,  this  night  is  ours. 
"  Thanks  to  all-conqu'ring  treachery, 

**  Without  whose  aid  the  links  accursed, 
*'  That  bind  these  impious  slaves,  would  be 

"  Too  strong  for  Alla's  self  to  burst ! 
"  That  rebel  fiend,  whose  blade  has  spread 
*<  My  path  with  piles  of  Moslem  dead, 
"  Whose  baflling  spells  had  almost  driv'n 
"  Back  from  their  courae  the  Swords  of  Heav'n, 
"  This  night,  with  all  his  band,  shall  know 
<*  How  deep  an  Arab's  steel  can  go, 
"  When  God  and  Vengeance  speed  the  blow. 
"  And — Prophet !  by  that  holy  wreath 
"  Tliouwor'st  on  Ohod's  field  of  death,' 
"  I  swear,  for  ev'ry  sob  that  parts 
"  In  anguish  from  these  heathen  hearts, 

»  "  It  U  obierved,  with  respect  to  the  Sea  of  Ilerkend.  that 
when  it  ii  toned  by  tempestoons  winds  it  sparkles  like  fira.** 
— Trmtdt  tf  7\m  Mohammedan*. 

*  A  kind  of  tmmpet  ^--4t  '*  was  that  osed  by  Tamerlane, 
the  sound  of  which  Is  described  as  nnc^nmonly  dreadAil, 
and  so  load  as  to  be  heard  at  the  distanc«  uf  several  miles." 

*  '"MohMmned  had  two  helnets,  an  interior  and  eiterior 


"  A  gem  from  Peisia's  plundered  mines 
"  Shall  glitter  on  thy  Shrine  of  Shrines 
«  But,  ha !— ehe  sink»— that  look  so  wild- 
"  Those  livid  lips — ^my  child,  my  cbM, 
«  This  life  of  blood  befits  not  theo, 
*'  And  thou  mtist  back  to  Akabt. 

"  Ne'er  had  I  risk'd  thy  timid  sex 
'*  In  scenes  that  man  himself  might  dread, 
"  Had  I  not  hoped  our  ev'ry  tread 

"  Would  be  on  prostrate  Persian  neck»— 
Cursed  race,  they  offer  swords  instead ! 
**  But  cheer  thee,  maid, — the  wind  that  now 
"  Is  blowmg  :  ••  thy  feverish  brow, 
'*  To-day  shall  waft  thee  from  the  shore ; 
"  And,  ere  a  drop  of  this  night's  gore 
*'  Have  time  to  chill  in  yonder  towers, 
"  Thou'lt  see  thy  own  sweet  Arab  bow'rs !" 

His  bloody  boast  wia  lU  too  tme ; 
There  Inrk'd  one  wretch  among  the  few 
Whom  Hafed's  eagle  eye  could  count 
Around  him  on  that  Fiery  Mount, — 
One  miscreant,  who  for  gold  betray'd 
The  pathway  through  the  valley's  shade 
To  those  high  tow'rs,  where  Freedom  stood 
In  her  last  hold  of  flame  and  blood. 
Left  on  the  field  last  dreadful  uight, 
When,  sall3ring  from  their  Sacred  height. 
The  Ghebers  fought  hope's  farewell  fight. 
He  lay — ^but  died  not  with  the  brave ; 
That  sun,  which  should  have  gilt  his  grave, 
Saw  him  a  traitor  and  a  slave  ; — 
And,  while  the  few,  who  thence  retum'd 
To  their  high  rocky  fortress,  moium'd 
For  (lim  among  the  matchless  dead 
They  left  behind  on  glory's  bed, 
He  lived,  and,  in  the  face  of  mom> 
Laugh'd  them,  and  Faith,  and  Heav'n  to 


Oh  for  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave, 

Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  Uight, 
Comes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave, 

And  blasts  them  in  their  hour  of  might ! 
May  Life's  unblessed  cup  for  him 
Be  drugg'd  with  treach'ries  to  the  farim^ — 
With  hopes,  that  but  allure  to  fly. 

With  joys,  that  vanish  while  he  sips. 
Like  Dead  Sea  fruits,  that  tempt  the  eye, 

But  turn  to  ashes  on  the  lips  I* 

one ;  the  tatter  of  which,  called  Al  Hawasbah,  the  Wet, 
wreath,  or  wreathed  garland,  he  wore  a4he  battle  of  Oood.** 
—  Ifniversal  Hittory. 

4  **They  say  that  there  are  apple-trees  upon  Hie  sfcletor 
thU  sea,  which  bear  very  lovely  fhilt,bat  within  are  all  flil 
of  ashes.**— nevmof.  The  same  is  asserted  of  the  oasfH 
there ;  vide  WitmoMU  Travels  la  Asiatle  Torfcey. 

''The  Asphalt  Lake,  known  by  the  name  of  the  Dead  8s^ 
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Hii  country's  cnne,  his  children's  shame, 
Outcast  of  virtue,  peace,  and  fame, 
May  he,  at  lost,  with  lips  of  flame 
On  the  parch'd  desert  thirsting  die, — 
WhHe  lakes,  that  shone  m  mockery  nigh,^ 
Are  fading  off,  untouch'd,  untested. 
Like  the  once  glorious  hopes  he  blasted ! 
And,  when  from  earth  his  spirit  flies, 

Just  Prophet,  let  the  damn*d-one  dwell 
Full  in  the  sight  of  Paradise, 

Beholding  heav'n,  and  feeling  hell ! 


Lalla  Rookh  had,  the  night  before,  been  visited 
by  a  dream  which,  in  spite  of  the  impending  fate  of 
poor  Hafed,  made  her  heart  more  than  usually 
cheerful  during  the  morning,  and  gave  her  cheeks 
all  the  freshened  animation  of  a  flower  that  the  Bid- 
musk  has  just  passed  over.*  She  fancied  that  she 
was  sailing  on  that  Eastern  Ocean,  where  the  sea- 
gipsies,  who  live  forever  on  the  water,'  enjoy  a  per- 
petual summer  in  wandering  from  isle  to  isle,  when 
she  saw  a  small  gilded  bark  approaching  her.  It 
was  like  one  of  those  boats  which  the  Maldivian 
islanders  send  adrift,  at  the  mercy  of  winds  and 
waves,  loaded  with  perfumes,  flowers,  and  odorifer- 
ous wood,  as  an  offering  to  the  Spirit  whom  they  call 
King  of  the  Sea.  At  first,  this  little  bark  appeared 
to  be  empty,  but,  on  coming  nearer 

She  had  proceeded  thus  far  in  relating  the  dream 

is  very  remarkable  on  account  of  the  considerable  inroportion 
of  salt  which  it  contains.  In  this  respect  it  surpasses  every 
other  known  water  on  the  surface  of  the  earth.  This  freat 
pffoportion  of  bittor-tasted  salts  Is  the  reason  why  neither 
animal  nor  plant  can  live  in  this  water." — KlttproUCt  Chem- 
ical Analysis  of  the  Water  of  the  Dead  Sea,  Annals  of 
Philosophy,  January,  1813.  Hataelqnitt^  however,  doubts 
the  truth  of  this  last  assertion,  as  there  are  shell-Osh  to  be 
found  in  the  lake. 

Lord  Byron  has  a  similar  allosioa  to  the  flmits  of  the  Dead 
Bea,  in  that  wonderful  display  of  genius,  his  third  Canto  of 
Childe*  Harold,— magnificent,  beyond  any  thing,  perhapi 
tliat  even  k«  has  ever  written. 

1  *•  The  Suhrab  or  Water  of  the  Desert  is  said  to  be  caused 
by  the  rarefaction  of  the  atmosphere  flrom  extreme  heat ; 
and,  which  augments  the  delusion,  it  is  most  frequent  in 
hollows,  where  water  might  be  expected  to  lodge.  I  have 
seen  bushes  and  trees  reflected  in  it,  with  as  much  accuracy 
as  though  it  had  been  the  face  of  a  clear  and  still  lake.**— 
Pottimgtr, 

**  As  to  the  Qnbellevers,  their  works  are  like  a  vapor  in  a 
plain,  which  the  thirsty  traveller  thinketh  to  be  water,  unUl 
when  he  eometh  thereto  he  findeth  it  to  be  aothing.*'— JT*- 
r«i,  chap.  84. 

*  **  A  wind  which  prevails  in  February,  called  Bldmusk, 
ftom  a  small  and  odorlfonms  flower  of  that  name.'*— ^*  The 
viBd  which  blows  these  flowers  eomnMmly  lasts  ttU  the  end 
•T  the  nBonth.**—!^  Brufn. 


to  her  Ladies,  when  FntAMoaz  appeared  at  the  door 
of  the  pavilion.  In  his  presence,  of  course,  every 
thing  else  was  forgotten,  and  the  continuance  of  the 
story  was  instantly  requested  by  all.  Fresh  wood  of 
aloes  was  set  to  bum  in  the  cassolets ; — the  violet 
sherbets*  were  hastily  handed  round,  and  after  a 
short  prelude  on  his  lute,  m  the  pathetic  measure  of 
Nava,*  which  is  always  tised  to  express  the  lamenta- 
tions of  absent  kyveis,  the  Poet  thus  continued :-« 


The  day  is  low'ring — stilly  black 
Sleeps  the  grim  wave,  while  heav'n's  rackt 
Dispersed  and  wild,  'twixt  earth  and  sky 
Hangs  like  a  shattered  canopy. 
There's  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain 

But  tells  of  storm  to  come  or  past ; — 
Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 

Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast ; — 
There,  roU'd  in  masses  dark  and  swelling. 
As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling ! 
While  some,  already  burst  and  riv'n. 
Seem  melting  down  the  verge  of  heav'n  ; 
As  though  the  infant  storm  had  rent 

The  mighty  womb  that  gave  him  birth. 
And,  having  swept  the  firmament, 

Was  now  in  fierce  career  for  earth. 

On  earth  'twas  yet  all  calm  around, 
A  pulseless  silence,  dread,  profound, 
More  awful  than  the  tempest's  sound. 

*  *'  The  Biajiis  are  of  two  races :  the  one  Is  settled  on  Bor- 
neo, and  are  a  rude  but  warlike  and  industrious  nation,  who 
reckon  themselves  the  original  possessors  of  the  island  of 
Borneo.  The  other  Is  a  species  of  sea-gipsies  or  itinerant  fish- 
ermen, who  live  in  small  covered  boats,  and  eqjoy  a  perpet- 
ual summer  on  the  eastern  ocean,  shilUng  to  leeward  fhim 
island  to  island,  with  the  variations  of  the  monsoon.  In  some 
of  their  customs  this  singular  race  resemble  the  natives  of 
the  Maldlvia  islands.  The  Maldivians  annually  launch  a 
small  tiark,  loaded  with  perAimes,  gums,  flowers,  and  odo- 
riferous wood,  and  turn  it  adrift  at  the  mercy  of  wind  and 
waves,  as  an  ofifering  to  the  Spint  •f  ikt  ffind*  ;  and  some- 
times similar  oflbrings  are  made  to  the  spirit  whom  they 
term  tJU  King  of  tJu  Sta.  In  like  manner  the  Bii^iis  per- 
form their  oflering  to  the  god  of  evil,  launching  a  small  bark, 
loaded  with  all  the  sins  and  misfortunes  of  the  nation,  which 
are  imagined  to  fidl  tm  the  unhappy  crew  that  may  be  so 
unlucky  as  first  to  meet  with  it.**— Dr.  Lefdtn  on  the  Lan- 
guage and  Literature  of  the  Indo-Chinese  Nations. 

*  *«The  sweet-scented  violet  is  one  of  the  plants  most  es- 
teemed, particiflarly  for  ito  great  use  in  Sorbet,  which  tbey 
make  (^violet  sugar.**— IfastetfiitsL 

**The  sherbet  they  roost  esteeov  and  which  Is  dnia|  hj 
the  Grand  Bignor  himseU;  Is  made  of  violets  and  sugar.**— 


•  **  Last  of  an  she  took  a  guitar,  and  soag  a  pathetie  air  ia 
the  Deasare  ealled  Nava,  whi^  Is  always  used  to  ezprass 
the  lamentations  of  absent  lovers.**— Pirmsa  TWss. 
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The  diver  steer*d  for  Ormus*  bowen, 
And  raoor'd  bis  skiff  till  calmer  hoan ; 
The  sea-birds,  with  portentous  screech, 
Flew  fast  to  land  ; — ^upon  the  beacb 
The  pilot  oil  had  paused,  with  glance 
Tun'd  upward  to  that  wild  expanse  ;— 
And  all  was  boding,  drear,  and  dark 
As  her  own  soul,  when  Hinda's  bark 
Went  slowly  from  the  Persian  shores 
No  music  timed  her  parting  oar,' 
Nor  friends  upon  the  less'ning  strand 
Lingered,  to  wave  the  unseen  hand, 
Or  speak  the  farewell,  heard  no  more  ; — 
But  lone,  unheeded,  from  the  bay 
The  vessel  takes  its  mournful  way, 
like  some  ill-destined  ba'-k  that  steers 
In  silence  Uirough  the  Gate  of  Tears.* 

And  where  was  stem  Al  Hassan  then  ^ 
Could  not  that  saintly  scourge  of  men 
From  bloodshed  and  devotion  spare 
One  minute  for  a  farewell  there  ? 
No — close  within,  in  changeful  fits 
Of  cursing  and  of  pray'r,  he  sits 
In  savage  loneliness  to  brood 
Upon  the  coming  night  of  blood, — 

With  that  keen,  second-scent  of  death. 
By  which  the  vulture  snufi  his  food 

In  the  still  warm  and  living  breath !' 
While  o*er  the  wave  his  weeping  daughter 
Is  wafted  from  these  scenes  of  slaughter,— 
As  a  young  bird  of  Babylon,^ — 
Let  loose  to  tell  of  victory  won. 
Flies  home,  with  wing,  ah  !  not  unstain'i 
By  the  red  hands  that  held  her  chained. 

And  does  the  long-loft  homo  she  seeks 

Light  up  no  gladness  on  her  cheeks  7 

The  flow'rs  she  nursed — ^the  well-known  groves, 

Where  oft  in  dreams  her  spirit  roves — 

Once  more  to  see  her  dear  gazelles 

Come  bounding  with  their  silver  bells ; 

Her  birds'  new  plumage  to  behold, 

And  the  gay,  gleaming  fishes  count. 
She  left,  all  fiUeted  with  gold. 

Shooting  around  tlieir  jasper  fount  ;* 


1  "The  Easterns  used  to  set  oat  on  their  ionser  voyages 
with  mvu\c.**—Harmer, 

s  "The  Gate  of  Tears,  the  stralbi  or  passage  into  the  Red 
Sea,  commonly  called  Dabelmandei.  It  received  this  name 
(torn  the  old  Arabians,  on  accoant  of  the  deinger  of  the  navi- 
gation, and  the  number  of  shipwrecks  by  which  it  was  dis- 
tiatplshed ;  which  induced  them  to  consider  as  dead,  and  to 
wear  mourning  fur,  all  who  had  the  boldness  to  haxard  the 
passage  through  it  Into  the  Ethioplc  occAn."— Richardson. 

*  **  I  have  beea  told  that  whensoever  an  animal  falls  down 
dead,  one  or  more  voltoret,  unseen  before,  Instantly  hp' 
pear.**— PmimiiI. 


Her  little  garden  mosque  to  see. 

And  once  again,  at  evening  hour, 
To  tell  her  ruby  rosary* 

In  her  own  sweet  acacia  bow'rw— 
Can  these  delights,  that  wait  her  now, 
Call  up  no  sunshine  on  her  brow  ? 
No, — silent,  from  her  train  apart, — 
As  even  now  she  felt  at  heart 
The  chill  of  her  approaching  doom, — 
She  sits,  all  lovely  m  her  gloom 
As  a  pale  Angel  of  the  Grave ; 
And  o'er  the  wide,  tempestuous  n-ave. 
Looks,  with  a  shudder,  to  those  tow'rs. 
Where,  in  a  few  short  awful  hours. 
Blood,  blood,  in  streaming  tides  shall  nm. 
Foul  mcense  for  to-morrow's  snn ! 
"  Where  art  thou,  glorious  stranger !  thou, 
«  So  loved,  so  lost,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
"  Foe — Gheber— infidel — whatever 
'*  Th'  unliallow'd  name  thou'rt  docm'd  to  bear, 
«  Still  glorious— still  to  this  fond  heart 
**  Dear  as  its  blood,  whatever  thou  art ! 
"  Yes— Alla,  dreadful  Alla  !  yes— 
"  If  there  be  wrong,  be  crime  in  this, 
"  Let  the  black  waves  that  roimd  us  roll, 
"  Whelm  me  this  instant,  ere  my  soul, 
"  Forgetting  faith — home— father — all — 
**  Before  its  earthly  idol  fall, 
"  Nor  worship  ov'n  Thyself  above  him— 
"  For,  oh,  so  wildly  do  I  love  him, 
"  Thy  Paradise  itself  were  dim 
"  And  joyless,  if  not  shared  with  him !" 
Her  hands  were  clasp'd — her  eyes  nptoni'd, 

Dropping  their  tears  like  moonlight  rain  ; 
And,  though  her  lip,  fond  raver !  biim*d 

With  w.)rds  of  passion,  bold,  profane. 
Yet  was  there  light  around  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes, 
Which    showed, — ^though    wand*ring   eatthwa.-! 
now, — 

Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes — ^for  a  spirit  pure  as  hers 
Is  alwa}'B  pure,  ov'n  while  it  em ; 
As  sunshine,  broken  in  the  rill. 
Though  tum*d  astray,  is  sunshine  still ! 


*  "  They  fasten  some  writing  to  the  wings  of  a  Bagdat  or 
Babylonian  pigeon.** — TnvtU  ofetrtain  Emjftukauu. 

*"The  Empress  of  Jehan-Ooire  used  to  divert  henelf 
with  feeding  tame  fish  in  her  canals,  some  of  which  were 
many  years  afterwards  known  by  fillets  of  gold,  which  she 
caused  to  be  put  round  them.** — Harris. 

•  "  Le  Tespih,  qui  est  un  chapelet,  compoad  de  00  petites 
boules  d*agathe,  de  Jaspe,  d'ambre,  de  corall,  on  d*autie  ma- 
tidre  prtcleuse.  J*en  ai  vn  un  superbe  an  Seigaear  Jerpoa ; 
11  etoit  de  belles  et  grosses  perles  parfkiles  et  H>^lea,  estSsai 
trente  mllle  piastres.*'— TWcrcni. 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


429 


So  wholly  had  her  mmd  forgot 
All  thoughts  hot  one,  she  heeded  not 
Tlie  rising  storm — the  wave  that  cast 
A  moment's  midnight,  as  it  pass'd — 
Nor  heard  the  frequent  shont,  the  tread 
Of  gath'ring  tumnH  o'er  her  head — 
Clash'd  swords,  and  tongaes  that  seem'd  to  vie 
With  the  rode  ri<4  of  the  sky.— 
But,  hark ! — that  war-whoop  on  the  deck- 
That  crash,  as  if  each  engine  there, 
Mast,  sails,  and  all,  were  gone  to  wreck, 

Mid  yells  and  stampings  of  despair ! ' 
Merciful  Heaven !  what  can  it  be  ? 
Tis  not  the  storm,  though  fearfully 
The  ship  has  shudder'd  as  she  rode 
0*er  mountain-waves — **  Forgive  me,  God ! 
"  Forgive  me"— shriek'd  the  maid,  and  knelt, 
Trembling  all  over — ^for  she  felt 
As  if  her  judgment-hour  was  near ; 
While  crouching  round,  half  dead  with  fear, 
Her  handmaids  clung,  nor  breathed,  nor  stirr'd— 
When,  hark ! — a  second  crash — a  third — 
And  now,  as  if  a  bolt  of  thunder 
Had  riv'n  the  laboring  planks  asunder. 
The  deck  falls  in — what  horrors  then ! 
Blood,  waves,  and  tackle,  swords  and  men 
Come  miz'd  together  through  the  chasms — 
Some  wretches  in  their  dying  spasm 
Still  fighting  on — and  some  that  call 
"  For  God  and  Ijian  !"  as  they  fall  I 

Whose  was  the  hand  that  tum'd  away 

The  perils  of  th'  infuriate  fray, 

And  snatch'd  her  breathless  from  beneath 

This  wilderment  of  wreck  and  death  ? 

She  knew  not — ^for  a  faintness  came 

Chill  o*er  her,  and  her  smking  frame 

Amid  the  ruins  of  that  hour 

Lay,  like  a  pale  and  scorched  flow'r. 

Beneath  the  red  volcano's  shower. 

Bat,  oh !  the  sights  and  sounds  of  dread 

That  shock*d  her  ere  her  senses  fled ! 

The  yawning  deck — ^the  crowd  that  strove 

Upon  the  tott'ring  planks  above— 

The  sail,  whose  fragmeuiB,  shiv'ring  o'er 

The  strugglers'  heads,  all  dash'd  with  gore, 

Fluttered  like  bloody  flags— the  clash 

Of  sabres,  and  the  lightning's  flash 

Upon  their  blades,  high  toas'd  about 

Like  meteor  brands' — as  if  throughout 


1  The  meteon  that  PUoy  calls  "  ikees.* 

s  "The  brilliant  Canofms,  vnaeen  la  Eoxopeaa  ehinatet.** 


*  Bee  Wllfbrd*!  loaned  Eoayi  oa  the  Baeied  Isles  la  the 

Wc«L 

«  A  piecioas  stone  of  the  Indies,  called  by  the  aadenti 


The  elements  one  ftiry  ran. 
One  gen'ral  rage,  that  left  a  doubt 
Which  was  the  fiercer,  HeaVn  or  Man ! 

Once  too — but  no — ^it  could  not  be— 

'Twas  fancy  all — ^yet  once  she  thought* 
While  yet  her  fading  eyes  could  see, 

High  on  the  rum'd  deck  she  caught 
A  glunpse  of  that  unearthly  form. 

That  glory  of  her  souir— even  then. 
Amid  the  whirl  of  wreck  and  storm, 

Shining  above  his  fellow-men. 
As,  on  some  black  and  troublous  night. 
The  Star  of  Egtft,*  whose  proud  light 
Never  hath  beam'd  on  those  who  rest 
In  the  White  Islands  of  the  West,' 
Bums  through  the  storm  with  looks  of  flame 
That  put  HeaVn's  cloudier  eyes  to  shame. 
But  no— 'twas  but  the  minute's  dream — 
A  fantasy — and  ere  the  scream 
Had  half-way  pass'd  her  pallid  lips, 
A  deathlike  swoon,  a  chill  eclipse 
Of  soul  and  sense  its  darkness  spread 
Around  her,  and  she  sunk,  as  dead. 

How  calm,  how  beautiful  comes  on 
The  stilly  hour,  when  storms  are  gone ; 
When  warring  winds  have  died  away. 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray. 
Melt  off,  and  leave  the  land  and  sea 
Sleeping  in  bright  tranquillity, — 
Fresh  as  if  Day  again  were  bom, 
Again  upon  the  lap  of  Mom ! — 
When  the  light  blossoms,  rudely  torn 
And  scatter'd  at  the  whirlwind's  will, 
Hang  floating  in  the  pure  air  still, 
Filling  it  all  with  precious  balm, 
In  gratitude  for  this  sweet  calm  ^ 
And  every  drop  the  tfaunder-show'iB 
Have  left  upon  the  grass  and  flow'rs 
Sparkles,  as  'twere  that  lightning-gem* 
Whose  liquid  flame  is  bom  of  them ! 
When,  'stead  of  one  unchanging  breexe, 
There  blow  a  thousand  gentle  airs, 
And  each  a  difiTrent  perfume  bears, — 
As  if  the  loveliest  plants  and  trees 
Had  vassal  breezes  of  their  own 
To  watch  and  wait  on  them  alone, 
And  waft  no  other  breath  than  theirs: 


Cersnnlam,  becanse  it  was  supposed  to  be  fonad  la  places 
where  thunder  had  fallen.  TertnlUaa  says  it  has  a  glitter* 
inf  appearance,  as  if  there  had  been  fire  in  It ;  and  the  au- 
thor of  the  Dissertation  In  Harris's  yoyages,  supposes  It  to 
be  the  opal. 
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When  tho  blae  waten  rise  and  fall, 
In  sleepy  sunshine  mantling  all ; 
And  ev'n  that  swell  the  tempest  leaves 
Is  like  the  full  and  silent  heaves 
Of  lovers'  hearts,  when  newly  bleas'd, 
Too  newly  to  be  quite  at  rest 

Such  was  the  golden  hour  that  broke 
Upon  the  world,  when  Hinda  woke 
From  her  long  trance,  and  heard  around 
No  motion  but  the  water's  sound 
Rippling  against  the  vessel's  side. 
As  slow  it  mounted  o'er  the  tide. — 
But  where  is  she  ? — her  eyes  are  dark. 
Are  wilder'd  still — is  this  the  bark. 
The  same,  that  from  Uarmozia's  bay 
Bore  her  at  mom — whoso  bloody  way 
The  sea-dog  track'd  ? — no— strange  and  ne^* 
Is  all  that  meets  her  wond'nng  view 
Upon  a  galliot's  deck  she  lies, 

Beneath  no  rich  pavilion's  shade, — 
No  plumes  to  fan  her  sleeping  eyes, 

Nor  jasmine  on  her  pillow  laid. 
But  the  rude  litter,  roughly  spread 
With  war-cloaks,  is  her  homely  bed, 
And  shawl  and  sash,  on  javelins  hung. 
For  awning  o'er  her  head  are  flung. 
Shudd'ring  she  look'd  around — there  lay 

A  group  of  warriors  in  the  sun. 
Resting  their  limbs,  as  for  thac  day 

Their  ministry  of  deaCn  were  done. 
Some  gazing  on  the  drowsy  sea. 
Lost  in  unconscious  revery ; 
And  some,  who  seem'd  but  ill  to  brook 
That  sluggish  calm,  with  many  a  look 
To  the  slack  sail  impatient  cast. 
As  loose  it  flagg'd  around  the  mast 

Blest  Alla  !  who  shall  save  her  now  7 

There's  not  in  all  that  warrior  band 
One  Arab  sword,  one  turban'd  brow 

From  her  own  Faithful  Moslem  land. 
Their  garb— the  leathern  belt'  that  wraps 

Each  yellow  vest' — that  rebel  hue — 
The  Tartar  fleece  upon  their  caps* — 

Yes — ^yes — her  fears  are  all  too  true. 
And  Heav'n  hath,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 
Abandon'd  her  to  Hafed's  power ; 
Hafbd,  the  Gheber  !— at  tho  thought 

Her  very  heart's  blood  chills  within ; 
He,  whom  her  soul  was  hourly  taught 

To  loathe,  as  some  foul  fiend  of  sin, 


>  D'HtrhdeU  art.  Agdoanl. 

*  ^  The  Gnebres  an  known  by  a  dark  yellow  color,  which 
the  men  adbct  In  their  clothes.*'— 7%com«t. 


Some  minister,  whom  Hell  had  sent, 
To  !))read  its  blast,  where'er  he  went, 
And  fling,  as  o'er  our  earth  he  trod, 
His  shadow  betwixt  man  and  God ! 
And  she  is  now  his  captive, — ^thrown 
In  his  fierce  hands,  alive,  alone  j 
His  th'  infuriate  band  she  sees, 
All  infidels — all  enemies !      ^ 
What  was  the  daring  hope  that  then 
Cross'd  her  like  lightning,  as  again, 
With  boldness  that  despair  had  lent, 

She  darted  through  that  anned  crowd 
A  look  so  searching,  so  intent. 

That  ev'n  the  sternest  warrior  bow'd 
Abash'd,  when  he  her  glances  caught. 
As  if  he  gueas'd  whose  form  they  sought 
But  no— she  sees  him  not — 'tis  gone, 
The  vision  that  before  her  shone 
Through  all  the  maze  of  blood  and  stoxm, 
Is  fled — 'twas  but  a  phantom  forai — 
One  of  those  passing,  rainbow  dreams. 
Half  light,  half  shade,  which  Fancy's  beams 
Paint  on  the  fleeting  mists  that  roll 
In  trance  or  slumber  round  the  souL 

But  now  the  bark,  with  livelier  bound. 
Scales  the   blue   wave — the  crew's    in  mc 
tion. 

The  oars  are  out,  and  with  light  sonnd 
Break  the  bright  mirror  of  the  ocean, 

Scatt'ring  its  brilliant  fragments  round. 

And  now  she  sees — with  horror  sees, 

Their  course  is  tow'rd  that  monntam-holdi — 

Those  tow'rs,  that  make  her  life-blood  fireeze, 

Where  Mecca's  godless  enemies 
lie,  like  beleaguer'd  sc<»pions,  roll'd 
In  their  last  deadly,  venomous  fold ! 

Amid  th'  illumined  land  and  flood 

Sunless  that  mighty  mountain  stood ; 

Save  where,  above  its  awful  head. 

There  shone  a  flaming  cloud,  Uood-red, 

As  'twere  the  flag  of  destiny 

Hung  out  to  mark  where  death  would  be ! 

Had  her  bewildered  mind  the  pow^ 
Of  thought  in  this  terrific  hour. 
She  well  might  marvel  where  or  how 
Man's  foot  could  scale  that  mountain^  brow, 
Since  ne'er  had  Arab  heard  or  known 
Of  path  but  through  the  glen  alonow^ 
But  every  thought  was  lost  in  fear, 
When,  as  their  bounding  bark  drew  near 


t  *«  The  Kolah,  or  cap,  won  by  (he  Petsiaiis,  Is  ] 
the  skin  of  tho  sheep  of  Tanary.**—  Wiring. 
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The  craggy  base,  she  felt  the  wares 

But  soon  this  balmy  freshness  fled— 

Hany  them  tow'rd  thoee  dismal  cavety 

For  now  the  steepy  labyrinth  led 

That  from  the  Deep  in  windings  pass 

Beneath  that  Mount's  volcanic  mass ; — 

And  fall  of  loosen'd  crags  that  rouse 

And  lond  a  voice  on  deck  commands 

The  leopard  from  his  hungry  sleep. 

To  low'r  the  most  and  light  the  brands  !— 

Who,  starting,  thinks  each  crag  a  prey. 

Instantly  o'er  the  dashing  tide 

And  long  is  heard,  from  steep  to  steep. 

Within  a  cavern's  mouth  they  glide, 

Chasing  them  down  their  thund'iing  way ! 

Gfoomy  as  that  eternal  Porch 

The  jackal's  cry — the  distant  moan 

Through  which  departed  spirits  go : — 

Of  the  hysna,  fierce  and  lone— 

.«Not  ev'n  the  flare  of  brand  and  torch 

And  that  eternal  sadd'ning  sound 

Its  flick'ring  light  could  further  throw 

Of  torrents  in  the  glen  beneath. 

Than  the  thick  flood  that  boU'd  below 

Ab  'twere  the  ever  dark  Profound 

SUent  they  floated— as  if  each 

That  rolls  beneath  the  Bridge  of  Death ! 

Sat  breathless,  and  too  awed  for  speech 

All,  all  is  fearful— ov'n  to  see. 

In  that  dark  chasm,  where  even  sound 

To  gaze  on  those  terrific  things 

Seem'd  dark, — so  sullenly  around 

She  now  but  blindly  bean,  would  be 

The  goblin  echoes  of  the  cave 

Relief  to  her  imagimngs ;  , 

Mutter'd  it  o'er  the  long1[)lack  wave, 

Since  never  yet  was  shape  so  dread. 

As  'twere  some  secret  of  the  grave ! 

But  Fancy,  thus  m  darkness  thrown, 

And  by  such  sounds  of  horroi  led. 

But  soft— they  pause — the  current  tunM 

Could  frame  more  dreadful  of  her  own. 

Beneath  them  from  its  onward  track  ;— 

Some  mighty,  unseen  barrier  spurns 

But  does  she  dream  7  has  Fear  again 

The  vexed  tide,  all  foaming,  back. 

Perplex'd  the  workings  of  her  brain. 

And  scarce  the  oars'  redoubled  force 

Or  did  a  voice,  all  music,  then 

Can  stem  the  edd/s  whu-ling  course ; 

Come  from  the  gloom,  lew  whisp'ring  near— 

When,  hark !— eome  desp'rale  foot  has  sprung 

"  Tremble  not,  love,  thy  Gheber's  here  T 

Among  the  rocks— the  chain  is  flung— 

She  does  not  dream — all  sense,  all  ear. 

The  oars  are  up— the  grapple  clings, 

She  drinks  the  woids,  "  Thy  Gheber's  here." 

And  the  toss'd  bark  m  moorings  swings. 

*Twas  his  own  voice— she  could  not  err — 

Just  tlien,  a  day-beam  through  the  shade 

Throughout  the  breathing  worid's  extent 

Broke  tremulous— but,  ere  the  maid 

There  was  but  otu  such  voice  for  her. 

Can  see  from  whence  the  brightness  steals, 

So  kind,  so  soft,  so  eloquent ! 

Upon  her  brow  she  shudd'ring  feels 

Oh,  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

A  viewless  hand,  that  promptly  ties 

Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightuigale, 

A  bandage  round  her  burning  eyes  ; 

And  to  some  meaner  minstrel's  lay 

While  the  rude  litter  where  she  lies. 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil,* 

Uplifted  by  the  warrior  throng. 

Than  Love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone, 

O'er  the  steep  rocks  is  borne  along. 

A  breath  of  the  beloved  one ! 

Blest  power  of  sunshine  I — genial  Day, 

1 

Though  blest,  'mid  all  her  ills,  to  thmk 

What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  rf    ! 

She  has  that  one  beloved  near. 

To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss, 

Whose  smile,  though  met  on  ruin's  brink. 

That  had  the  worki  no  joy  Sut  this. 

Hath  power  to  make  even  rum  dear, — 

To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweety — 

Yet  soon  this  gleam  of  rapture,  cross'd 

It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 

By  fears  for  him,  is  chill'd  and  lost 

For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 

How  shall  the  ruthless  Hafed  brook 

The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

That  one  of  Gheber  blood  should  look. 

Ev'n  HiNDA,  though  she  saw  not  where 

With  aught  but  curses  in  his  eye. 

Or  whither  wound  the  perilous  road, 

On  her  a  maid  of  Araby— 

Yet  knew  by  that  awak'ning  air. 

Which  suddenly  around  her  glow'd. 

i  A  fyeqaent  iina|{«  among  the  ortcotal  poeU     *  His 

That  they  had  ris'n  from  darkness  then, 

Blghtlogales  warbled  their  encbaattBg  notet,  and  lent  tte 

And  breathed  the  sunny  world  again ! 

tkla  velU  of  Uie  io«e-bnd  sad  the  lOie."— J«i«i. 
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She  Bhudd'ring  tum*d  to  read  her  fate 

In  the  fierce  eyes  that  flash'd  around ; 
Jfad  saw  those  towers  all  desolate, 

That  o'er  her  head  terrific  frown'd, 
As  if  defying  ev'n  the  smile 
Of  that  soft  heav'n  to  gild  their  pile. 
In  vain  with  mingled  hope  and  fear, 
She  looks  for  him  whose  voice  so  dear 
Had  come,  like  music,  to  her  ear — 
Strange,  mocking  dream !  again  'tis  fled. 
And  oh,  the  shoots,  the  pangs  of  dread 
That  through  her  inmost  bosom  run, 

When  voices  from  without  proclaim 
««  Hated,  the  Chief  "—and,  one  by  one, 
The  warriors  shout  that  fearful  name ! 

He  comes— the  rock  resounds  his  tread — 

How  shall  she  daro  to  lift  her  head. 

Or  meet  those  eyes  whose  scorching  glare 

Not  Yemen's  boldest  sons  can  bear? 

In  whose  red  beam,  the  Moslem  tells, 

Such  rank  and  deadly  lustre  dwells. 

As  in  those  hellish  fires  that  light 

The  mandrake's  chamel  leaves  at  night* 

How  shall  slie  bear  that  voice's  tone. 

At  whose  loud  battle-cry  alone 

Whole  squadrons  oft  in  panic  ran. 

Scattered  like  some  vast  caravan. 

When,  stretch'd  at  evening  round  the  well. 

They  hear  the  thirsting  tiger's  yelL 

Breathless  she  stands,  with  eyes  cast  down. 
Shrinking  beneath  the  fiery  frown, 
Which,  fancy  tells  her,  from  that  brow 
b  flashing  o'er  her  fiercely  now : 
And  shudd'ring  as  she  hears  the  tread 

Of  his  retiring  warrior  band. — 
Never  was  pause  so  full  of  dread ; 

Till  Hafed  with  a  trembling  hand 
Took  hers,  and,  leaning  o'er  her,  said, 
"  HcTDA  ;" — that  word  was  all  he  spoke. 
And  'twas  enough— the  shriek  that  broke 

From  her  full  bosom,  told  the  rest- 
Panting  with  terror,  joy,  surprise. 
The  maid  but  lifts  her  wond'ring  eyes. 

To  hide  them  on  her  Gheber's  breast ! 
Tis  he,  'tis  he— the  man  of  blosd, 
The  fellest  of  the  Fire-fiend's  brood, 
Hafed,  the  demon  of  the  fight, 
Whose  voice  unnerves,  whose  glances  blightr- 
Is  her  own  loved  Gheber,  mild 
And  glorious  as  when  first  he  smiled 
In  her  lone  tow'r,  and  left  such  beams 
Of  his  pure  eye  to  light  her  dreams, 

1  ••  The  AraUani  call  Um  mandnOEe '  the  Devil*!  candle,* 
m  Mcoant  of  its  ihinlng  appearance  in  the  night**— 


That  she  believed  her  bower  had  giv'n 
Rest  to  some  wanderer  from  heav'n ! 

Moments  there  are,  and  this  was  one 
Snatch'd  like  a  minute's  gleam  of  sun 
Amid  the  black  Simoom's  eclipse— 

Or,  like  those  verdant  spots  that  bloom 
Around  the  crater's  burning  lips, 

Sweet'ning  the  very  edge  of  doom ! 
The  past— the  future— all  that  Fate 
Can  bring  of  dark  or  desperate 
Around  such  hours,  but  makes  them  cast 
Intenser  radiance  while  they  last ! 

Ev'n  he,  this  youth— though  dunm'd  and  gone 

Each  star  of  Hope  that  cheered  him  on — 

His  glorieslost— his  cause  betray*d — 

Iran,  his  dear-loved  country,  made 

A  land  of  carcasses  and  slaves. 

One  dreary  waste  of  chains  and  graves !— ^ 

Himself  but  ling'ring,  dead  at  heart. 

To  see  the  last,  long  struggling  breath 
Of  Liberty's  great  soul  depart, 

Then  lay  him  down  and  share  her  death — 
Ev'n  he,  so  sunk  in  wretchedness, 

With  doom  still  darker  gath'ring  o'er  him. 
Yet,  in  this  moment's  pure  caress, 
In  the  mild  eyes  that  shone  before  him. 
Beaming  that  blest  assurance,  worth 
AH  other  transports  known  on  earth. 
That  he  was  loved— well,  warmly  loved— 
Oh !  in  this  precious  hour  he  proved 
How  deep,  how  thorough-felt  the  glow 
Of  rapture,  kindling  out  of  wo ; — 
How  exquisite  one  angle  drop 
Of  bliss,  thus  sparkling  to  the  top 
Of  mis'ry's  cup— how  keenly  quaflTd, 
Though  death  must  follQW  on  the  draught ! 

She,  too,  while  garing  on  those  eyes 

That  sink  into  her  soul  so  deep. 
Forgets  all  fears,  all  miseries. 

Or  feels  them  like  the  wretch  in  sleep, 
Whom  fancy  cheats  mto  a  smile. 
Who  dreams  of  joy,  and  sobs  the  while ! 
The  mighty  Rums  where  they  stood. 

Upon  the  mount's  high,  rocky  verge. 
Lay  open  tow'rds  the  ocean  flood. 

Where  lightly  o'er  the  illumined  surge 
Many  a  fair  bark  that,  all  the  day, 
Had  lurk'd  in  shelt'ring  creek  or  bay. 
Now  bounded  on,  and  gave  their  sails, 
Yet  drippoig,  to  the  ev'ning  gales ; 
Like  eagles,  when  the  storm  is  done. 
Spreading  their  wet  wings  in  the  son 
The  beauteous  clouds,  though  daylight  Star 
Had  sunk  behmd  the  hiDs  of  Las, 
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Were  still  with  ling'ring  glories  bright^— 
As  if»  to  grace  the  gorgeons  West, 

The  Spirit  of  departing  light 
That  eve  had  left  his  sunny  vest 

Behind  him,  ere  he  winged  his  flight 
Never  was  scene  so  formed  for  love  I 
Beneath  them  waves  of  crystal  move 
In  silent  swell — Heav'n  glows  above, 
And  their  pure  hearts,  to  transport  giv*n, 
Swell  like  the  wave,  and  glow  like  Heav*a. 

But  ah !  too  soon  that  dream  is  past — 

Again,  again  her  fear  returns ; — 
Night,  dreadful  night,  is  gathering  fast, 

More  famtly  the  horizon  bums, 
And  every  rosy  tint  that  lay  • 

On  the  smooth  sea  hath  died  away. 
Hastily  to  the  darkening  skies 
A  glance  she  casts — then  wildly  cries 
"  At  night,  he  said — and,  look,  'tis  near — 

"  Fly,  fly — ^if  yet  thou  loVst  me,  fly — 
"  Soon  will  his  murd'rous  band  be  here, 

<<  And  I  shall  see  thee  bleed  and  die. — 
"  Hush !  heard*st  thou  not  the  tramp  of  men 
"  Soundmg  from  yonder  fearful  glen  ? — 
"  Perhaps  ev*n  now  they  climb  the  wood— 

"  Fly,  fly— though  still  the  West  is  bright, 
"  He'll  come — oh !  yes — he  wants  thy  blood — 

"  I  know  him — ^he*ll  not  wait  for  night !" 

In  terrors  ov'n  to  agony 

She  clings  around  the  wond'ring  Chief ; — 
"  Alaa.  poor  wilder'd  maid !  to  me 

"  Thou  ow'st  this  raving  trance  of  griefl 
**  Lost  as  I  am,  naught  ever  grew 
"  Beneath  my  shade  but  perish'd  too— 
"  My  doom  is  like  the  Dead  Sea  air, 
"  And  nothing  lives  that  enters  there  I 
**  Why  were  our  barks  together  driv'n 
**  Beneath  this  morning's  furious  heav'n  ? 
"  Why,  when  I  saw  the  prize  that  chance 

"  Had  thrown  into  my  desp'rate  arms, — 
«  When,  casting  but  a  single  glance 

"  Upon  thy  pale  and  prostrate  charms, 
"  I  vow'd  (though  watching  viewless  o'er 

•*  Thy  safety  through  that  hour's  alarms) 
*'  To  meet  th'  unmanning  sight  no  more— 
"  Why  have  I  broke  that  heart-wrung  vow  ? 
"  Why  weakly,  madly  met  thee  now  ? — 
'<  Start  not — that  noise  is  but  the  shock 

"  Of  torrents  through  yon  valley  hurPd — 
'*  Dread  nothing  here — ^upon  this  rock 

<*  We  stand  above  the  jarring  world. 


For  an  aecoant  of  IsxTnoaie;  the  petrified  city  Ir.  Upper 
Egypt,  where,  It  U  lald,   here  are  many  ttatocs  of  men, 


"  Alike  beyond  its  hope — ^its  dread-* 
**  In  gloomy  safety,  like  the  Dead !  ^ 

"  Or,  could  ev'n  earth  and  hell  unite 
<*  In  league  to  storm  this  Sacred  Height, 
"  Fear  nothing  thou — ^myself,  to-night, 
"  And  each  o'eriookmg  star  that  dwells 
"  Near  God,  will  be  thy  sentinels ; — 
"  And,  ere  to-morrow's  dawn  shall  glow, 

"  Back  to  thy  su-e " 

**  To-morrow ! — no**— 
The  maiden  scream'd — "  thoult  never  see 
**  To-morrow's  sun — death,  death  will  be 
"  The  night-cry  through  each  reeking  tower, 
"  Unless  we  fly,  ay,  fly  iWk  hour  I 
"  Thou  art  betray'd — some  wretch  who  knew 
"  That  dreadful  ^Vn's  mysterious  clew — 
"  Nay,  doubt  not — ^by  ycti  stars,  'tis  true — 
"  Hath  sold  thee  to  my  vengeAil  sire ; 
**  This  morning,  with  that  smOe  so  dire 
**  He  wears  in  joy,  he  told  me  all, 
**  And  stamp'd  in  triumph  through  our  hall, 
"  As  though  thy  heart  already  beat 
'<  Its  last  life-throb  beneath  his  feet ! 
"  Good  Heav'n,  how  little  dream'd  I  then 

"  His  victim  was  my  own  loved  youth ! — 
"  Fly — send — ^let  some  one  watch  the  glen— 

"  By  all  my  hopes  of  heav'n  'tis  truth !" 

Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  freezes 

Founts,  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play'd 
Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seizes 

The  trusting  bosom,  when  betray'd. 
He  felt  it — deeply  felt — and  stood, 
As  if  the  tale  had  froz'n  his  Uood, 

So  mazed  and  motionless  was  he  ;^ 
Like  one  whom  sudden  spells  enchant* 
Or  some  muto,  marble  habitant 

Of  the  still  Halls  of  IsaxoNiE !' 

But  soon  the  pamful  chill  was  o'er, 
And  his  great  soul,  herself  once  moro, 
Look'd  from  his  brow  in  all  the  rays 
Of  her  host,  happiest,  grandest  days. 
Never,  in  moment  most  elate. 

Did  that  high  spirit  loftier  rise ; — 
While  bright,  serene,  determinate, 

His  looks  are  lifted  to  the  skies, 
As  if  the  signal  lights  of  Fate 

Were  shining  in  those  awlhl  eyes ! 
'Tis  come— his  hour  of  martyrdom 
In  Iran's  sacred  cause  is  come ; 
And,  though  his  life  hath  pass'd  away, 
Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day, 

I,  &c,  to  be  seen  to  this  day,  see  P§rrf»  W^m  tf** 
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Yet  shall  his  death-hour  leave  a  track 

"  If  m  that  soul  thon'st  ever  felt 

Of  glory,  permanent  and  bright, 

"  Half  what  thy  lips  impaasion'd  swore, 

To  which  the  brave  of  after-tunes, 

"  Here,  on  my  knees  that  never  knelt 

The  8uff*ring  brave,  shall  long  look  back 

"  To  any  but  their  God  before, 

With  proud  regret,-— «nd  by  its  light 

"  I  pray  thee,  as  thou  loVst  me,  fly— 

Watch  through  the  hours  of  slavery's  night 

"  Now,  now— ere  yet  theu:  blades  are  nigh 

For  vengeance  on  th'  oppressor's  crimes. 

«  Oh  haste— the  bark  that  bore  me  hither 

This  rock,  his  monument  aloft, 

"  Can  waft  ns  o'er  yon  dark'ning  sea, 

Shall  speak  the  tale  to  many  an  age ; 

"  East— west— alas,  I  care  not  whither. 

And  hither  bardi  and  heroes  oft 

"  So  thou  art  safe,  and  I  with  thee ! 

Shall  come  in  secret  pilgrimage, 

"  Go  where  we  wiU,  this  hand  in  thine, 

And  bring  their  warrior  sous,  and  tell 

"  Those  eyes  before  me  smiling  thus, 

The  wond'ring  boys  where  Hafed  fell ; 

"Through    good    and    ill,  through    storm    and 

And  swear  them  on  those  lone  remains 

shine. 

Of  their  lost  country's  ancient  fanes, 

**  The  worid's  a  worid  of  love  for  us ! 

Never— whUe  breath  of  life  shaU  Uve 

Within  them — never  to  forgive 

Th'  accursed  race,  whose  rutliless  chain 

"  Where  thus  to  worship  tenderiy 

Hath  left  on  Iran's  neck  a  stain 

"  An  erring  chUd  of  light  Uke  thee 

Blood,  blood  alone  can  cleanse  agam ! 

"  WiU  not  be  sin— or,  if  it  be. 

"  Where  we  may  weep  our  faults  away. 

Such  are  the  swelling  thoughts  that  now 

''  Together  kneelmg,  night  and  day. 

Enthrone  themselves  on  Hafed's  brow ; 

"  Thou,  for  my  sake,  at  At.t.a's  shrine, 

And  ne'er  did  Saint  of  Issa*  gaze 

«  And  I— at  any  God's,  for  thine !" 

On  the  red  wreath,  for  martyrs  twined, 

More  proudly  than  the  youth  surveys 

Wildly  these  passionate  words  she  spoke- 

That  pile,  wliich  through  the  gloom  behmd, 

Then  hung  her  head,  and  wept  for  shame  ; 

Half  lighted  by  the  altar's  fire. 

Sobbing,  as  if  a  heart-string  broke 

Glimmers — his  destined  funeral  pyre  ? 

With  every  deep-heaved  sob  that  came. 

Heap'd  by  his  own,  his  comrades'  hands, 

While  he,  young,  warm— oh  !  wonder  not 

Of  eVry  wood  of  odorous  breath. 

If,  for  a  moment,  pride  and  fame, 

His  oath — his  cause — that  shrine  of  flame, 

Ready  to  fold  in  radiant  death 

And  Iran's  self  are  all  forgot 

The  few  still  left  of  those  who  swore 

For  her  whom  at  his  feet  he  sees 

To  perish  there,  when  hope  was  o'er — 

Kneeling  in  speechless  agonies. 

The  few,  to  whom  that  couch  of  flame. 

No,  blame  him  not,  if  Hope  awhile 

Which  rescues  them  from  bonds  and  shame, 

Dawn'd  m  his  soul,  and  threw  her  smile 

Is  sweet  and  welcome  as  the  bed 

O'er  hours  to  come— o'er  days  aud  nights. 

For  their  own  infant  Prophet  spread. 

Wing'd  with  those  precious,  pure  delights 

When  pitying  Hcav'n  to  roses  tum'd 

Which  she,  who  bends  all  beauteous  there, 

The  death-flames  that  beneath  him  bum'd  !• 

Was  bom  to  kmdle  and  to  share. 

A  tear  or  two,  which,  as  he  bow'd 

With  watchfulness  the  maid  attends 

To  raise  the  suppliant,  trembling  stole. 

His  rapid  glance,  where'er  it  bends — 

First  wam'd  him  of  this  dang'rous  cloud 

Why  shoot  his  eyes  such  awful  beams  ? 

Of  softness  passing  o'er  his  souL 

What  plans  he  now  ?  what  thinks  or  dreams  7 

Starting,  he  brush'd  the  drops  away. 

Alas  !  why  stands  he  musing  here. 

Unworthy  o'er  that  cheek  to  stray ; — 

When  ev'ry  moment  teems  with  fear  7 

Like  one  who,  on  the  mom  of  fight. 

"  Hafco,  my  own  beloved  Lord," 

Shakes  from  his  sword  the  dews  of  night. 

She  kneeling  cries—"  first,  last  adored ! 

That  had  but  dimm'd,  not  stain'd  its  light 

>  Jesus. 

Di«n  Pru»mu,  Orat.  36,  that  the  love  of  wisdom  and  vlrtoe 

«  The  Ghcbers  say  that  when  Abraham,  their  great  Pro- 

leading him  to  m  solitary  life  upon  a  moaotaln.  He  fbaad  it 

phet,  was  thrown  into  the  firo  by  order  of  Nimrod,  the  flame 

one  day  all  In  m  flame,  shining  with  celestial  fire,  oat  of 

twned  instantly  into  "  a  bed  of  roses,  where  the  child  sweet- 

which he  came  without  any  harm,  and  histitated  certahi 

ly  reposed."— 7T»»*mi>r. 

sacrtficei  to  God,  who,  he  declared,  then  appeared  to  him.** 

Of  their  other  Prophet,  Zoroaster,  there  is  a  story  told  la 

— Vide  PolrisJk  on  Endiu,  lU.  8. 
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Yot,  though  subdued  th'  unneiTiiig  thrill» 
Its  warmthi  its  weakness,  lingered  still 

So  touching  in  its  look  and  tone, 
That  the  fond,  fearing,  hopmg  maid 
Half  counted  on  the  flight  she  pray*d, 

Half  thought  the  hero's  soul  was  grown 

As  soft,  as  yielding  as  her  own. 
And  smiled  and  bleasM  him,  while  he  said, 
"Yea — ^if  there  be  some  happier  sphere, 
"  Where  fadeless  truth  like  ours  is  dear, — 
"  If  there  be  any  land  of  rest 

"  For  those  who  love  and  ne'er  forget, 
"  Oh  1  comfort  thoe — for  safe  and  bless'd 

"  We'll  meet  in  that  calm  region  yet !" 

Scarce  had  she  time  to  ask  her  heart 
If  good  or  ill  these  words  impart. 
When  the  roused  youth  impatient  flew 
To  the  tow'r-wall,  where,  high  in  view, 
A  pond'rous  sea-horn'  hung,  and  Uew 
A  signal,  deep  and  dread  as  those 
The  storm-fiend  at  his  rising  blowa — 
Full  well  his  Chieftains,  sworn  and  tme 
Through  life  and  death,  that  signal  knew ; 
For  'twas  th'  appointed  warning  blast, 
Th'  alarm,  to  tell  when  hope  was  past, 
And  the  tremendous  death-die  cast ! 
And  there,  upon  the  monld'ring  tow'r. 
Hath  hung  this  sea-horn  many  an  hour, 
Ready  to  sound  o'er  land  and  sea 
That  dirge-note  of  the  brave  and  fi?ee 

• 
They  came— his  Chieftains  at  the  call 
Came  slowly  round,  and  with  them  all — 
Alas,  how  few  ! — ^the  worn  remains 
Of  those  who  late  o'er  Keeman^s  plains 
Went  gayly  prancing  to  the  clash 

Of  Moorish  zel  and  tymbalon. 
Catching  new  hope  from  every  flash 

Of  their  long  lances  in  the  sun. 
And,  as  their  coursers  charged  the  wind. 
And  the  white  ox-tails  streamed  beliind,* 
Looking,  a#  if  the  steeds  they  rode 
Were  wing'd,  and  every  Chief  a  God ! 
How  fairn,  how  alter'd  now !  how  wan 
Each  scarr'd  and  faded  visage  shone 
As  round  the  burning  shrine  they  came  ; — 

How  deadly  was  the  glare  it  cast. 
As  mute  they  paused  before  the  flame 

To  light  their  torches  as  they  pass'd  ! 
'Twas  silence  all — the  youth  had  plann'd 
The  duties  of  his  soldier-band  ; 

1  "The  shell  ealled  Siiankos,  common  to  India,  Afi-icy, 
and  the  Medltenranean,  and  still  used  in  many  parts  as  a 
Cnimpet  for  blowing  aUurms  or  giving  signals ;  it  sends  forth 
a  deep  and  hoUow  soond.**— PcamiiC. 

*  *'The  finest  ornament  for  the  horses  is  made  of  six  large 


And  each  determined  brow  declare! 
His  faithful  Chieftains  well  know  theim. 


But  minutes  speed — anight  gems  the  i 
And  oh,  how  soon,  ye  Messed  eyes. 
That  look  from  heaven,  ye  may  behold 
Sights  that  will  turn  your  star-fires  cold ! 
Breathless  with  awe,  impatience,  hope. 
The  maiden  sees  the  veteran  groap 
Her  litter  silently  prepare, 

And  lay  it  at  her  trembUng  feet  f^ 
And  now  the  youth,  with  gentle  care. 

Hath  placed  her  in  the  sheltered  seat. 
And  preas'd  her  hand — ^that  lingering  prats 

Of  hands,  that  for  the  last  time  sever ; 
Of  hearts,  whose  pulse  of  happiness. 

When  that  hold  breaks,  is  dead  foreror 
And  yet  to  her  this  sad  caress 

Gives  hope—so  fondly  hope  can  eir ! 
'Twas  joy,  she  thought,  jojr's  mute  eicesi 

Their  happy  flight's  dear  harbinger ; 
'Twas  warmth — assurance— tenderness — 

'Twas  any  thing  but  leavmg  her. 

"  Haste,  haste !"  she  cried, "  the  clouds  grow  daikf 
"  But  still,  ere  night,  we'll  reach  the  baik ; 
"  And  by  to-morrow's  dawn — oh  bliss ! 

"  With  thee  upon  the  sun-bright  deep, 
«  Far  oS;  I'll  but  remember  this, 

**  As  some  dark  vanish'd  dream  of  deep ; 
"  And  thou "  but  ah ! — ^he  answers  not- 
Good  Heav*n ! — and  does  she  go  alone  T 
She  now  has  reach'd  that  dismal  spot, 

Where,  some  hours  since,  his  voice's  tone 
Had  come  to  sooth  her  fears  and  ills, 
Sweet  as  the  angel  Israfil's,' 
When  every  leaf  on  Eden's  tree 
Is  trembling  to  his  minstrelsy — 
Yet  now — oh,  now,  he  is  not  nigh^ — 

**  Hafed  !  my  Hafed  ! — if  it  be 
**  Thy  will,  thy  doom  this  night  to  die, 

"  Let  me  but  stay  to  die  with  thee, 
"  And  I  will  bless  thy  loved  name, 
"  Till  the  last  life-breath  leave  this  frame. 
«  Oh  !  let  our  lips,  our  cheeks  be  laid 
"  But  near  each  other  while  they  fade ; 
"  Let  us  but  mix  our  parting  breaths, 
"  And  I  can  die  ten  thousand  deaths ! 
"  Yon  too,  who  hurry  me  away 
"  So  cruelly,  one  moment  stay — 

**  Oh !  stay — one  moment  is  not  mach — 

flying  tassels  of  long  white  hair  Mken  oat  of  the  taUx' 
wild  oxen,  that  are  to  be  found  in  some  plaecsof  thtii' 
dies." — TTievenot. 

•  **  The  angel  Israfil,  who  has  the  Boost  mekrfkmvvi* 
of  all  God*s  cnatoies.**— Stfs. 
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f  come— for  him  I  pray — 
8J  Hafkd  !" — all  the  way 
acntings,  that  would  touch 
one,  she  Bhriek*d  his  name 
woods — no  Hafsd  came : — 
pair — you've  look'd  your  last  >— 
:s  should  both  have  broken  then 
I  o'er — your  doom  is  cast — 
3r  meet  on  earth  a^in ! 

who  hears  her  cries ! 

ay  down  the  steep  he  stands, 

th  fix'd  and  feverish  eyes 

ler  of  those  bummg  brands, 

10  rocks,  with  mournful  ray, 

oves  on  earth  away  ! 

hey  who,  far  at  sea, 

1  moon  have  just  consign*d 

one,  loved  tenderly, 

ik  flood  they  leave  behind  ; 

eck  still  Ung'riug  stay, 

£  back,  with  sad  delay, 

t  moonlight  on  the  wave, 

)'er  that  cheerless  grave. 

e  starts — what  heard  he  then  ? 

I  shout  I — across  the  glen 

d-side  it  comes,  and  loud 

1  the  chasm  ;  as  if  the  crowd 

ngs,  that  haunt  that  dell, 

d  Dives  and  shapes  of  hell, 

e  dread  howl  broke  out,   . 

rrible  that  shout ! 

— the  Moslems  come  !" — he  cries, 

il  mounting  to  his  eyes, — 

8  of  the  Brave,  who  roam 

3d  through  yon  starry  dome, 

r  souls  of  kindred  fire 

wing  to  join  your  choir !" 

I,  light  as  bridegrooms  bound 

)ung  loves,  reclirab'd  the  steep 

10  Shrine — his  Chiefs  stood  round — 

ds,  as  with  instinctive  leap, 

that  cry  accursed, 

ir  sheaths,  like  sunbeams,  burst 

again — again  it  rings  ; 

re  near  its  echoings 

the  chwPra — oh  !  who  that  then 

se  list'ning  warricr-men, 

^ords  grasp'd,  their  eyes  of  flame 

cir  Chief— could  doubt  the  shame, 

t  nhume  with  which  they  thrill 

3  shouts,  and  yet  stand  still  7 

•  thoughts — they  were  his  own — 
'hile  our  arms  can  wield  these  blades, 


**  Shall  we  die  tamely  7  die  alone  7 

"  Without  one  Tictim  to  our  shades, 
«  One  Moslem  heart,  where,  buried  deep, 
<<  The  sabre  from  its  toil  may  sleep  7 
«  No— God  of  IftAN*s  burning  skies ! 
**  Thoa  scom'st  th'  inglorious  sacrifice. 
<<  No— though  of  all  earth's  hope  bereft, 
<'  life,  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left 
"  WeMl  make  yon  valley's  reeking  cayes 

"  Live  in  the  awe-struck  minds  of  men, 
**  Till  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

"  Tell  of  the  Gheber's  bloody  gle^. 
"  Follow,  brave  hearts  I— this  pile  remains 
"  Our  refuge  still  from  life  and  chains ; 
"  But  his  the  best,  the  holiest  bed, 
"  Who  sinks  entomb'd  in  Moslem  dead !" 

Down  the  precipitons  rocks  they  sprcsg. 
While  vigor,  more  than  human,  strung 
Each  arm  and  heart— Th'  exulting  foe 
Still  through  the  dark  defiles  below, 
Track'd  by  his  torches'  lurid  fire. 

Wound  slow,  as  through  Golconda's  vale* 
The  mighty  serpent,  in  his  uw. 

Glides  on  with  glitt'ring,  deadly  trait 
No  torch  the  Ghebers  need— so  well 
They  know  each  myst'ry  of  the  dell, 
So  oft  have,  in  their  wanderings, 
Cross'd  the  wild  race  that  round  them  dwell. 

The  very  tigers  from  their  delves 
Look  out,  and  let  them  pass,  as  things 

Untamed  and  fearless  lik^  themselves ! 

There  was  a  deep  ravine,  that  lay 

Yet  darkling  m  the  Moslem's  way ; 

Fit  spot  to  make  invaders  rue 

The  many  fall'n  before  the  few. 

The  torrents  from  that  morning's  sky 

Had  fill'd  the  narrow  chasm  breast-high, 

And,  on  each  side,  aloft  and  wild, 

Huge  cliffs  and  topplmg  crags  were  piled, — 

The  guards  with  which  young  Freedom  lines 

The  pathways  to  her  mountain-shrmes. 

Here,  at  thb  pass,  the  scanty  band 

Of  Iran's  last  avengers  stand ; 

Here  wait,  in  silence  like  the  dead. 

And  listen  for  the  Moslem's  tread 

So  anxiously,  the  carrion-bird 

Above  them  flaps  his  wing  unheard  i 

They  come — that  plunge  mto  the  water 
Gives  signal  for  the  work  of  slaughter. 
Now,  Ghebers,  now— if  e'er  yonr  Uadee 

Had  point  or  prowess,  prove  them  now— 
Wo  to  the  file  that  foremost  wades : 

They  come— a  falchion  greets  each  brow, 

1  Baa  Boole  vpoa  the  Story  of 
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And,  as  they  tumble,  trunk  on  trunk, 

And,  as  a  lion  swept  away 

Beneath  the  gory  waters  sunk, 

By  sudden  swell  of  Joedan's  prido 

i 

Still  o'er  their  drowning  bodies  press 

From  the  wild  covert  where  he  lay,^ 

/ 

New  victims  quick  and  numberless ; 

Long  battles  with  th'  o'erwhehning  tide, 

/ 

Till  scarce  an  arm  in  Hafbd's  band, 

So  fought  he  back  with  fierce  delay, 

/ 

So  fierce  their  toil,  hath  power  to  stir, 

And  kept  both  foes  and  fate  at  bay. 

/ 

But  listless  from  each  crimson  hand 

' 

The  sword  hangs,  clogg'd  with  massacre. 

But  whither  now  7  their  track  is  lost, 

Never  was  horde  of  tyrants  met 

Their  prey  escaped — guide,  torches  gon&-* 

With  bloodier  welcome— never  yet 

By  torrent-beds  and  labyrinths  croasM, 

To  patriot  vengeance  hath  the  sword 

The  scatter'd  crowd  rush  bl'mdly  on — 

More  terrible  libations  pour'd  ! 

«  Curse  on  those  tardy  lights  that  wind," 
They  panting  cry,  "  so  far  behind ; 

All  up  the  dreary,  long  ravine, 

"  Oh  for  a  bloodhound*s  precious  scent. 

By  the  red,  murky  glimmer  seen 

"  To  track  the  way  the  Ghebcr  went !" 

Of  half-quench'd  brands,  that  o'er  the  flood 

Vain  wish— confusedly  along 

Lie  scattered  round  and  bum  in  blood. 

They  rush,  more  desp'rate  as  more  wrong: 

What  ruin  ^ares !  what  carnage  swims ! 

TUI,  wilder'd  by  the  far-off  lights. 

Jleads,  blaz'uig  turbans,  quiVring  limbs. 

Yet  glitt'ring  up  those  gloomy  heights. 

Lost  swords  that,  dropp'd  from  many  a  hand^ 

Their  footing,  mazed  and  lost,  they  miss. 

In  that  thick  pool  of  slaughter  stand  ;— 

And  down  the  darkling  precipice 

Wretches  who  wading,  half  on  fire 

Are  dash'd  mto  the  deep  abyss  ; 

From  the  toss'd  brands  that  round  them  fly 

Or  midway  hang,  impaled  on  rocks. 

'Twixt  flood  and  flame  in  shrieks  expire  ; — 

A  banquet,  yet  alive,  for  flocks 

And  some  who,  grasp'd  by  those  that  die, 

Of  rav'nmg  vultures, — while  the  dell 

Sink  woundless  with  them,  smother'd  o'er 

Jn  their  dead  brethren's  gushing  gore ! 

Those  sounds — the  last,  to  vengeance  dear, 

But  vamly  hundreds,  thousands  bleed, 

That  e'er  shall  ring  in  Hafed's  ear, — 

Still  hundreds,  thousands  more  succeed ; 

Now  reach'd  him,  as  aloft,  alone. 

Countless  as  tow'rds  some  flame  at  night 

Upon  the  steep  way  breathless  thrown. 

.      The  North's  dark  msects  wing  their  flight, 

He  lay  beside  his  reeking  blade, 

And  quench  or  perish  in  its  light, 

Resigned,  as  if  life's  task  were  o'er, 

To  this  terrific  spot  they  pour — 

Its  last  blood-ofiering  amply  paid. 

Till,  bridged  with  Moslem  bodies  o'er, 

And  Iran's  self  could  claim  no  mofe. 

It  bears  aloft  their  slipp'ry  tread, 

One  only  thought,  one  ling'ring  beam 

And  o'er  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Now  broke  across  his  dizzy  dream 

• 

Tremendous  causeway  !  on  they  paas^— 

Of  pain  and  weariness — 'twas  she. 

Then,  hapless  Ghebeis,  then,  alas. 

His  heart's  pure  planet,  shining  ysC 

What  hope  was  left  for  you  ?  for  you. 

Above  the  waste  of  memory, 

Whose  yet  warm  pile  of  sacrifice 

When  all  life's  other  lights  were  set 

Is  smoking  in  their  vengeful  eyes  ; — 

Whose  sworas  how  keen,  how  fierce  they  knew, 

And  never  to  his  mind  before 

Her  image  such  enchantment  wore. 

And  bum  with  shame  to  find  how  few  ? 

It  seem'd  as  if  each  thought  that  stain'd. 
Each  fear  that  chiU'd  their  loves  was  past. 

Crash'd  down  by  that  vast  multitude. 

iind  not  one  cloud  of  earth  remain'd 

Some  found  their  graves  where  first  they  stood ; 

Between  him  and  her  radiance  cast  ;— 

While  some  with  hardier  stmggle  died. 

As  if  to  chamos,  before  so  bright, 

And  still  fought  on  by  Hafed's  side. 

New  grace  from  other  worids  was  giv'B, 

•Who,  fronting  to  the  foe,  trod  back 

And  his  soul  saw  her  by  the  light 

Tow'rds  the  high  towers  his  gory  track ; 

Now  breaking  o'er  itself  from  heaVn ! 

river,  gave  oceasloD  to  that  aUnslQii  of  Jeraniah,  Ai  «A<K 

•arts  of  wild  beaits  are  wont  to  harbor  themselvei,  whose 

com*  mp  lik*  a  lUm  Mm  tJU  swtUmg  tf  JtrJamT^Mi^ 

Mng  washed  out  of  the  covert  by  the  overflowing!  of  the 

dr$ir»  Mmt0. 
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A  voice  spoke  near  him — 'twcs  the  tone 

or  a  loved  friend,  the  only  one 

Of  all  his  warriors,  left  with  life 

From  that  short  night's  tremendous  strifew^ 

"  And  must  we  then,  my  Chief,  die  here  7 

**  Foes  round  us,  and  the  Shrine  so  neat  V*  \ 

These  words  have  roused  the  last  remains 

Of  life  within  him—"  What !  not  yet 
*'  Beyond  the  reach  of  Moslem  chains  I" 

The  thought  could  make  ev'n  Death  forget 
His  icy  bondage — with  a  bound 
He  springs,  all  bleeding,  from  the  ground, 
And  grasps  his  comrade*s  arm,  now  grown 
EVn  feebler,  heavier  than  his  own, 
And  up  the  painful  pathway  leads. 
Death  gaining  on  each  step  he  treads. 
Speed    them,    thou    God,    who    heardst    their 

vow ! 
They  mount — they  bleed— oh  save  them  now — 
The  crags  are  red  they've  clamber'd  o*er. 
The  rock-weed*s  dripping  with  their  gore ; — 
Thy  blade  too,  Hafkd,  false  at  length. 
Now  breaks  beneath  thy  tott*ring  strength ! 
Haste,  baste— the  voices  of  the  Foo  .  | 

Come  near  and  nearer  from  below — 
One  effi>rt  more — thank  Heav*n !  *tis  post, 
Thejr've  gain'd  the  topmost  steep  at  last 
And  now  they  touch  the  temple's  walls, 

Now  Hafed  sees  the  Fire  divine — 
When,  k> ! — his  weak,  worn  comrade  falls 

Dead  on  the  threshold  of  the  Shrine. 
"  Alas,  brave  soul,  too  quickly  fled ! 

**  And  must  I  leave  thee  with'ring  here, 
"  The  sport  of  every  ruffian's  tread, 

**  The  mark  for  every  coward's  spear  ? 
**  No,  By  yon  altar's  sacred  beams !" 
He  cries,  and,  with  a  strength  that  seems 
Not  of  this  world,  uplifts  the  frame 
Of  the  fall'n  Chief,  and  tow'rds  the  flame 
Bean  him  along ; — with  death-damp  hand 

The  corpse  upon  the  pyre  he  lays. 
Then  lights  the  consecrated  brand, 

And  fires  the  pile,  whose  sudden  blaze 
Like  lightning  bursts  o'er  Oman's  Sea. — 
«  Now,  Freedom's  God !  I  come  to  Thee," 
The  youth  exclaims,  and  with  a  smile 
Of  triumph  vaulting  on  the  pile. 
In  that  last  eflbrt,  ere  the  fires 
Have  barm'd  one  glorious  limb,  expires  I 

What  shriek  was  that  on  Oman's  tide  ? 

It  came  from  yonder  drifting  bark. 
That  just  bath  caught  upon  her  side 

The  death-light — and  again  is  da^k. 
H  Is  the  boat— ah,  why  delay'd  ?— 
Tlurt  bears  the  wretched  Moslem  maid ; 


Confided  to  the  watchful  care 

Of  a  small  veteran  band,  with  whom 
Their  gen'rous  Chieftain  would  not  sliare 

The  secret  of  his  fina  doom. 
But  hoped  when  Hinda,  safe  and  free, 

Was  render'd  to  her  father's  eyes. 
Their  pardon,  full  and  prompt,  would  be 

llie  ransom  of  so  dear  a  prize. — 
Unconscious,  thus,  of  Hafed's  fate. 
And  proud  to  guard  their  beauteous  freight^ 
Scarce  had  they  cleared  the  surfy  waves 
That  foam  around  those  frightful  caves, 
When  the  cursed  war-whoops,  known  so  well. 
Came  echoing  from  the  distant  dell — 
Sudden  each  oar,  upheld  and  still. 

Hung  dripping  o'er  the  vessel's  side. 
And,  driving  at  the  current's  will, 

They  rock'd  along  the  whisp'ring  tide ; 
While  every  eye,  in  mute  dismay. 

Was  tow'rd  that  fatal  mountain  tum'd, 
Where  the  dim  altar's  quiv'ring  ray 

As  yet  all  lone  and  tranquil  bum'd. 

Oh  !  'tis  not,  Hinda,  in  the  pow'r 

Of  Fancy's  most  terrific  touch 
To  paint  thy  pangs  in  that  dread  hour — 

Thy  silent  agony — ^'twas  such' 
As  those  who  feel  could  paint  too  well. 
But  none  e'er  felt  and  lived  to  tell ! 
'Twas  not  alone  the  dreary  state 
Of  a  lorn  spirit,  crush'd  by  fate. 
When,  though  no  more  remains  to  dread. 

The  panic  chill  will  not  depart ; — 
When,  though  the  mmate  Hope  be  dead. 

Her  ghost  still  haunts  the  mould'ring  heart ; 
No — pleasures,  hopes,  aflections  gone, 
The  wretch  may  bear,  and  yet  live  on. 
Like  things,  within  the  cold  rock  found 
Alive,  when  all's  congeal'd  around. 
But  there's  a  blank  repose  in  this, 
A  calm  stagnation,  that  wore  bliss 
To  the  keen,  burning,  harrowing  pain. 
Now  felt  through  all  thy  breast  and  bram ; — 
That  spasm  of  terror,  mute,  intense. 
That  breathless,  agonized  supeuse. 
From  whose  hot  throb,  whose  deadly  aehisg. 
The  heart  hath  no  relief  but  breaking ! 

Calm  is  the  wave — heav'n's  brilliant  lights 
Reflected  dance  beneath  the  prow ; 

Time  was  when,  on  such  lovely  nightSf 
She  who  is  there,  so  desolate  now, 

Could  sit  all  cheeri'ul,  though  alone. 
And  ask  no  happier  joy  than  seeing 

That  slariight  o'er  the  waten  thrown— 

No  joy  but  that,  to  make  her  blest, 
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And  the  fresh,  buoyant  sense  of  Being, 
Which  bounds  in  youth's  yet  careless  breasti — 
Itself  a  star,  not  borrowing  light. 
But  in  its  own  glad  essence  bright 
How  different  now  ! — but,  hark,  again 
The  yell  of  havoc  rings — brave  men  ! 
In  vain,  with  beating  hearts,  ye  stand 
On  the  bark's  edge — in  vain  each  hand 
Half  draws  the  falchion  from  its  sheath ; 

All's  o'er — in  rust  your  blades  may  lie ; — 
He,  at  whose  word  they've  scatter'd  death, 

Ev'n  now,  this  night,  himself  must  die ! 
Well  may  ye  look  to  yon  dim  tower. 

And  ask,  and  wond'rmg  guess  what  means 
The  battle-cry  at  this  dead  hour-^ 

Ah !  she  could  tell  you — she,  who  leans 
Unheeded  there,  pale,  sunk,  aghast. 
With  brow  against  the  dew-cold  mast ; — 

Too  well  she  knows — ^her  more  than  life. 
Her  soul's  first  idol  and  its  last. 

Lies  bleeding  in  that  murd'rous  strife. 

But  see^what  moves  upon  the  height  7 
Some  signal .' — ^'tis  a  torch's  light. 

What  bodes  its  solitary  glare  ? 
In  gasping  silence  toward  the  Shrine 
All  eyes  are  tum'd — thine,  Hinda,  thine 

Fix  their  last  fading  life-beams  there. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — ^fierce  and  high 
The  death-pile  blazed  into  the  sky, 
And  far  away,  o'er  rock  and  flood 

Its  melancholy  radiance  sent ; 
While  Hafed,  like  a  vision  stood 
Reveal'd  before  the  burning  pyre. 
Tall,  shadowy,  like  a  Spirit  of  Fire 

Shrined  in  its  own  grand  element ! 
"  'TIS  he  !" — ^the  shudd'ring  maid  exclaims,-* 

But,  while  she  speaks,  he's  seen  no  more  ; 
High  burst  in  air  the  funeral  flames, 

And  Iran's  hopes  and  hers  are  o'er ! 

One  wild,  heart-broken  shriek  she  gave  ; 
Then  sprung,  as  if  to  reach  that  blaze. 
Where  still  slie  fix'd  her  dyin^  gaze. 

And,  gazing,  sunk  into  the  wave, — 
Deep,  deep, — where  never  care  or  pain 
Shall  reach  her  mnocent  heart  again  ! 


Farewell — farewell  to  thee,  Araot's  daughter ! 
(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea,) 

1  "This  wind  (the Samoor)  so  soOens  the  strings  of  lates, 
that  they  can  never  be  tuned  while  it  lasts  ^^—Stephen't 
Ptrtia, 

*  "  One  of  the  greatest  cariosities  foand  in  the  Persian 
Gnlf  is  a  fish  which  the  English  call  Star-fish.  It  is  circu- 
lar, and  at  night  veiy  liuninoos,  resembling  the  4U1  moon 
snnoonded  by  niys.**-^.Vtrxa  Jiku  Talek. 

*  For  a  descriptloB  of  the  merriment  of  the  date-time,  of 


No  pearl  ever  lay,  under  Oman's  green  water, 
More  pure  in  its  shell  than  thy  Spirit  in  thee 

Oh !  fair  as  the  sea-flower  close  to  thee  growing. 
How  light  was  thy  heart  till  Love's  witchery  came, 

like  the  wind  of  the  south'  o'er  a  summer  luta 
blowing, 
And  hush'd  all  its  music,  and  withered  its  frame ! 

But  long,  upon  Arabt's  green  sunny  highlands. 
Shall  maids  and  their  lovers  remember  the  doom 

Of  her,  who  lies  sleepuig  among  the  Pearl  Ldands, 
With   naught  but  the  sea-staz*  to  light  up  her 
tombi 

And  still,  when  the  merry  date-season  is  boming,* 
And  caUs  tt  ^he  palm-groves  the  young  tfd  the 
old, 

The  happiest  there,  from  their  pastime  returning 
At  sunset,  will  weep  when  thy  story  is  told. 

The  young  village-maid,  when  with  flow'n  tlte 
dresses 

-Her  dark  flowing  hair  for  some  festival  day, 
Will  think  of  thy  fate  till,  neglecting  her  tresses, 

She  mournfully  turns  from  the  mirror  away. 

Nor  shall  Iran,  beloved  of  her  Hero !  foi^t  thee — 
Though  tyrants  watch  over  her  team  as  they  start. 

Close,  close  by  the  side  of  that  Hero  shell  set  thee, 
Embalm'd  in  the  innermost  shrine  of  her  heart 

Farewell — ^be  it  ours  to  embellish  thy  pillow 
With  ev*ry  thing  beauteous  that  growa  in  the 
deep ; 

Each  flow'r  of  the  rock  and  each  gem  of  the  billow 
Shall  sweeten  thy  bed  and  illumine  thy  deepu 

Around  thee  shall  glisten  the  loveliest  amber 
That  ever  the  sorrowing  soa-bird  has  wept  ;* 

With  many  a  shell,  in  whose  hoDow-wreath'd  cham- 
ber, I 
We,  Peris  of  Ocean,  by  moonlight  }iave  dept 

We'll  dive  where  the  gardens  of  coral  lie  darkling, 
And  plant  all  the  rosiest  stems  at  thy  head ; 

We'll  seek  where  the  sands  of  the  Caspian*  ue 
sparkling, 
And  gather  their  goM  to  strew  over  thy  bed. 

their  work,  their  dances,  and  their  retora  home  from  tk** 
palro-groves  at  the  end  of  aatonu  with  the  fiaits.— 8e^ 
KempfcTt  Jlmsnitat.  ExoL 

*  Some  naturalists  have  imagined  that  amber  Is  a  coocra — 
tlon  of  the  tean  of  birds.— See  TVsomcs,  Ckamhtn. 

•  "The  bay  Kleselarke,  which  U  oMMrwlse  called  ihm 
Golden  Bay,  the  sand  whereof  shines  as  flte.**— Amf. 


LALLA  ROOKH. 


441 


Fuvwell — ^farewell — until  Pity's  sweet  fountain 
Is  lost  in  the  hearts  of  the  fair  and  the  brave, 
The3r'U  weep  for  the  Chieftain  who  died  on  that 
mountain, 
They'll  weep  for  the  Maiden  who  sleeps  in  this 
wave. 


The  singular  placidity  with  which  Fadladbkn 
had  listened,  during  the  latter  part  of  this  obnoxious 
story,  surprised  the  Princess  and  Feramorz  exceed- 
mgly  ;  and  even  inclined  towards  him  the  hearts  of 
these  unsuspicious  young  persons,  who  little  knew 
the  source  of  a  complacency  so  marvellous.  The 
truth  was,  be  had  been  organizing,  for  the  last  few 
days,  a  most  notable  plan  of  persecution  against 
the  poet,  in  consequence  of  some  passages  that 
had  fallen  from  him  on  the  second  evening  of  re- 
cital,— which  appeared  to  this  worthy  Chamberlain 
to  contain  language  and  principles,  for  which  nothing 
short  of  the  summary  criticism  of  the  Chabuk*  would 
be  advisable.  It  was  his  intention,  therefore,  imme- 
diately on  their  arrival  at  Cashmere,  to  give  infor- 
mation to  the  King  of  Bucharia  of  the  very  danger- 
ous sentiments  of  his  minstrel ;  and  if,  unfortunately, 
tliat  monarch  did  not  act  with  suitable  vigor  on  the 
occasion,  (that  is,  if  he  did  not  give  the  Chabuk  to 
Feramorz,  and  a  place  to  Fadladeen,)  there  would 
be  an  end,  he  feared,  of  all  legitimate  government 
in  Bucharia.  He  could  not  help,  however,  augur- 
ing better  both  for  himself  and  the  cause  of  poten- 
tates in  general ;  aud  it  was  the  pleasure  arising 
from  these  mingled  anticipations  that  diffused  suCh 
unusual  satisfaction  through  his  features,  and  made 
his  eyes  shine  out  like  poppies  of  the  desert,  over  tho 
wide  and  lifeless  wilderness  of  that  countenance. 

Having  decided  upon  the  Poet's  chastisement  in 
this  manner,  he  thought  it  but  humanity  to  spare 
him  the  minor  tortures  of  criticism.  Accordingly, 
when  (bey  assembled  the  following  evening  in  the 


1  The  application  of  whips  or  rods.**— Dv^oit. 

9  Kempfer  inenUons  such  an  officer  among  the  Attendants 
of  th«  King  of  Persia,  and  cails  him  '*  rorroa  corporis  esti- 
mator.** His  business  was,  at  stated  periods,  to  measure  the 
ladies  of  tho  Ilaram  by  a  sort  of  regnlation-glrdle,  whose 
limits  it  was  not  thimght  graceAil  to  exceed.  If  any  of  them 
outgrew  this  standard  of  shape,  they  were  reduced  by  absti- 
nence till  they  came  within  proper  bounds. 

»  The  Attock. 

•'  Akbar  on  his  way  ordered  a  fort  to  be  built  vpon  the 
NUab,  which  he  cglod  Attock,  which  means  In  the  Indian 
language  ForblddenT  for,  by  the  superstition  of  the  Hindoos, 
li  was  held  unlawftil  to  cross  that  river.'*— I>o»*«  Hindostaa. 


pavilion,  and  Lalla  Rookh  was  expecting  to  see  all 
the  beauties  of  her  bard  melt  away,  one  by  one,  in 
the  acidity  of  criticism,  like  pearls  in  the  cup  of  the 
Egyptian  queen, — he  agreeaky  disappointed  her,  by 
merely  saying,  with  an  uonical  smile,  that  the 
merits  of  such  a  poem  deserved  to  be  tried  at  a  much 
higher  tribunal ;  and  then  suddenly  passed  off  into 
a  panegyric  upon  all  Mussulman  sovereigns,  more 
particularly  his  august  and  Imperial  master,  Au- 
nmgzebe,— the  wisest  and  best  of  the  descendants 
of  Timur — ^who,  among  other  great  things  he  i.K«i 
done  for  mankind,  had  given  to  him,  Fadladeen, 
the  very  profitable  posts  of  Betel-carrier,  and  Taster 
of  Sherbets  to  the  Emperor,  Chief  Holder  of  the 
Girdle  of  Beautiful  Forms,'  and  Grand  Nazir,  or 
Chamberiain  of  the  Haram. 

They  were  now  not  far  from  that  Forbidden 
River,'  beyond  which  no  pm«  Hindoo  a «  pass ; 
and  were  reposing  for  a  time  in  the  rich  valley  of 
Hussun  Abdaul,  which  had  always  been  a  favorite 
resting-place  of  the  Emperors  in  their  annual  migra- 
tions to  Cashmere.  Here  often  had  the  Light  of  the 
Faith,  Jehan-Guire,  been  known  to  wander  with  his 
beloved  and  beautiful  Nourmahal ;  and  here  would 
Lalla  Rooku  have  been  happy  to  remain  forever, 
giving  up  the  throne  of  Bucharia  and  the  worid,  for 
Feramorz  and  love  in  this  sweet  lonely  valley.  But 
the  time  was  now  fast  approaching  when  she  must 
see  him  no  longer,— or,  what  was  still  worse,  behold 
him  with  eyes  whose  every  look  belonged  to  an- 
other ;  ^d  there  was  a  melancholy  preciousness  in 
these  last  moments,  which  made  her  heart  cling  to 
them  as  it  would  to  life.  During  the  latter  part  of 
the  journey,  indeed,  she  had  sunk  into  a  deep  sad- 
ness, from  which  nothing  but  the  presence  of  the 
young  minstrel  could  awake  her.  Like  those 
lamps  in  tombs,  which  only  light  up  when  the 
air  is  admitted,  it  was  only  at  his  approach  that  her 
eyes  became  smiling  and  animated.  But  here, 
in  this  dear  valley,  every  moment  appeared  an 
age  of  pleasme ;  she  saw  him  all  day,  and  was, 
therefore,  all  day  happy, — resembling,  she  often 
thought,  that  people  of  Zinge,*  who  attribute  the 


«  "The  inhabitants  of  this  country  (Zinge)  are  never  af- 
flicted with  sadness  or  melancholy;  on  this  subject  the 
Bhelkh  Jfbuol-Khtir-^xkari  has  the  following  distich  :— 

" '  Who  is  the  roan  without  care  or  sorrow,  (tell)  that  I 
may  rub  my  hand  to  him. 

**  *  (Behold)  the  Ziogiant,  without  care  or  sorrow,  flpoUe- 
ioroe  with  tipslness  and  mirth.* 

**The  philosophers  have  discovered  that  the  eanseof  this 
eheerfhlness  pioceeds  (torn  the  influence  cf  the  star  Sohcil, 
or  Ouiopus,  which  rises  over  them  every  night.**— £xtf«st 
firtm  c  Oeogrttpkieal  Ptrnmn  MmtuMeript  calimt  H^  Jtkliw^ 
9r  the  Seven  aimaUt,  traneUted  hp  IT.  OuMelii  Etq 
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aiifading  cheerfulness  they  eojoy  to  one  genial  star 
that  rises  nightly  oyer  their  heads.' 

The  whole  party,  indeed,  seemed  in  their  liveliest 
mood  during  tlie  few  days  they  passed  in  thii  de- 
lightful solitude.  The  young  attendants  of  the 
Princess,  who  were  here  allowed  a  much  freer  range 
than  they  could  safely  be  mdulged  with  in  a  less 
sequestered  place,  ran  wild  among  the  ^gardens  and 
bounded  through  tho  meadows  lightly  as  young  roes 
over  the  aromatic  plains  of  Tibet  While  Faola- 
DEEN,  in  addition  to  the  spiritual  comfort  derived  by 
him  from  a  pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the  saint  from 
whom  the  valley  is  named,  had  also  opportunities  of 
indulging,  in  a  small  way,  his  taste  for  victims,  by 
putting  to  death  some  hundreds  of  those  unfortunate 
little  lizards,*  which  all  pious  Mussulmans  make  it 
a  point  to  kill ; — ^taking  for  granted,  that  the  man- 
ner in  which  the  creature  hangs  its  head  is  meant 
as  a  mimicry  of  tho  attitude  in  which  the  Faithful 
say  their  prayers.       '      ♦ 

About  two  milee  from  Hussun  Abdaul  were  those 
Royal  Gardens,'  which  had  grown  beautiful  under 
the  care  of  so  many  lovely  eyes,  and  were  beautiful 
still,  though  those  eyes  could  see  them  no  longer. 
This  place,  with  its  flowers  and  its  holy  silence,  in- 
terrupted only  by  the  dipping  of  the  wings  of  birds 
in  its  marble  basins  filled  with  the  pure  water  of 
those  hills,  was  to  Lalla  Roorii  all  that  her  heart 
could  fancy  of  fragrance,  coolness,  and  almost  heav- 
enly tranquillity.  As  the  Prophet  said  of  Damascus, 
**  it  was  too  delicious  ;*'* — and  here,  in  listening  to 
the  sweet  voice  of  Feramorz,  or  reading  in  his  eyes 
what  yet  he  never  dared  to  tell  her,  the  most  exqui- 
site moments  of  her  whole  life  were  passed.  One 
evening,  when  they  had  been  talkmg  of  the  Sultana 
Nourmahlil,  the  Light  of  the  Haram,*  who  had  so 
often  wandered  among  these  flowers,  and  fed  with 
her  own  hands,  in  those  marble  basins,  the  small 

1  The  sttir  Sohell,  or  Canopni. 

<  "The  lizard  Steilio.  The  Arabs  call  It  Hardnn.  The 
Turks  kill  it,  for  they  imagine  that  by  declining  the  head  it 
miniics  them  when  they  say  their  pr^y ert.**— Hat Bdquin. 

*  For  these  particulars  respecting  Hussun  Abdaul  I  am 
indebted  to  the  very  interesting  Introduction  of  Mr.  Elphin- 
stone*!  work  upon  Caubui. 

«  **  As  you  enter  at  that  Bazar,  without  the  gate  of  Da- 
inasca»,yoa  see  the  Green  Mosque,  so  called  because  it  hath 
a  steeple  faced  with  green  glazed  bricks,  which  render  it 
very  resplendent ;  it  is  covered  at  top  with  a  pavllioo  of  the 
same  stufll  The  Turks  say  this  mosque  was  made  in  that 
I^acc,  because  Mahomet  being  come  so  far,  would  not  enter 
the  town,  saying  it  was  too  delicious.'*— TAevmot.  This 
reminds  one  o(  the  following  pretty  passage  in  Isaac  Wal- 
ton •.— "  When  I  tfii  last  on  this  primrose  bank,  and  looked 
down  these  meadows,  I  thought  of  them  as  Charles  the 
Emperor  did  of  the  dty  of  Florence,  '  that  they  were  too 
pleasant  to  be  looked  on,  bat  only  on  bolldays.*  ** 


shining  fishes  of  which  she  was  so  fond,'  the  youth, 
in  order  to  delay  the  moment  of  separation,  proposed 
to  recite  a  short  stoiy,  or  rather  rhapsody,  of  which 
this  adored  Sultana  was  the  herome.  It  related,  he 
said,  to  the  reconcilement  of  a  sort  of  lovezs*  quaxrel 
which  took  place  between  her  and  the  En^ror 
during  a  Feast  of  Roses  at  Cashmere ;  and  would 
remind  the  Princess  of  that  difference  between 
Haroun-al-Raschid  and  his  air  mistress  Marida,^ 
which  was  so  happily  made  up  by  the  soft  strains  of 
tho  musician,  Moussali  Ab  the  story  was  chiefly 
to  be  told  in  song,  and  FeraJIOrz  had  milnckily  for- 
gotten his  own  lute  in  the  valley,  be  borrowed  the 
vina  of  Lalla.  Rooku's  little  Peniau  slave,  and  thus 
began: — 


Who  has  not  heaic  of  the  Vale  o^  Casioibae, 
With  its  roses  the  brightest  that  e&rth  ever  gave,' 

Its  temples,  and  grottoes,  and  fountains  as  clear 
As  the  love-lighted  eyes  that  hang  over  their 
wave? 

Oh !  to  see  it  at  sunset, — ^when  warm  o'ei  the  Lake 

Its  splendor  at  partmg  a  summer  eve  throws. 
Like  a  bride,  full  of  blushes,  when  ling'ring  to  take 
A  last  look  of  her  mirror  at  night  ere  she  goes  \ — 
When  the  shrines  through  the  foliage  are  gleaming 

half  shown, 
And  each  hallows  the  hoar  by  some  rites  of  its 

own. 
Here  the  music  of  pray'r  from  a  mmaret  swelb, 
'Here  the  Magian   his  urn,  fall  of  perfame,  is 
swinging, 
And  here,  at  the  altar,  a  zone  of  sweet  bells 
Round  the  waist  of  some  fair  Indian  dancer  is 
ringing.' 

•  Nounnahal  signifies  Light  of  the  Haram.    She  was  af- 
terwards called  Nonijehan,  or  the  Light  of  the  Worid. 

•  See  note  •,  p.  428. 
f  **  Haroun  Al  Rasehid,  clnqui^me  Khallfe  des  Afaessidet, 

8*£tant  un  Jour  brouiiie,  avec  une  de  ses  maStresies  Boomte 
Maridah,  qu*il  aimoit  cependant  Jusqn*^  Texces,  et  cette 
mesinteliigence  ayant  dejA  dur6e  quelque  lema,  commeufa 
t  s*eonuyer.  Glafar  Bannaki,  son  favori,  qui  t*on  apperciftt, 
commanda  &  Abbas  ben  Ahnaf,  excellent  poSto  de  ce  trins 
I&,  de  composer  quelques  vers  sur  le  si^et  de  cette  brouUkrie. 
Ce  poete  executa  Pordre  de  Giafiur,  qui  fit  chanter  ces  vers 
par  Moussali  en  presence  du  Khalife,  et  ce  prince  fat  tt\Vc- 
roent  touchd  de  la  tendresse  des  vers  da  poete,  et  <k  \& 
douceur  do  la  voix  du  musiden.  qa*U  alia  auasit&t  tnmxti 
Maridah,  et  fii  sa  paix  avec  elie.'^—JO'HerWot/ 

•  '•  The  rose  of  Kashmlre  for  its  brlUVancv  umi  a  «  i\ 
odor  has  long  been  proverbial  ia  tl^E^^y  «^^delVeatY  i)t  ^ 

•  •*  Tied  ronnd  her  waist  the  amtrSBLTT^'^^- 

with  ravishing  melody.**— a.|^  ZTj  ^^^^^  ^^***  iQtaaAed 
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Or,  from  llitusr  infant  groups  at  play 
Among  the  Itnts^  that  line  the  way, 
Flinging,  unawed  by  slave  or  mother, 
Ilandfuls  of  roses  at  each  other. — 
Then,  the  sounds  from  the  Lake, — ^the  low  whis- 
p*ring  in  boats. 
As  they  shoot  through  the  moonlight ; — the  dip- 
pmg  c  *  oars, 
And  the  trild.  airy  warbling  that  ev'rywhere  floats. 
Through  the  groves,  round  the  islands,  as  if  all 
the  shores, 
Like  those  of  Kathat,  utter'd  music,  and  gave 
An  answer  in  song  to  the  kiss  of  each  wave.* 
But  the  gentlest  of  all  are  those  sounds,  full  of  feel- 
ing. 
That  soft  from  the  lute  of  some  lover  are  stealing, — 
Some  lover,  who  knows    all    the    heart-touching 

power 
Of  a  lute  and  a  sigh  in  this  magical  hour. 
Oh  !  best  of  delights  as  it  everywhere  is 
To  be  near  the  loved  Onff,-*-what  a  rapture  is  his 
Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweetly  may 
glide  [side ! 

0*er  the  Lake  of  Cashmere,  with  that  One  by  his 
If  woman  can  make  the  worst  wilderness  dear, 
Think,  think  what  a  Heaven  die  must  make  of 
V  Cashmere  ! 

So  felt  the  magnificent  Fon  of  Acbar,' 

When  from  pow*r  and  pomp  and  the  trophies  of 

war 
He  flew  to  that  Valley,  forgetting  them  all 
With  the  Light  of  the  Haram,  his  young  Nourma- 

HAL. 

When  free  and  uncrown*d  as  the  Conqueror  roved 
By  the  banks  of  that  lake,  with  his  only  beloved. 
He  saw,  in  the  wreaths  she  would  playfully  snatch 
From    the   hedges,  a   glory  his   crown  could  ua, 

match. 
And  preferred  in   his   heart   the  least  rii^giet  that 

curl'd 
Down  her  exquisite   neck  to  the  throne  of  the 

world. 

There's  a  beauty,  forever  unchangingly  bright, 
Like  the  long,  sunny  lapse  of  a  6ummer-day*s  light, 

1 "  At  the  keeping  of  the  Feast  of  Roses  we  beheld  an  in- 
finite number  of  tents  pitched,  with  such  a  crowd  of  men, 
women,  boys,  and  giris,  with  masic,  dances,**  icc^  tec—- 

*  "  An  old  coDunentator  of  the  Choo-King  says,  the  an- 
cients having  remarlced  tliat  a  current  of  water  made  some 
of  the  stones  near  its  l>anln  send  forth  a  sound,  they  detach- 
ed some  of  them,  and  being  charmed  with  the  delightful 
soand  they  emitted,  constmeted  King  or  musical  instruments 
ofthem.**— OrwtMT 

This  mlracuIoQs  q  jaUtf  hat  been  attribnted  also  to  the 


Shming  on,  shming  on,  by  no  shadow  made  tender. 
Till  Love  falls  asleep  in  its  sameness  of  qden- 

dor. 
This  toas  not  the  beauty— oh,  nothing  like  this, 
That  to  young  Nourmahal  gave  such  majpo  of 

bliss! 
But  die  loveliness,  ever  in  motion,  which  plays 
Like  the  light  upon  autumn's  soft  shadowy  days. 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  it  flies 
From  the  lip  to  the  cheek,  from  the  cheek  to  the 

eyes; 
Now  melting  in  mist  and  now  breaking  in  gleams, 
Like  the  glimpses  a  saint  hath  of  Heav'n  in  his 

dreams. 
When  pensive,  it  seem'd  as  if  that  very  grace. 
That  charm  of  all  otheis,  was  bom  with  her  face ! 
And   when   angry, — for  ev'n   in  the   tranqnillest 

climes 
Light  breezes  will  ruffle  the  blossoms  sometimes— 
The  short,  passing  anger  but  seem'd  to  awaken  , 
New  beauty,  like  fL(fw*ia  that  are  sweetest  when 

shaken. 
If  tenderness  touched  her,  the  dark  of  her  eye 
At  once  took  a  darker,  a  heav'nlier  dye. 
From  the  depth  of  whose  diadow,  like  holy  reveal- 

ings 
From  innermost  shrines,  came  the  light  of  her  feel- 
ings. 
Then  her  mirth— oh !  'twas  sportive  as  ever  took 

wing 
From  the  heart  with  a  burst,  like  the  wild  bird  in 

spring ; 
Illumed  by  a  wit  that  would  fascinate  sagve. 
Yet  playful  as  Peris  just  loosed  from  their  cages.* 
While  her  laugh,  full  of  life,  without  any  control 
But  the  sweet  ^ne  of  gracefulness,  rung  £rom  her 

soul; 
And  where  it  luM  sparkled  no  glance  ooold  dis- 
cover, 
In  lip,  cheek,  or  eyes,  for  she  brightened  mil  over^ — 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon. 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples  and  laughs  in  the  •"■ 
Such,  such  were  the  peerless  enchantments,  that 

gave 
Nourmahal  the  proud  Lord  of  the  East  ftr  lier 

slave: 


shore  of  Attica.  "Hi^us  llttus,  ait  Oapella,  conoentam  mo- 
slcum  illisis  terre  undis  reddere,  quod  propter  tantam  enidi- 
tionis  vim  poto  dlctmn.**— Z.iu<ir«.  FiMf  ta  Jiugmttim.  d§ 
dvitat,  Dei,  lib.  zviii.  c.  8. 

s  Jehan-Gnire  was  the  son  of  the  Great  Aefaar. 

*  In  the  wars  of  the  Dives  with  tlw  Perls,  wheaerer  the 
former  took  the  latter  prisoners,  "  they  shut  then  up  in  irai 
cages,  and  hong  them  on  the  highest  trees.  Here  they  w«i« 
visited  by  their  companions,  who  brought  them  Am  choleast 
odors.**— IZMAanfM*. 
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And  though  bright  was  hk  Haram«— « livmg  par- 

That smiling  left  the  monntain's  Inow 

terre 

As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  sever, 

Yet,  ere  it  reach  the  plain  belQW, 

were  there, 

Breaks  into  floods,  that  part  forever. 

For  which  SouuAN'f  self  might  have  gn'n  aU  the 

store 

Oh,  you,  that  have  the  charge  of  Love, 

That  the  nayy  from  Ofhir  e'er  wing'd  to  his  shore, 

Keep  bun  m  rosy  bondage  bound. 

Yet  dim  before  her  were  the  smiles  of  them  all, 

As  in  the  Fields  of  Bliss  above 

And  the  Light  of  his  Haram  was  yoong  Nockma- 

He  sits,  with  flow'rets  fetter'd  round  ^— 

hal! 

Loose  not  a  tie  that  round  him  clings. 

Nor  ever  let  him  use  his  wings ; 

But  where  is  she  now,  this  night  of  joy. 

For  ev'n  an  hour,  a  minute's  flight        , 

When  bliss  is  every  heart's  employ  ? — 

Will  rob  the  plumes  of  half  their  light 

When  all  around  her  is  so  bright. 

Like  that  celestial  bird,— whose  nest 

So  like  the  visions  of  a  trance. 

Is  foui^d  beneath  far  Eastern  skies, — 

That  one  might  think,  who  came  by  chance 

Whose  wings,  though  radiant  when  at  rest. 

Into  the  vale  this  happy  night. 

Lose  aU  their  glory  when  he  flies !« 

He  saw  that  City  of  Delight* 

In  Fairy-land,  whose  streets  and  tow'rs 

Some  difference,  of  this  dang'rous  kmd, — 

Are  made  of  gems,  and  light,  and  flow'n ! 

By  which,  though  light,  the  links  that  bind 

Where  is  the  loved  Sultana  ?  where, 

The  fondest  hearts  may  soon  be  riv'n ; 

When  mirth  brings  out  the  young  and  fair, 

Some  shadow  in  Love's  sunmier  heav'n. 

Does  she,  the  fairest,  hide  her  brow. 

Which,  though  a  fleecy  speck  at  first, 

In  melancholy  stillness  now  ? 

May  yet  in  awful  thunder  burst  ;— 

Such  cloud  it  is,  that  now  hangs  over 

Alas ! — ^how  light  a  cause  may  move 

The  heart  of  the  Imperial  Lover, 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ! 

And  far  hath  bamsh'd  from  his  sight 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  had  tried. 

His  NouEMAHAL,  his  Haram's  Light ! 

And  sorrow  but  more  closely  tied ; 

Hence  is  it,  on  this  happy  night. 

That  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  rough. 

When  Pleasure  through  the  fields  and  groret 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  fall  off. 

Has  let  loose  all  her  world  of  loves. 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 

And  every  heart  has  found  its  own. 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity ! 

He  wanders,  joyless  and  alone. 

A  someihing,  light  as  air— a  look, 

And  weary  as  that  bird  of  Thrace, 

Whose  pinion  knows  no  resting-place.* 

Oh  !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook. 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken 

And  ruder  words  will  soon  rush  in 

This  Eden  of  the  Earth  suppUes 

To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin ; 

Come  crowdmg  round — the  cheeks  are  pale, 

And  eyes  forget  the  gentle  ray 

The  eyes  are  dim : — though  rich  the  spot 

They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day  ; 

With  every  flow'r  this  earth  has  got. 

And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 

What  is  it  to  the  nightingale. 

A  tenderness  round  all  they  said ; 

If  there  his  darling  rose  is  not  ?• 

Till  fast  declining,  one  by  one. 

In  vain  the  Valley's  smiling  throng 

Worship  him,  as  he  moves  along ; 

And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 

He  heeds  them  not-— one  smile  of  hen 

Like  broken  clouds,-— or  like  the  stream. 

Is  worth  a  world  of  wordiippers. 

« 
1  In  the  Malay  language  the  same  word  signifies  women 

beaatiflil  colors,  bat  when  it  files  they  lose  all  their  iplea- 

and  flowers. 

•dor.**— Ofwmr. 

*  The  capital  of  Shadnkiam.    See  not^  «,  p.  412. 

•  **  As  these  birds  on  the  Bosphoms  era  never  known  to 

*  Bee  the  representation  of  the  Eastern  Cnpid,  pintonen 

closely  round  with  wreaths  of  flowers,  in  PicarCa  C^thvao- 

Deltowef. 

nlas  Religienses. 

•  "Ton  may  place  a  hundred  handftals  of  flragrant  heitM 

«  -*  Among  tho  birds  of  Tonqnfai  U  a  speeies  of  goldfinch 

which  sings  so  melodiously  that  It  U  called  the  Celestial 

constant  heart,  formoie  than  the  sweet  breath  of  hU  belored 

nmr^-JamL 
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They  but  the  Star's  adoren  are, 

She  is  the  Heaven  that  lights  the  Star ! 

Hence  is  it,  too,  that  Nourmaiial, 

Amid  the  luxuries  of  this  hour 
Far  from  the  joyous  festival, 

Sits  in  her  own  sequester'd  bow^r, 
With  no  one  near,  to  sooth  or  aid, 
But  that  inspired  and  wondrous  maid, 
Namouna,  the  Enchantress  ;-— one, 
O'er  whom  his  race  the  golden  sun 
For  unremember'd  yean  has  run. 
Yet  never  saw  her  bloommg  brow 
Younger  or  fairer  than  'tis  now. 
Nay,  rather, — as  the  west  wind's  sigb 
Freshens  the  flow*r  it  passes  by, — 
'!^*mo's  wing  but  seem*d,  in  stealing  o'er, 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before. 
Yet  on  he   *vniles  a  sadness  hung, 
And  when,  as  oft,  she  spoke  or  sung 
Of  other  worlds,  there  came  a  light 
From  her  dark  eyes  so  strangely  bright, 
That  all  believed  nor  man  nor  earth 
Were  conscious  of  Namouna's  birth ! 

All  spells  and  talismans  she  knew. 

From  the  great  Mantra,^  which  around 
The  Air's  sublimer  Spirits  drew. 

To  the  gold  gems'  of  Afric,  bound 
Upon  the  wand'rlng  Arab's  arm. 
To  keep  him  from  the  Siltim's*  harm. 
And  she  had  pledged  her  powerful  art^— 
Fledged  it  with  all  the  zeal  and  heart 
Of  one  who  know,  though  high  her  sphere^ 
What  'twas  to  lose  a  love  so  dear,— > 
To  fmd  some  spell  that  should  recall 
Hyr  Selim*8*  smile  to  Nourmaiial  ! 

'Twas  midnight — through  the  lattice,  wreath'd 
With  woodbine,  many  a  perfume  breathed 
From  plants  that  wake  when  others  sleep, 
From  timid  jasmine  buds,  that  keep 
Their  odor  to  themselves  all  day, 
But,  when  the  sunlight  dies  away, 

1  **  He  is  said  to  have  fonnA  the  great  MantrOy  spell  or 
talisman,  throagh  which  he  ruled  over  the  clementa  and 
spirits  of  all  denominaUons." — IVilford, 

*  **The  gold  jewels  of  Jlnnle,  which  are  called  by  the 
Arabs  £1  Uenez,  flrom  the  supposed  charm  they  contain.** — 
Jackton. 

***A  demon,  s-spposed  tu  haunt  woods,  Ice,  in  a  human 
shape.**— AidkordsM. 

*  The  name  of  Jehan-Guiie  before  his  accession  to  the 
throne. 

*  **  Hemasagan,  or  the  8ea  of  Gold,  with  flowers  of  the 
brightest  gold  color.**— 5^  fT.  Jmiet. 

**Tk;i  tree  (the  Nagaeesaxa)  Is  one  of  the  most  delight- 


Let  the  delicious  secret  out 

To  every  breeze  that  roams  about ; — 

When  thus  Namouna  :— <*  'TIS  the  boor 

**  That  scatters  speUs  on  herb  and  flow'r, 

**  And  gariands  might  be  gather'd  now, 

**  That,  twined  around  the  sleeper's  brow, 

"  Would  make  him  dream  of  such  delights, 

"  Such  miracles  and  dazzling  sights, 

**  As  Genii  of  the  Sun  behold, 

"  At  evenincr,  from  their  tents  of  sold 

"  Upon  th'  horizon — where  they  play 

"  Till  twilight  comes,  and,  ray  by  ray, 

"  Their  sunny  mansions  melt  away. 

"  Now,  too,  a  chaplet  might  be  wreath'd 

"  Of  buds  o'er  which  the  moon  has  breathed, 

**  Which  worn  by  her,  whose  love  has  stray'd, 

**  Might  bring  some  Peri  from  the  skies, 
**  Some  sprite,  whose  very  soul  is  made 

"  Of  flow'rets'  breaths  and  lover^  ■R^s, 

«*  And  who  might  tell ** 

"  For  mo,  for  me," 
Cried  NouRMAHAL  impatiently,~- 
"  Oh !  twine  that  wreath  for  mo  to-t  ght" 
Then,  rapidly,  with  foot  as  light 
As  the  young  musk-roe^s,  out  she  flew, 
To  cull  each  shining  leaf  that  grew 
Beneath  the  moonlight's  hallowing  beams. 
For  this  enchanted  Wreath  of  Dxeams. 
Anemones  and  Seas  of  Gold,* 

And  new-blown  lilies  of  the  river. 
And  those  sweet  flow'rets,  that  imfold 

Their  buds  on  Camadeva's  quiver  f — 
The  tube-rose,  with  her  silv'ry  light. 

That  in  the  Gardens  of  Malay 
Is  called  the  Mistress  of  the  Night,^ 
So  like  a  bride,  scented  and  bright. 

She  comes  out  when  the  sun's  away  ;— 
Amaranths,  such  as  crown  the  maids 
That  wander  through  Zamara's  shades  ^— 
And  the  white  moon-flow*r,  as  it  shows. 
On  Serendib*s  high  crags,  to  those 
Who  near  the  isle  at  evening  sail. 
Scenting  her  clove-trees  in  the  gale ; 
In  short,  all  flow'rets  and  all  plants,  ^ 

From  the  divine  Amrita  tree,* 

fnl  on  earth,  and  the  delicious  odor  of  its  blossoms  JnsUy 
gives  them  a  place  in  the  quiver  of  Camadeva,  or  the  God 
of  Love.'*— 5ir  /f.  Jonts. 

f  "  The  Malayans  style  the  tube-rose  (Polianthes  tnbeio 
sa)  Sandal  Malam,orthe  Mistress  of  the  NlghL**— PaumsL 

•  The  people  of  the  Batta  country  in  Sumatra,  (of  which 
Zamara  is  one  of  the  ancient  names,)  "  when  not  engaged 
in  war,  lead  an  idle,  inactive  life,  passing  the  day  in  playing 
on  a  kind  of  flute,  crowned  with  garlands  of  flowers,  among 
which  the  globe-amaranthns,  a  native  of  the  coiutry,  mostly 
prevails.**— JIfartfrfMi. 

*  The  largest  and  richest  sort  (of  the  Jamhn,  %  torn- 
apple)  Is  called  ABBrita,or  iamiona],aiid  the  mythokglitsol 
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That  blesp^fl  heaven*!  inhabitaiits 

WHh  fhiits  of  unmortality, 
Down  to  the  basil  tu(l|'  that  waf  cs. 
Its  fragrant  blooom  over  gravei, 

And  to  the  humble  roeemaiy, 
Whoee  sweets  so  thanklessly  are  shed 
To  scent  the  desert*  and  the  dead  :— 
All  in  th^t  garden  bloom,  and  all 
Are  gathered  by  young  Noukmahal, 
Who  heaps  her  baskets  with  the  flow*rB 

And  leaves,  till  they  can  hold  no  more ; 
Then  to  Namouna  flies,  and  show'iB 

Upon  her  lap  the  shining  store. 

With  what  delight  th'  Enchantress  views 

So  many  buds,  bathed  with  the  dews 

And  beams  of  that  blessed  hour  ! — her  glance 

Spoke  something,  past  all  mortal  pleasures, 
As,  in  a  kind  of  holy  trance, 

She  hung  above  those  fragrant  treasures, 
Bending  to  drink  their  balmy  airs, 
As  if  she  mix'd  her  soul  with  theirs. 
And  'twas,  indeed,  the  perfume  shed 
From  flow'rs  and  scented  flame,  that  fed 
Her  charmed  life — for  none  had  e'er 
Beheld  her  taste  of  mortal  fare, 
Nor  ever  in  aught  earthly  dip, 
But  the  morn's  dew,  her  roseate  Up. 
Fiird  with  the  cool,  inspiring  smell, 
Th'  Enchantress  now  begins  her  speU, 
Thus  singing  a^  she  winds  and  weaves 
In  mystic  form  the  glittering  leaves : — 

I  know  where  the  winged  visions  dwell 

That  around  the  night-bed  play  ; 
I  know  each  herb  and  flow'ret's  bell. 
Where  they  hide  their  wings  by  day. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 
To  visit  the  bashful  maid, 

Tibet  apply  the  same  word  to  a  celestial  tree,  bearing  am 
brosial  frait.'*-~Str  fV.  Jones. 

1  Sweet  basil,  called  Rayhan  in  Persia,  and  generally  found 
in  charchyards. 

"The  women  in  Egypt  go,  at  least  two  days  in  the  week, 
to  pray  and  weep  at  the  sepnlchres  of  the  dead ;  and  the 
costom  then  is  to  throw  npon  the  tombs  a  sort  of  herb  which 
the  Arabs  call  rikan,  and  which  is  our  sweet  basil.*'— Jirai/2c<, 
Lett  10. 

*  "  In  the  Great  Desert  are  foond  many  stalks  of  lavender 
and  rosemary.**— ./ffioc.  Re*. 

*  *'The  almond  tree,  with  white  flowers,  blossoms  on  the 
bare  branches.**— Ha««e/^M<. 

*  An  herb  on  Mount  Libanos,  which  is  said  to  conunnni- 
sate  a  ycUowgolden  hue  to  the  teeth  of  the  goats  and  other 
aaimals  that  graze  upon  it 

XUbukr  thinks  this  may  be  the  herb  which  the  Eastern 
ilehyiftlsts  look  to  as  a  means  of  making  gold.    **MoBt  of 

1 


Steals  firom  the  jasmine  flower,  that  sighi 

Its  soul,  like  her,  in  the  shade. 
The  dream  of  a  future,  happier  boor, 

That  alights  on  misery's  brow, 
Springs  out  of  the  silv'ry  almond-flow'r, 
That  blooms  on  a  leafless  bough.* 
Then  hasten  we,  maid. 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  visions,  that  oft  to  worldly  eyes 

The  glitter  of  mines  unfold, 
Inhabit  the  mountain-herb,^  that  dyes 

The  tooth  of  the  fawn  like  gold. 
The  phantom  shapes— oh  touch  not  them— 

That  appal  the  murd'rer's  sight, 
Lurk  in  the  fleshly  mandraA.T^'s  stem. 

That  shrieks,  when  pluck'd  at  night ! 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

The  dream  of  the  injured,  patient  mind, 
That  smiles  with  the  wrongs  of  men. 
Is  found  in  the  bruised  and  wounded  rind 
Of  the  cinnamon,  sweetest  then. 
Then  hasten  we,  maid, 
To  twine  our  braid. 
To-morrow  the  dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 

No  sooner  was  the  flow'ry  crown 

Placed  on  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down, 

Gently  as  nights  of  summer  fall. 

Upon  the  lids  of  Nourmahal  ; — 

And,  suddenly,  a  tuneful  breeze. 

As  full  of  small,  rich  harmonies 

As  ever  wind,  that  o'er  the  tents 

Of  AzAB*  blew,  was  full  of  scents. 

Steals  on  her  ear,  and  floats  and  swells, 

Like  the  first  air  of  morning  creeping 
Into  those  wrcathy.  Red  Sea  shells. 

Where  Love  himself,  of  old,  lay  sleeping  ;* 

those  alchymical  enthnsiasts  think  themselves  sure  of  sue- 
cess,  if  they  conld  but  find  out  the  ^erb,  which  gilds.the 
teeth  and  gives  a  yellow  color  to  the  Aesh  of  the  sheep  that 
eat  iL  Even  the  oil  of  this  plant  most  be  of  a  golden  color. 
It  is  called  HaackUchat  ed  dab.** 

Father  Jerome  Dandlni,  however,  asserts  that  the  teeth  of 
the  goats  at  Mount  Libanos  are  of  a  silver  color ;  and  adds, 
**  this  confirms  to  me  that  which  I  observed  in  Candia :  to 
wit,  that  the  animals  that  live  on  Mount  Ida  eat  a  certain 
herb,  which  renders  their  teeth  of  a  golden  color ;  which, 
according  to  my  Judgment,  cannot  otherwise  proceed  than 
ftom  the  mines  which  are  under  ground.**— I>«iirftni,  Voy- 
age to  Mount  Libanns. 

•  The  myrrh  country. 

•  ^'This  kiea  (of  deities  living  in  shells)  was  aot  unknown 
to  the  Greeks,  who  repreaeat  the  young  Neriles,  one  of  tlM 
Cupids,  as  living  in  shells  oa  the  shores  of  the  Red  Sea.  '— 
Wifford. 


And  now  a  Spirit  form'd,  'twould  aeeniy 

Of  music  and  of  lighti — so  fair. 
So  brilliantly  his  features  beam, 

And  such  a  sound  is  in  the  air 
Of  sweetness  when  he  waves  his  wings, — 
Hovers  around  her,  and  thus  sings : 

From  CinNDARA*s^  warbling  fount  I  come, 
Caird  by  that  moonlight  garland's  spell ; 
From  CinNDAaA's  fount,  my  fairy  home. 

Where  in  music,  mom  and  night,  I  dwelL 
Where  lutes  in  the  air  are  )ieard  about. 

And  voices  are  singing  the  whole  day  long. 
And  every  sigh  the  heart  breathes  out 
Is  tum'd,  as  it  leaves  the  lips,  to  song 
/     Hither  I  come 

From  my  fairy  home, 
And  if  there's  a  magic  in  Music's  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath, 
Thy  Lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

For  mme  is  the  lay  that  lightly  floats. 
And  mine  are  the  murm'ring,  dying  notes, 
That  fall  as  soft  as  snow  on  the  sea. 
And  melt  in  the  heart  as  instantly : — 
And  the  passionate  strain  that,  deeply  going, 

Refines  the  bosom  it  trembles  through. 
As  the  musk-wind,  over  the  water  blowing. 

Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too. 

Mine  is  the  charm,  whose  mystic  sway 
The  Spirits  of  past  Delight  obey ; — 
Let  but  the  tuneful  talisman  sound, 
And  they  come,  like  Genii,  hov'ring  round. 
And  mine  is  the  gentle  song  that  bears 

From  soul  to  soul,  the  wishes  of  love, 
As  a  bird,  that  wafls  through  genial  airs 

The  cinnamon-seed  from  grove  to  grove.* 

1  "  A  fabaloos  foantaln,  where  instromenti  are  said  to  be 
eonitantly  playing/*— AieAarcifM. 

s  **  Ttie  Pompadour  pigeon  is  the  species,  which,  by  carry- 
lag  the  fruit  of  the  cinnamon  to  diflerent  places.  Is  a  great 
disseminator  of  this  valuable  tree.**'— See  BromCa  lUnstr., 
Tab.  19. 

s  **  Whenever  our  pleasure  arises  firom  a  succession  of 
founds,  it  is  a  perception  of  a  complicated  nature,  made  up 
of  a  temation  of  the  present  sound  or  note,  and  an  idea  or 
remembrance  of  the  foregoing,  while  their  mixture  and  con- 
eurrence  produce  such  a  mysterious  delight,  as  neither  could 
have  produced  alone.  And  it  ii  often  heightened  by  an  anti- 
cipation of  the  succeeding  notes.  Thus  Sense,  Memory,  and 
Imagination,  are  conjoactively  employed."— Ofrrord  on 
Taste. 

This  is  exactly  the  Epicurean  theory  of  Pleasure,  as  ex- 
plained by  Cicero :— **  Quoeirca  corpus  gandere  tamdiu,  dum 
prvsentem  sentiret  volnptatem :  anlmum  et  pnesentem  per- 
cipere  pariter  cum  corpora  et  prosplcere  venienteoi,  nee  ^sm- 
teritam  prcterfluera  sinere.** 


'TIS  I  that  mingle  in  one  sweet  measure 
The  past,  the  present,  and  future  of  { 
When  Memory  links  the  tone  that  is  gone 

With  the  blissful  tone  that's  still  in  the  ear ; 
And  Hope  from  a  heavenly  note  flies  on 

To  a  note  more  heavenly  still  that  is  i 


The  warrior's  heart,  when  touch'd  by  me, 

Can  as  downy  soft  and  as  yielding  be 

As  his  own  white  pltune,  that  high  amid  death 

Through  the  field  has  shone— yet  moves  with  t 

breath! 
And,  oh,  how  the  eyes  of  Beauty  glisten, 

When  Music  has  reach'd  her  inward  soul, 
Like  the  silent  stars,  that  wink  and  listen 
While  Heaven's  eternal  melodies  rdl. 
So,  hither  I^  come 
From  my  fauy  home. 
And  if  there's  a  magic  in  Music's  strain, 
I  swear  by  the  breath 
Of  that  moonlight  wreath. 
Thy  lover  shall  sigh  at  thy  feet  again. 

'Tis  dawn — at  least  that  earlier  dawn. 
Whose  glimpses  are  again  withdrawn/ 
As  if  the  mom  had  waked,  and  then 
Shut  close  her  lids  of  light  again. 
And  XouRMAHAL  is  up,  and  trymg 

The  wonders  of  her  lute,  whose  string»« 
Oh,  bliss ! — now  murmur  like  the  sighing 

From  that  ambrosial  Spirit's  wings. 
And  then,  her  voice— 'tis  more  than  human-^ 

Never,  till  now,  had  it  been  given 
To  lips  of  any  mortal  woman 

To  utter  notes  so  fresh  from  heaven  ; 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  angel  sighs. 

When  angel  sighs  are  most  divine^—   . 
"  Oh !  let  it  last  tiU  night,"  she  cries, 

<*  And  he  is  more  than  ever  mine." 


Madame  de  StaSl  accounts  upon  the  same  prlndpto  fiir  the 
gratification  we  derive  from  rJ^rsM  .^**  Elle  est  llaafeds 
I'esp^rance  et  du  souvenir.  Un  son  nous  ftit  dMrsr  oelal  qai 
doit  lui  r^pondre,  et  qnand  le  second  ratentUU  boos  lappeUs 
celui  qui  vient  de  nous  dchapper.** 

« •*The  Persians  have  two  momUigs,  the  Soobhi  Kailai 
and  the  Soobhi  Sadig,  the  false  and  the  real  daytanak.  They 
account  for  this  phenomenon  in  a  most  wbimrical  naBBSi; 
They  say  that  as  the  sun  rises  firom  behind  the  Kohl  Qai; 
(Mount  Caucasus,)  it  passes  a  hole  perforaied  tbroa^  thar 
mountain,  and  that  darting^ts  rays  through  It,  Ulsthseui 
of  the  Soobhi  KazUn,  or  this  temporary  appcuMwe  c(  ii 
brealc.    As  it  ascends,  the  earth  U  again  veiled  in  daiksf 
until  the  sun  rises  above  the  monntaia,  and  Mbcs  wV 
the  Soobhi  Sadlg,  or  real  morning."— Seot.   w!S.- 
•^'-•-  Milton  may  aUude  to  thia.  when  ho  aa^^^' 

"Ere  the  blabbing  Eaate^ 
The  nice  mom  on  the  i,»Ar^^ 
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On  CjiBBiN*s  hills ;'— pomegranates  ftdl 

Of  melting  sweetness,  and  the  pean. 
And  sunniest  apples*  that  Caubul 

In  all  its  thousand  gardens*  bean  ;^ 
Plantains,  the  golden  and  the  green, 
Malaya's  nectar^d  maiigusteen  f 
Prunes  of  Bokhara,  and  sweet  nuts 

From  the  far  groves  of  Samarcaicd, 
And  Basra  dates,  and  apricots. 

Seed  of  the  Sun,^  from  Iran's  land ; — 
With  rich  conserve  of  Visna  cherries,* 
Of  orange  flowers,  and  of  those  berries 
That,  wild  and  fresh,  the  young  gazelles 
Feed  on  in  Erac's  rocky  dells.' 
All  these  in  richest  vases  smile. 

In  baskets  of  pure  sandal-wood. 
And  urns  of  porcelain  from  that  isle* 

Sunk  underneath  the  Indian  flood, 
Whence  oft  the  lucky  diver  brings 
Vases  to  grace  the  halls  of  kings. 
Whiee,  too,  of  every  clime  and  hue. 
Around  their  liquid  lustre  threw  ; 
Amber  Rosolli,*— the  bright  dew 
From  vineyards  of  the  Green-Sea  gushing ;' 
And  Shiraz  wine,  that  richly  ran 

As  if  that  jewel,  large  and  rare. 
The  ruby  for  which  Kublai-Kuan 
Offer'd  a  city's  wealth,"  was  blushmg. 

Melted  within  the  goblets  there ! 

And  amply  Selim  quafis  of  each. 

And  seems  resolved  the  flood  shall  reach 

His  inward  heart, — shedding  around 

A  genial  deluge,  as  they  run. 
That  soon  shall  leave  no  spot  undrown'd, 

For  Love  to  rest  his  wings  upon. 
He  little  knew  how  well  the  boy 

Can  float  upon  a  goblet's  streams. 


>  "The  golden  grapes  of  Casbln."— De*criptj<m  of  Persia. 

*  **  The  fhiitf  exported  firom  Cabal  ore  apples,  pears,  pome- 
granates,'* tLC—EipkiruUnu, 

s  **  We  sat  down  under  a  tree,  listened  to  the  birds,  and 
talked  with  the  son  of  otu*  Mebmaundar  about  our  country 
and  Caubul,  of  which  he  gave  an  enchanting  account :  that 
dty  and  its  100,000  gardens,**  4cc.—/i. 

*  "The  Diangusteen,  the  roost  delicate  fruit  in  the  world; 
the  pride  of  the  Malay  islands." — Marsden. 

***A  delicious  kind  of  apricot  called  by  the  Persians  tokm- 
ek-flhems,  signifying;  sun's  seed.'*— Description  of  Persia, 

*  *'  Sweetmeats,  fh  a  crystal  cup,  consisting  of  rose-leaves 
in  conserve,  with  lemon  of  Visna  cherry,  orange  flowers,** 
kc—Russa, 

V  *'  Antelopes  cropping  the  ftesh  berries  of  Erac.**— The 
Moaliakat,  Poem  of  Tarafa. 

*  "Manri-ga-Sima,  an  Island  near  Formosa,  supposed  to 
have  been  sunk  in  the  sea  fur  the  crimes  of  its  inhabitants. 
The  vessels  whlcn  the  fishermen  and  divers  bring  up  from 
it  are  sold  at  an  Immense  price  in  China  and  Japan, 
Xtm/ftr. 


Lighting  them  with  his  smile  of  joy ; — 
As  bards  have  seen  him  in  their  dreaiii% 

Down  the  Mue  Ganges  laughing  glide 
Upon  a  rosy  lotus  wreath," 

Catching  new  lustre  from  the  tide 
That  with  his  image  shone  beneath. 

But  what  are  cups,  without  the  aid 

Of  song  to  speed  them  as  they  flow  7 
And  see — a  lovely  Greorgian  maid. 

With  all  the  bloom,  the  freshen'd  glow 
Of  her  own  country  maidens'  looks, 
When  warm  they  rise  from  Tefli^  brooks ;" 
And  with  an  eye,  whose  restless  ray, 

Full,  floating,  dark-— oh,  he,  who  knows 
His  heart  is  weak,  of  Heav'n  should  pray 
To  guard  him  from  such  eyes  as  those  !— 
With  a  voluptuous  wildness  flings 
Her  snowy  hand  across  the  strings 
Of  a  syrinda,**  and  thus  sings  !-— 

Come  hither,  come  hither — ^by  night  and  by  dayi 
We  linger  in  pleasures  that  never  are  gone  ; 

Like  the  waves  of  the  stmuner,  as  one  dies  away, 
Another  as  sweet  and  as  shining  comes  on. 

And  the  love  that  is  o'er,  in  expiring,  gives  faiith 
To  a  new  one  as  warm,  as  onequall'd  in  blisB ; 

And,  oh !  if  there  be  an  Elysium  on  earth. 
It  is  this,  it  is  this.* 

Here  maidens  are  sighing,  and  flagrant  their  sigh 
As  the  flow'r  of  the  Amra  just  oped  by  a  bee  ;** 

And  precious  their  teeus  as  that  rain  from  the  sky,'' 
Which  turns  into  pearls  as  it  falls  in  the  sea. 

Oh  !  think  what  the  kiss  and  the  smile  must  be  worth 
When  the  sigh  and  the  tear  are  so  perfect  in  Him, 

And  own  if  there  be  an  fHysium  on  earth« 
It  IB  this,  it  is  this. 


•  Persian  Tales. 

M  The  white  wine  of  KIshma. 

"  *'  The  king  of  Zeilan  is  said  to  have  the  very  ftwst  iviT 
that  was  ever  seen.  Kublai-Khan  sent  and  oflbed  the  vsloi 
of  a  city  for  it,  but  the  King  answered  he  wooM  ooC  glvstt 
for  the  treasure  of  the  world.**— Jlfere»  P«to. 

u  The  Indians  feign  that  Cupid  was  first  teen  floating  dofin 
the  Ganges  on  the  Nymphca  Nelumbo. — See  Praacat 

u  Teflls  is  celebrated  for  its  natural  warm  faaths.—See  19s 
Haukal. 

i«  "  The  Indian  Syrinda,  or  gnltar.**— SysMx. 

u  "  Around  the  exterior  of  the  Dewaa  Khafk  (a  balMlB{ 
of  Sliah  Allum*s}  in  the  cornice  are  the  following  Ho«i> 
letters  of  gold  upon  a  ground  of  white  marble—*  ^tksrtit* 
paradise  upon  earth,  it  is  tkis,  it  is  UUs.*  **— AmeftMu 

u"  Delightful  are  the  flowers  of  the  Amra  trees  on  tki 
mountain-tops,  while  the  murmuring  beet  porsiie  their  w 
luptnous  toil.*' — Sonff  of  Jajfodevt- 

"  *"  The  Nlsan  or  drops  of  spring  nUn,  which  they  beUt** 
to  produce  pcaris  if  they  fkll  into  shells.** — i 
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There  was  a  pathos  in  this  la^r, 

1* hat,  ev'n  without  enchantment's  art, 
Would  instantly  have  found  its  way 

Deep  into  Seum*s  burning  heart ; 
But,  breathing,  as  it  did,  a  tone 
To  earthly  lutes  and  lips  unknown ; 
With  every  chord  fresh  from  the  touch 
Of  Music's  Spirit, — ^*twas  too  much  ! 
Starting,  he  dash'd  away  the  cup, — 

Which,  all  the  time  of  this  sweet  air, 
His  hand  had  held,  untasted,  up. 

As  if  'twere  fix'd  by  magic  there, — 
And  naming  her,  so  long  unnamed. 
So  long  unseen,  wildly  exclaim'd,  • 

*'  Oh  NOURMAHAL  !  oh  NOURMAHAL  ! 

"  Hadst  thou  but  sung  this  witching  strain, 
"  I  could  forget — forgive  thee  all, 
"  And  never  leave  those  eyes  again." 

The  mask  is  off— the  charm  is  wrought — 
And  Selim  to  his  heart  has  caught. 
In  blushes,  more  than  ever  bright. 
His  XouRMAHAL,  his  Haram's  Light ! 
And  well  do  vanish'd  frowns  enhance 
The  charm  of  every  brighten'd  glance  ; 
And  dearer  seems  each  dawning  smile 
For  having  lost  its  light  awhile : 
And,  happier  now  for  all  her  sighs. 

As  on  his  arm  her  head  reposes, 
She  whispers  him,  with  laughing  eyes, 

**  Remember,  love,  the  Feast  of  Roses !" 


Fadladeen,  at  the  conclusion  of  this  light  rhap- 
sody, took  occasion  to  sum  up  his  opinion  of  tho 
youne  Cashmerian*8  poetry,^-of  which,  he  trusted, 
they  had  that  evening  heard  the  last.  Having 
recapitulated  the  epithets,  "frivolous" — "inharmo- 
nious"— "nonsensical,"  he  proceeded  to  say  that, 
viewing  it  in  the  most  favorable  light,  it  resembled 
one  of  those  Maldivian  boats,  to  which  the  Princess 
had  alluded  in  the  relation  of  her  dream,* — a  slight, 
gilded  thing,  sent  adrift  without  rudder  or  ballast, 
and  with  nothing  but  vapid  sweets  and  faded  flowers 
on  board.  The  profusion,  indeed,  of  flowers  and 
birds,  which  this  poet  had  ready  on  all  occasions, — 
not  to  mention  dews,  gems,  &c. — was  a  most  op- 
pressive kind  of  opulence  to  his  hearers ;  and  had 


1  See  p.  427. 

*  ''The  Chinese  had  formerly  the  art  of  painting  on  the 
sides  or  porcelain  vessels  fish  and  other  animals,  which  were 
only  perceptible  when  the  vessel  was  full  of  some  liqaor. 
They  call  tk  is  species  Kia-tsln.  that  is.  azure  it  put  in  yresi^ 
on  account  of  tho  manner  in  which  the  axure  is  laid  on/'— 


the  tinlacky  effect  of  giving  to  his  style  all  the  gtitter 
of  the  flower-garden  with<^  at  its  method,  and  all  the 
flutter  of  the  aviary  without  its  song.  In  addition 
to  this,  he  chose  his  subjects  badly,  and  was  always 
most  inspired  by  the  worst  parts  of  theoi.  The 
charms  of  paganism,  the  merits  of  rebellion, — these 
were  the  themes  honored  with  his  particular  enthu- 
siasm ;  and,  in  the  poem  just  recited,  one  of  his 
most  palatable  passages  was  m  praise  of  that  bever- 
age c'  the  Unfaithful,  wine; — ^** being,  perhaps," 
said  he,  relaxing  into  a  smile,  as  conscious  of  his 
own  character  in  the  Haram  on  this  point,  **  one  of 
those  bards  whose  fancy  owes  all  its  ilhimin alien  to 
the  grape,  like  that  painted  porcelain,*  so  curious 
and  so  rare,  whose  images  are  only  visible  when 
liquor  is  pouivd  into  it"  Upon  the  whole,  it  was 
his  opinion,  from  the  specimens  which  they  had 
heard,  and  which,  he  begged  to  say,  were  the  most 
tiresome  part  of  the  journey,  that — ^whatever  other 
merits  this  well-dressed  yoimg  gentleman  might  pos- 
sess— ^poetry  was  by  no  moans  his  proper  avocation : 
"  and  indeed,"  concluded  the  critic, "  from  his  fond- 
ness for  flowers  and  for  birde,  I  would  Tentnre  to 
suggest  that  a  florist  or  a  biid-catcher  is  a  much 
more  suitable  calling  for  him  than  a  poet" 

They  had  now  begun  to  ascend  those  barren 
mountains,  which  separate  Cashmere  from  the  rest 
of  India ;  and,  as  the  heats  were  intolerable,  and 
the  time  of  their  encampments  limited  to  the  few 
hours  necessary  for  refreshment  and  repose,  there 
was  an  end  to  all  their  delightful  evenings,  and 
Lalla  Rookh  saw  no  more  of  FEaAMoax.    She 
now  felt  that  her  short  dream  of  happiness  was 
over,  and  that  she  had  nothing  but  the  recdlectioa 
of  its  few  blissful  hours,  like  the  one  draught  of 
sweet  water  that  serves  the  camel  across  the  wil- 
derness, to  be  her  heart's  refreshnoent  daring  the 
dreary  waste  of  life   that  was  before   her.    He 
blight  that  had  fallen  upon  her  spirits  soon  foond 
its  way  to  her  cheek,  and  her  ladies  saw  with 
regret — though  not  without  some  sospicioa  of  the 
cause— that  the  beauty  of  their  mistien,  of  whicfa 
they  were  almost  as  proud  as  of  their  own,  was 
fast  vanishing  away  at  the  very  moment  of  all  when 
she  had  most  need  of  it    What  must  the  King  of 
Bucharia  feel,  when,  instead  of   the  lively  and 
beautiful  Lalla  Rookh,  whom  the  poets  of  Jk^ 
had  described  as  more  perfect  than  the  difiiM^ 
images  in  tlie  house  of  Azor,'  he  should  reeeire  t 

They  are  every  now  and  then  trjring  to  recovsr  lbs  art  of 
this  magical  painting,  bat  to  no  purpose.**— JDwm. 
'  *  An  eminent  carver  of  idols,  said  in  the  Kona  to  be  ftAc* 
to  Abraham.  "  I  have  such  a  lovely  idol  as  Is  not  lokt  B«l 
with  in  the  house  of  Axor.**— JETii/b. 
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pttle  and  inauimate  yictim,  upon  whose  choek 
neither  health  nor  pleafiure  bloomed,  and  from 
whose  eyee  Ixve  had  fled, — ^to  hide  himself  in  her 
heart? 

1/  any  thing  could  have  charmed  away  the  mel- 
ancholy of  her  pptrits,  it  would  have  been  the  fresh 
ain  and  enchanting  scenery  of  that  Valley,  which 
the  Persians  so  justly  called  the  Unequalled.'  But 
neither  the  coolness  of  its  atmosphere,  so  luxurious 
after  toiling  up  those  bare  and  burning  mountains,— 
neither  the  splendor  of  the  minarets  and  pagodas, 
that  shone  out  from  the  depth  of  its  woods,  nor  the 
grottoes,  hermitages,  and  miraculous  fountains,' 
which  make  every  spot  of  that  region  holy  ground, 
— neither  the  countless  waterfalls,  that  rush  into  the 
Valley  from  all  those  high  and  romantic  mountains 
that  encircle  it,  nor  the  fair  city  on  the  Lake,  whose 
bouses,  roofed  with  flowers,*  appeared  at  a  distance 
like  one  vast  and  variegated  parterre  ; — not  all  these 
wonders  and  glories  of  the  most  lovely  country  un- 
der the  sun  could  steal  her  heart  for  a  minute  from 
those  sad  thoughts,  which  but  darkened,  and  grew 
bitterer  every  step  she  advanced. 

The  gay  pomps  and  processions  that  met  her 
upon  her  entrance  into  the  Valley,  and  the  maguifi- 
cence  with  which  the  roads  all  along  wore  decorated, 
did  honor  to  the  taste  and  gallantry  of  the  young 
King.  It  was  night  when  they  approached  tlie 
city,  and,  for  the  last  two  miles,  they  had  passed 
under  arches,  thrown  from  hedge  to  hedge,  festooned 
with  only  those  rarest  roses  from  which  the  Attar 
Gal,  more  precious  than  gold,  is  distilled,  and  illu- 
minated in  rich  and  fanciful  forms  with  lanterns  of 
the  triple-colored  tortoise-shell  of  Pegu.*  Some- 
times, from  a  dark  wood  by  the  side  of  the  road,  a 
dii^ay  of  fireworks  would  break  out,  so  sudden  and 


>  Kachmlre  be  Naaee? .— /)w#ter 

>  "The  pardonable  snperstUion  of  the  feqaestered  inhabit- 
ants has  maUlplled  the  places  of  worship  of  Mahadeo,  of 
Beschan,  and  of  Brama.  All  Cashmere  is  holy  land,  and 
nitracnloos  foantains  abound.**— ATo/or  RenneT*  Memoirs  of 
a  Map  of  Hindostan. 

4ehaji-Gair8  mentions  "a  fonntaln  in  Cashmere  called 
Timagb,  which  signlAes  a  snake ;  probably  because  some 
larfe  snake  bad  formerly  been  seen  there.**— "  During  the 
lifetime  of  my  father,  I  went  twice  to  this  fonntaln,  which 
is  about  twenty  coss  from  the  city  of  Cashmere.  The  ves- 
tiges  of  places  of  worship  and  scanctity  are  to  be  traced 
without  number  amongst  the  ruins  and  the  caves  which  are 
interspersed  in  its  neighborhood.*'— TVozsA  JeKangury.— 

There  is  another  account  of  Cashmere  by  Abul-Fazil,  the 
tatbor  of  the  Ayin-Acbaree,  "  who,**  says  Major  Rgnnd^ 
** andean  to  have  caught  some  of  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
nlley,  by  bis  description  of  the  holy  places  in  it.** 

s  "On  a  standing  roof  of  wood  is  laid  a  covering  of  fine 


00  brilliant,  that  a  Brahmin  might  fancy  he  beheld 
that  grove,  in  whose  purple  shade  the  God  of  Battles 
was  bom,  bursting  into  a  flame  at  the  moment  of  his 
birth ; — while,  at  other  times,  a  quick  and  playful 
irradiation  continued  to  brighten  all  the  fields  and 
gardens  by  which  they  passed,  forming  a  line  of 
dancing  lights  along  the  horizon ;  like  the  meteors 
of  the  north  as  they  are  seen  by  those  hunters,*  who 
pursue  the  white  and  blue  foxes  on  the  confines  of 
the  Icy  Sea.  « 

These  arches  and  fireworks  delighted  the  Ladies 
of  the  Princess  exceedingly ;  and  with  their  usual 
good  logic,  they  deduced  from  his  taste  for  illomina- 
tious,  that  the  King  of  Buchwia  would  make  the 
most  exemplary  husband  imaginable.  Nor,  indeed, 
could  Lalla  Rooku  herself  help  feeling  the  kind- 
ness and  splendor  with  which  the  young  bridegroom 
welcomed  her ; — but  she  also  felt  how  painful  is  the 
gratitude,  which  kinduess  from  those  we  cannot  love 
excites;  and  that  their  best  blandishments  come 
over  the  heart  with  all  that  chilling  and  deadly 
sweetness,  which  we  can  fancy  in  the  cold,  odorifer- 
ous wind*  that  is  to  blow  over  this  earth  in  the  last 
days. 

The  marriage  was  fixed  for  the  morning  after  her 
arrival,  when  she  was,  for  the  first  time,  to  be  pre- 
sented to  the  monarclviu  that  Imperial  Palace  be- 
yond the  lake,  called  the  Shalimar.  Though  never 
before  had  a  night  of  more  wakeful  and  anxious 
thought  been  passed  in  the  Happy  Valley,  yet,  when 
she  rose  in  the  morning,  and  her  Ladies  came  around 
her,  to  assist  in  the  adjustment  of  the  bridal  orna- 
ments, they  thought  they  had  never  seen  her  look 
half  so  beautiful.  What  sho  had  lost  of  the  bloom 
and  radidncy  of  her  charms  was  more  than  made 
up  by  that  mtellectual  expression,  that  soul  beaming 


earth,  which  shelters  the  building  firom  the  great  quaatiiy 
of  snow  that  falls  in  the  winter  season.  TbbHinice  com- 
municates an  equal  warmth  in  winter,  as  a  refreshing  cool- 
ness in  the  snmmer  season,  ^hen  the  tops  of  the  houses, 
which  are  planted  with  a  variety  of  flowen,  exhibit  at  a 
distance  the  spacious  view  of  a  beantUblly-checkered  par- 
terre.**— F^tUr. 

4  ••  Two  hundred  slaves  there  are,  who  have  no  other  oiBce 
than  to  hunt  the  woods  and  manhes  for  triple-colored  tor- 
toises for  the  King*8  Yivary.  Of  the  shells  of  these  also 
lanterns  are  made.**— ri«e«iil  /•  Blanc"*  Travels. 

•  For  a  description  of  the  Aurora  Borealls  as  It  appears  to 
these  hunters,  vide  Enefdtpmiia, 

•  This  wind,  which  is  to  blow  fVom  Syria  Damaseeaa,  Is, 
according  to  the  Mahometans,  one  of  the  signs  of  the  Last 
Day's  approach. 

Another  of  the  signs  is,  "  Great  distress  in  the  world,  so 
that  a  man  when  he  passes  by  another's  grave  shall  say, 
Would  to  God  I  were  in  his  place  !**— Sa/«*«  Preliminary 
Discourse. 
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forth  from  the  eyes,  which  is  worth  all  the  rest  of 
lovelinesBi  When  they  had  tinged  her  fingezs  with 
the  Henna  leaf,  and  placed  upon  her  hrow  a  small 
coronet  of  jewels,  of  the  shape  worn  by  the  ancient 
Qneens  of  Bucharia,  they  flung  over  her  head  the 
roso-oolored  bridal  veil,  and  she  proceeded  to  the 
barge  that  was  to  convey  her  across  the  lake ; — 
first  kissing,  with  a  mournful  look,  the  little  amulet 
of  cornelian  which  her  father  at  partmg  had  hung 
about  her  neck. 

The  morning  was  as  fresh  and  fair  as  the  maid 
on  whose  nuptials  it  rose,  and  the  shining  lake  all 
covered  with  boats,  the  minstrels  playing  upon  the 
shores  of  the  islands,  and  the  crowded  summer- 
houses  en  the  green  hills  around,  with  shawls  and 
banners  waving  from  their  roofs,  presented  such  a 
picture  of  animated  rejoicing,  as  only  she  who  was 
the  object  of  it  all,  did  not  feel  with  transport  To 
Lalla  Rookh  alone  it  was  a  melancholy  pageant ; 
nor  could  she  have  even  borne  to  look  upon  the 
scene,  were  it  not  for  a  hope  that,  among  the  crowds 
around,  she  might  once  more  perhaps  catch  a  glimpse 
of  Feramorz.  So  much  was  her  imagination  haunt- 
ed by  this  thought,  that  there  was  scarcely  an  islet 
or  boat  she  passed  on  the  way,  at  which  her  heart 
did  not  flutter  with  the  momentary  fancy  that  he 
was  there.  Happy,  in  her  eyes,  the  humblest  slave 
upon  whom  the  light  of  his  dear  looks  fell ! — In  the 
barge  immediately  after  the  princess  sat  Fadladebn, 
with  his  silken  curtains  thrown  widely  apart,  that 
all  might  have  the  benefit  of  his  august  presence, 
and  with  his  head  full  of  the  speech  he  was  to  de- 
liver to  the  King,  "  concerning  Feramorz,  and  lit- 
erature, and  the  Chabuk,  as  connected  therewith." 

They  now  had  entered  the  canal  which  leads  from 
the  Lake  to  the  splendid  domes  and  saloons  of  the 
Shalimar,  and  went  gliding  on  through  the  gardens 
that  ascended  from  each  bank,  full  of  flowering 
shrubs  that  made  the  air  all  perfume ;  while  from 
the  middle  of  the  canal  rose  jets  of  water,  smooth 
and  unbroken,  to  such  a  dazzling  height,  that  they 
stood  like  tall  pillars  of  diamond  in  the  sunshine. 


>  ''On  Mahommed  Shaw*s  retarn  to  Koolbarga,  (the  capi- 
tal of  Dekkan.)  he  made  a  great  festival,  and  moanted  this 
throne  with  much  pomp  and  magnificence,  calling  it  Firozeh, 
or  Cemlean.  I  have  heard  some  old  penions,  wlio  saw  the 
throoe  Firoieh  In  the  reign  of  Saltan  Mamood  Bhamenee, 
describe  it  They  say  that  it  was  in  length  nine  feet,  and 
thiee  in  breadth ;  made  of  ebony,  covered  with  plates  of  pore 
gold,  and  let  with  pracioos  Hones  of  unmense  valnc.  Every 


Alter  sailing  under  the  arches  of  Tarious  saloonsy 
they  at  length  arrived  at  the  last  and  most  magnift- 
cent,  where  the  monarch  awaited  the  coming  of  his 
bride  ;  and  such  was  the  agitation  of  her  heart  and 
frame,  that  it  was  with  difficulty  she  could  walk  up 
the  marble  steps  which  were  covered  with  doth  of 
gold  for  her  ascent  from  the  barge.  At  the  end  of 
the  hall  stood  two  thrones,  as  precious  as  the  Ceru- 
lean Throne  of  Coolburga,'  on  one  of  which  sat 
AuRis,  the  youthful  King  of  Bucharia,  and  on  the 
other  was,  m  a  few  minutes,  to  be  placed  the  most 
beautiful  Princess  in  the  worid.  Immediately  upon 
the  entrance  of  Lalla  Rookh  mto  the  saloon,  the 
monarch  descended  from  his  throne  to  meet  her; 
but  scarcely  had  he  time  to  take  her  hand  in  his, 
when  she  screamed  with  surprise,  and  famted  at  his 
feet  It  was  Feramorz  himself  that  stood  before 
her! — Feramorz  was,  himself,  the  Sovereign  of 
Bucharia,  who  in  this  disguise  had  accompcuiied  his 
young  bride  from  Delhi,  and,  having  won  her  love 
as  an  hiunble  minstrel,  now  amply  deserved  to  enjoy 
it  as  a  King. 

The  consternation  of  Fadladekn  at  this  diacovery 
was,  for  the  moment,  almost  pitiable.  But  change 
of  opinion  is  a  resource  too  convenient  in  courts  for 
this  experienced  courtier  not  to  have  learned  to  avafl 
himself  of  it  His  criticisms  were  all,  of  course, 
recanted  instantly :  he  was  seized  with  an  admira- 
tion of  the  King's  verses,  as  unboimded  as,  he  begged 
him  to  believe,  it  was  disinterested ;  uid  the  follow- 
ing week  saw  him  in  possession  of  an  additional 
place,  swearing  by  all  the  Saints  of  Islam  that  never 
had  there  existed  so  great  a  poet  as  the  Monarch 
AuRis,  and,  moreover,  ready  to  prescribe  his  fiivor- 
ite  regimen  of  the  Chabuk  for  every  man*  woman, 
and  child  that  dared  to  think  otherwise. 

Of  the  happiness  of  the  King  and  Queen  of 
Bucharia,  after  such  a  beginning,  there  can  be  bat 
little  doubt ;  and,  among  the  lesser  symptoma,  it  is 
recorded  of  Lalla  Rookb,  that,  to  the  day  of  her 
death,  in  memory  of  their  delightful  jonmey,  she  never 
called  the  King  by  any  other  name  than  Fulamou. 


prince  of  the  house  of  Bhamenee,  who  posaeaaed  this  throM. 
made  a  point  of  adding  to  it  some  rieh  stones ;  so  that  whea, 
in  the  reign  of  Saltan  Mamood,  it  was  taken  to  pieees,  to  re- 
move some  of  the  Jewels  to  be  set  in  vases  and  enps,  the 
Jewellers  valned  it  at  one  corore  of  oons,  (nearly  foor  ndllloas 
sterling.)  I  learned  also  that  it  was  called  Flioseh  (torn 
being  partly  enamelled  of  a  sky-bine  color,  which  was  In  MM' 
totally  concealed  by  the  nomber  of  jewels.**— JkruAia. 
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LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR. 
P— RC— V— L. 

In  the  dirge  we  tung  o'er  him  no  cenrare  waa 
heard, 
Unembitter'd  mnd    free    did    the  tear-drop  de- 
acend  ; 
We  forgot,  in  that  hour,  how  the  atateaman  had 
eTr*d, 
And  wept  for  the  husband,  the  father,  and  friend. 

Oh,  proud  waa  the  meed  his  integrity  won. 
And  gen'rous  indeed  were  the  teara  that  we  ahod. 

When,  in  grief,  we  forgot  all  the  ill  he  had  done. 
And,  though  wrong'd  by  him,  living,  bewail'd 
him,  when  dead. 

Eren  now,  if  one  heuaher  emotion  intrude, 
'Tia  to  wish  he  had  chosen  some  lowlier  state. 

Had  known  what  he  was — and,  content  to  be  good. 
Had  ne*er,  for  our  ruin,  aspired  to  be  great. 

So,  left  through  their  own  little  orbit  to  move, 

Hia  years  might  have  rolfd  inoffensive  away ; 
Hia  "shildren  might  still  have  been  bleas*d  with  his 
love, 
And  England  would  ne'er  have  been  cuned  with 
hia  away. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Morning  Chronicle, 

Sir, 
In  order  to  explain  the  following  Fragment,  it  is 
necessary  to  refer  your  readers  to  a  late  florid  de- 
acription  of  the  Pavilion  at  Brighton,  in  the  apart- 
ments of  which,  we  are  told,  "  Fum,  The  Chineee 
Bird  of  Royalty,*^  is  a  principal  ornament 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  Slc 
Mux. 

FDM   AND  HUM,  THE  TWO  BIRDS  OF 
ROYALTY 

Oki  day  the  Chineae  Bird  of  Royalty,  Fum, 
Thus  accosted  our  own  Bird  of  Royalty,  Hum, 


In  that  Palace  or  China-shop  (Brighton,  which  is 

it?) 
Where  Fum  had  just  come  to  pay  Hum  a  short 


Near  akin  are  these  Birdi,  though  they  difl^  in 

nation, 
(The  breed  of  the  Humb  j  is  old  aa  creation  ;) 
Both,  full-craw'd  l^gitimsiM-— both,  birdi  of  prey, 
Both,  cackling  and  ravenous  creatures,  half  way 
'Twixt   the    gooae    and    the    vulture,    like    Lord 

While  Fum  deals  in  Mandarins,  Bonzes,  Bohea, 
Peers,  Biriiops,  and  Punch,  Hum,  are  sacred  to 

thee! 
So  congenial  their  tastes,  that,  when  Fum  fiist  did 

light  on 
The    floor   of  that   grand    China-warehouae    at 

Brighton, 
The  lanterns,  and  dragons,  and  thinga  round  the 

dome 
Were  ao  like  what  he  left,  <*  Gad,"  says  Fum,  •*  Fm 

at  home." — 
And  when,  turning,  he  saw  Bishop  L  OB, 

"  Zooks,  it  is," 
Quoth  the  Bird,  **  Yes — I  know  him — a  Bonze,  by 

his  phiz — 
'*  And  that  jolly  old  idol  he  kneels  to  so  low 
«Can  be  none  but  our  round-about  godhead,  fat 

For 
It  chanced  at  this  moment,  th'  Episcopal  Prig 
Was  imploring  the  P b  to  dispense  with  his 

wig,* 
Which  the  Bird,  overhearing,  flew  high  o'er   bis 

head. 
And  some  ToBrr-like  marks  of  his  patronage  abed. 
Which  so  dimm'd  the  pool  Dandy's  klolatrous  eye, 
That,  while  Fum  cried  "Oh  Fol"  all  the  court 

cried  "Oh  fie!" 

But,  a  truce  to  digreasion ;— these  Birds  of  a 
feather 

Thus  talk'd,  t'other  night,  on  State  matten  to- 
gether; 


s  la  eonseqoraes  of  aa  old  prasDita,  that  ha  thoold  bt 
allowed  to  wear  his  owa  hslr,  wheaeter  ha 
vatad  loa  Blshoprie  by  his  R 1 H m 
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(The  F— ^B  juBt  in  bed,  or  about  to  depart  for't, 
His    legs   full    of    gout,    and    his    arms   full    of 

H — RTF — D,) 

"  I  say,  Hum,"  says  Fum — Fux,  of  couise,  spoke 

Chinese, 
But,  bless  you,  that's    no(hinsr-— (^t  Brighton  one 


Foreign  lingoes  and  Bishops  translated  with 
"  I  say.  Hum,  how  fares  it  with  Royalty  now? 
*<  Is  it  tfp  ?  is  it  prime  ?  is  it  tpooney—ot  how  r** 
(The  Bird  had  just  taken  a  flash-man's  degree 
Under    B — bxl — m— re,  Y th,    and    young 

Master  L e,)' 

"  As  for  us  in  Pekin" ^here,  a  devil  of  a  din 

From    the    bedcoamber    came,  where  that    long 

Mandarin, 
C— sU ^gh  (whom  Fum  call*  the  Confucius  of 

Prose,) 
Was  rehearsing  a  speech  upon  Europe's  repose 
To  the  deep,  double  bass  of  the  fat  Idol's  nose. 

{Nota  bene — ^his  Lordship  and  L — ^v — rp — ^l  come, 

In  collateral  lines,  from  the  old  Mother  Hum, 

C — sTir— GH  a  HuM-bug — L — ^v — ^RP — ^L  a  Hum- 

drum.) 
The  Speech  being  finish'd,  out  rush'd  C— «nr--OH, 
Saddled  Hum  in  a  hurry,  and,  whip,  spur,  away, 
Through  the  regions  of  air,  like  a  Snip  on  his 

hobby. 
Ne'er  paused,  tiK  he  lighted  in  St  Stephen's  lobby. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SH— R— D— N. 

Prlnclpibas  placnlase  virls !— Horat. 

Yes,  grief  will  have  way— but  the  fast  falling  tear 
Shall  be  mingled  with  deep  execrations  on  those. 

Who  could  bask  in  that  Spirit's  meridian  career. 
And  yet  leave  it  thus  lonely  and  dark  at  its 


Whose  vanity  flew  round  him  only  while  fed 
By   the    odor   his    fame    in    its    summer-tune 
gave;— 
Whose  vanity  now,  with  quick  scent  for  the  dead, 
like  the  Ghole  of  the  East,  comes  to  feed  at  his 
grave. 

Oh !  it  sickens  the  heart  to  see  bosoms  so  hollow, 
And  qnrits  so  mean  in  the  great  and  high-bom ; 


To  think  what  a  long  line  of  titles  may  foDow 
The  relics  of  him  who  died — fnendless  and  lom ! 

How  proud  they  can  press  to  the  fun'ral  array 
Of  one,  whom  they  shunn'd  in  his  sickness  and 
sorrow:^ 
How  heWa  may  seize  his  last  blanket,  to-day, 
Whose  pall  shall  be  held  up  by  nobles  to-mor- 
row! 

And  Thou,  too,  whose  life,  a  sick  epicure's  dream, 

^neoherent  and  gross,  even  grosser  had  pass'd, 
^^<\re    it   not   for    that    cordial    and    soul-giving 
beam. 
Which  his  friendship  and  wit  o'er  thy  nothinguMs 
cast: — 

No,  not  for  the  wealth  of  the  land,  that  supplies 
thee 
With  millions  to  heap  upon  Foppery's  shrine  ^ 
No,  not  for  the  riches  of  all  who  despise  thee. 
Though  this  would  make  Europe's  whole  c^mlenoe 
mine; — 

Would  I  sufler  what— -ev'n  in  the  heart  that  thou 
bast- 
All    mean    as   it   is — ^must    have    conBcioosly 
bum'd. 
When  the  pittance,  which  shame  had  wrung  firam 
thee  at  last. 
And  which  found  all  his  wants  at  an  end,  was 
retum'd ;' 

«  Was  this  then  the  fate,"— fu^nre  ages  will  say, 
When  some  names  shall  live  but  in  history's  cone ; 

When  Truth  will  be  heard,  and  these  limk  of  t 
day 
Be  forgotten  as  fools,  or  remember'd  as  wone ; — 

"  Was  this  then  the  fate  of  that  high-gifted  man, 
"  The  pride  of  the  palace,  the  bow'r  and  the  hall, 

<<  The  orator, — dramatist, — nunstrel, — ^who  ran 
**  Through  each  mode  of  the  lyre,  and  was  masl^ 
of  all;— 

"  Whose  mind  was  an  essence,  compounded  with 
art 
*'  From  the  finest  and  best  of  all  other  men's 
pow'rs: — 
**  Who  ruled,  like  a  wizard,  the  worid  of  the  heart, 
"  And  could  call  up  its  sunshine,  or  bring  down 
its  show'rs ; — 


>  The  fom  was  two  hundred  ponnda— ^cr«d  wbei 
Sh— f— d~D  could  DO  loDfer  take  any  •nstenaneei  sad  d** 
clined,  tat  hlro,  by  hU  firlends. 
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**  Whose  humor,  as  gay  as  the  fire-fly's  light, 
''Play*!!  loimd  every  subject,  and  shone  as  it 
play*d  ;— 

"  Whose  wU,  in  the  combat,  as  gentle  as  bright, 
**  Ne'er  carried  a  heart-stain  away  on  its  blade ; — 

**  Whose  eloquence — bright'ning  whatever  it  tried, 
"Whether  reason   or  fancy,   the   gay   or   the 
grave,— 

«<  Was  as  rapid,  as  deep,  and  as  brilliant  a  tide, 
M  ^  ever  bore  Freedom  aloft  on  its  wave  !*' 

Yes — such  was  the  man,  and  so  wretched  his  fate ; — 
And  thus,  sooner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve. 

Who  waste  their  mom's  dew  in  the  beams  of  the 
Great, 
And  expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve. 

In  the  woods  of  the  North  there  are  insects  that 
prey 
On  the  brain  of  the  elk  till  his  very  last  sigh  ;^ 
Oh,  Grenius !  thy  patrons,  more  cruel  than  they. 
First  feed  on  thy  brains,  and  then  leave  thee  to 
die! 


EPISTLE 

ntoM 

TOM  CRIB  TO  BIG  BEN,< 

coaoBaKiHo  iomk  foul  flat  in  a  latk  TEAHi action.* 

"  Ahi,  mio  Bx2f  !**— Mxta>tasio> 

What  !  Ben,  my  old  hero,  is  this  your  renown  T 
Is  tkis  the  new  go  7 — ^kick  a  man  when  he's  down ! 
When  the  foe  has  knock'd  under,  to  tread  on  him 

then — 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben  ! 
<*  Foul !  foul !"  all  the  lads  of  the  Fancy  exclaim— 
CiuRLET    Shock    is    clectrified—BELCHER    spits 

flame— 
And  MoLYNEux — ay,  even  Buicky*  cries  "  shame  !*• 

1  Naturalists  have  observed  that,  upon  dissecting  an  elk, 
there  were  found  In  its  head  some  Utrgt  flies,  with  its  brain 
almost  eaten  away  by  them. — History  of  Poland. 

•  A  Bieluiame  given,  at  this  time,  to  the  Pi^-ce  R— g— L 
s  Written  soon  a(ter  Bonaparte's  tnnspcrtatlon  to  St. 

Belena. 

*  Ton  I  suppose,  was  "  assisted**  to  this  Motto  by  Mr. 


Time  was,  when  John  Bull  little  difference  spied 
Twixt  the  foe  at  his  feet,  and  the  friend  at  his  side : 
When  he  found  (such  his  humor  in  fighting  and 

eating) 
His  foe,  like  his  beefnsteak,  the  sweeter  for  beating. 
But  this  comes,  Master  Ben,  of  your  cursed  foreign 

notions, 
Your  trinkets,  wigs,  thingumbobs,  gold  lace   and 

lotions; 
Your  Noyeaus,  Cura9oas,  and  the   Devil   knows 

what — 
(One  swig  of  Blue  Ruin*  is  worth  the  whole  lot !) 
Your  great  and  small  crosset — (my  eyes,  what  a 

brood! 
A  croM-buttock  from  me  would  do  some  of  them 

good!) 
Which  have  spoil'd  you,  till  hardly  a  drop,  my  old 

porpoise. 
Of  pure  English  claret  is  leil  in  your  corpus  ; 
And  (as  Jim  says)  the  only  one  trick,  good  or  bad. 
Of  the  Fancy  you're  up  to,  ia  fibbing,  my  lad. 
Hence  it  comes, — Boxiana,  disgrace  to  thy  page ! — 
Having  floor'd,  by  good  luck,  the  £."wt  swell  of  the 

ago, 
Having  conquer'd  the  jTrtme  one,  that  miifd  us  all 

round. 
Yon .  kick'd  him,  old  Ben,  as  he  gasp'd  on  the 

ground! 
Ay— just  at  the  time  to  show  q)unk,  if  you'd  got 

any — 
Kick'd  him,  and  jaw'd  him,  and  lagg'd'  him  to 

Botany ! 
Oh,  shade  of  the  Cheesemonger  /*  you,  who,  alas. 
Doubled  up,  by  the  dozen,  those  Mounseers  in  brass. 
On  that  great  day  o{  milling,  when  blood  lay  in  lakes. 
When  Kings  held  the  bottle,  and  Europe  the  stakes, 
Look  down  upon  Ben — see  him,  dunghill  all  o'er. 
Insult  the  foirn  foe,  that  can  harm  him  no  more ! 
Out,  cowardly  spooney  ! — again  and  again. 
By  the  fist  of  my  father,  I  blush  for  thee,  Ben. 
To  show  the  white  feather  is  many  men's  doom. 
But,  what  of  one  feather? — Ben  shows  a  wholt 

Plume* 

Jackson,  who.  It  Is  well  known,  keeps  the  most  learned 
company  going. 

•  Names  and  nicknames  of  celebrated  pogUlsts  at  that 
time. 

•  Gin.  *  Transported. 

•  A  life  Guardsman,  one  ofcAs  Aacy,  who  dlsttngntshed 
himself,  and  was  killed  In  the  memorable  ««<■(•  at  Waterloo. 
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THE  FUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PARIS. 


Le  Leggi  della  Maschem  lichledono  che  una  peiBcna  mascherata  non  sia  salntata  per  nome  da  vno  che  la  eoMMce 
malgndo  U  mo  trerestimento.— CA>Tiouoini. 


PREFACE. 

In  what  manner  tho  following  Epigtles  came  into 
my  hands,  it  is  not  necessary  for  the  public  to  know. 
It  will  be  seen  by  Mr.  Fudge*8  Second  Letter,  that 
be  is  one  of  those  gentlemen  whose  Secret  Servicet 
in  Ireland,  under  the  milcT  ministry  of  my  Lord 
C  GH,  have  been  so  amply  and  gratefully  re- 

munerated. Like  his  friend  and  associate,  Thomas 
Reynolds,  Esq.,  ho  had  retired  upon  tlie  reward  of 
his  honest  industry ;  but  has  lately  been  induced  to  ap- 
pear  again  in  active  life,  and  superintend  the  training 
of  that  Delatorian  Cohort,  which  Lord  S — dm — th, 
in  his  wisdom  and  benevolence,  has  organized. 

Whether  Mr.  Fudge,  himself,  has  yet  made  any 
discoveries,  does  not  appear  from  the  following 
pages.  But.much  may  be  expected  from  a  person 
of  his  zeal  and  sagtfcity,  and,  indeed,  to  Aim,  Lord 
S — DM — Tii,  and  the  Greenland-bound  ships,  the 
eyes  of  all  lovers  of  discoverie  are  now  most 
anxiously  directed. 

I  regret  much  that  I  have  been  obliged  to  omit 
Mr.  Bob  Fudge's  Third  Letter,  concluding  the  ad- 
ventures of  his  Day  with  the  Dinner,  Opera,  &c., 
&c. ; — but,  in  consequence  of  some  remarks  upon 
Marinette's  thin  drapery,  which,  it  was  thought, 
might  give  offence  to  certain  well-meaning  persons, 
the  manuscript  was  sent  back  to  Paris  for  his  revi- 
sion,  and  bad  not  returned  when  the  last  sheet  was 
put  to  press. 

It  will  not,  I  hope,  be  thought  presumptuous,  if 
I  take  this  opportunity  of  complaining  of  a  very 
serious  injustice  I  have  suffered  from  the  public 
Dr.  King  wrote  a  treatise  to  prove  that  Be^ttlet 
"  was  not  the  author  of  his  own  book,"  and  a  similar 
absurdity  has  been  asserted  of  me,  in  almost  all  the 
best-informed  literary  circles.  With  the  name  of 
the  real  author  staring  them  in  the  face,  they  have 
yet  persisted  in  attributing  my  works  to  other  peo- 
ple ;  and  the  fame  of  the  Twopenny  Post-Bag — 
such  as  it  is — ^having  hovered  doubtfully  over  various 


pereons,  has  at  last  settled  upon  the  head  of  a  cer- 
tain little  gentleman,  who  wears  it,  I  understand,  as 
complacently  as  if  it  actually  belonged  to  him; 
without  even  the  honesty  of  avowing,  with  his  own 
favorite  author,  (he  will  excuse  the  pun,) 

Eyto  f  *0  MUFOS  afiat 

ESnoafttiP  neTtamt, 

I  can  only  add,  that  if  any  lady  or  gentleman, 
curious  in  such  matters,  will  take  the  trouble  of  call- 
ing at  my  lodgings,  245  Piccadilly,  I  shall  have  the 
honor  of  assunng  them,  in  propria  pertonA,  that  I 
am — his,  or  her, 

Very  obedient 

And  very  humUe  Servant, 
THOMAS  BROWN,  THE  YOUNGER. 

4prtf  17, 1818. 
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LETTER  L 

FROM   MISS  BIDDT  FUDOB  TO  MIBB  DOKOTBr  • 
CLONru.TT,  nr  lUUiND. 


Dear  Doll,  while  the  tails  of  our  horses  aze  plait< 

ing. 
The  trunks  tying  on,  and  IVipR,  at  the  door. 
Into  very  bad  French  is,  as  usual,  translatiiig 
His  English  resolve  'not  to  give  a  9ou  more, 
I  sit  down  to  write  you  a  line-— only  think ! — 
A  letter  from  France,  with  French  pens  and  French 

ink. 
How  delightful !  though,  would  you  believe  it,  ttif 

dear? 
I  have  seen  nothing  yet  very  wonderfiil  here ; 


J 
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No  adventure,  no  sentiment,  far  as  we've  come, 
But  the  corn-fields  and  trees  quite  as  dull  as  at  home ; 
And  but  for  the  post-boy,  his  boots  and  his  queue, 

!   I  imghtjuat  as  well  be  at  Clonkilty  with  yon ! 

'    In  vain,  at  Desbein'b,  did  I  take  from  my  trunk 
That  divine  fellow.  Sterns,  and  fall  reading  "  The 

Monk ;" 
In  vain  did  I  think  of  his  cfaanmng  Dead  Ass, 
And  remember  the  crust  and  the  wallet — alas ! 
No  monks  can  be  had  now  for  love  or  for  moneyi 
(AD  owing,  Pa  says,  to  that  infidel  Bonet  ;) 
And,  though  one  little  Neddy  we  saw  in  our  drive 
Out  of  classical  Nampont,  the  beast  was  alive  ! 

By  the  by,  though,  at  Calais,  Papa  had  a  touch 
Of  romance  on  the  pier,  which  affected  me  much. 
At  the  sight  of  that  spot,  where  our  darling  Diz- 

HUIT 

Set  the  first  of  his  own  dear  legitimate  feet,' 
(Modeird  out  so  exactly,  and — God  bless  the  mark ! 
'Tis  a  foot,  Dolly,  worthy  so  Grand  a  Monarque,) 
He  exclaim'd,  "  Oh,  mon  Roi  V*  and,  with  tear- 
dropping  eye. 
Stood  to  gaze  on  the  spot — while  some  Jacobin, 

nigb, 
Muttered  out  with  a  shrug,  (what  an  insolent  thing !) 
**  Ma  foi,  he  be  right — 'tis  de  Englishman's  King ; 
And  dat  grot  pied  de  eochon — begar,  me  vil  say 
Dat  de  foot  look  mosh  better,  if  tum'd  toder  way." 
There's  the  pillar,  too— Lord !  I  had  neariy  forgot — 
What  a  charming  idea ! — raised  close  to  the  spot ; 
The  mode  being  now,  (as  you've  heard,  I  suppose,) 
To  build  tombs  over  legs,*  and  raise  pillars  to  toes. 

This  is  all  that's  occurr'd  sentimental  as  yet ; 
Except,  indeed,  some  little  flow'r-nymphs  we've  met. 
Who  disturb  one's  romance  with  pecuniary  views, 
Flinging  flow'rs  in  your  path,  and  then — ^bawling 

for  »oua  ! 
And  some  picturesque  beggars,  whose  multitudes 

seem 
To  recall  the  good  days  of  the  ancien  rSgime, 
All  as  ragged  and  brisk,  you'll  be  happy  to  learn, 
And  as  thin  as  they  were  in  the  time  of  dear 

Sterkb. 

Our  party  consists  (in  a  neat  Calais  job) 

Of  Papa  and  myself,  Mr.  Connor  and  Bob. 

You  remember  how  sheepish  Bob  look'd  at  Kil- 

randy, 
But,  Lord  !  he's  quite  alter'd— they've  made  him  a 

Dandy; 


1  To  eomiMiDorate  the  landing  of  Louis  le  DHM  fiooi 
EBgtud,the  impression  of  hU  foot  Is  marked  oat  on  theptor 


A  thmg,  yea  know,  whiskei'd,  gieat-ooatad,  and 

laced, 
Like  an  hour-glass,  exceedingly  small  in  the  waist : 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creatures,  unknown  yet  to 

schoIaxB, 
With  heads,  so  immoveaUy  stuck  in  shirt-coUars, 
That  seats,  like  our  music-stools,  soon  must  be  found 

them. 
To  twirl,  when  the  creatures  may  wish  to  look  round 

them. 
In  short,  dear,  *<  a  Dandy"  describes  what  I  mean, 
And  Bob's  far  the  best  of  the  genus  I've  seen : 
An  improving  young  man,  fond  of  learning,  ambi- 
tious. 
And  goes  now  to  Paris  to  study  French  dishes. 
Whose    names — think,  how    quick !    he    already 

knows  pat, 
^A  la  braise,  petits  p&tSSf  and— what  d'ye  call  that 
They  inflict  on  potatoes  ? — oh !  maitre  d^hdtel — 
I  assure  you,  dear  Dollt,  he  knows  them  as  well 
As  if  nothing  else  all  his  life  he  had  eat. 
Though  a  bit  of  them'BoBBV  has  never  touch'd  yet ; 
But  just  knows  the  names  of  French  dishes  and 

cooks. 
As  dear  Pa  knows  the  titles  of  authors  and  books. 

As  to  Pa,  what  d'ye  think  7 — ^mind,  it's  all  entre  nous, 
But  you  know,  love,  I  never  keep  secrets  from  you — 
Why,  he's  writing  a  book — what !  a  tale  ?  a  ro- 
mance? 
No,  ye  Gods,  would  it  were ! — ^but  his  Travels  in 

France ; 
At  the  special  desire  (he  let  out  t'other  day) 
Of  his  great  friend  and  patron,  my  Lord  C-stl-r-gh, 

Who  said, "  My  dea^  Fodoe" 1  forget  the  exact 

words. 
And,  it's  strange,  no  one  ever  remembers  my  Lord's ; 
But  'twas  something  to  say  that,  as  all  must  allow 
A  good  orthodox  work  is  much  wanting  just  now, 
To  expound  to  the  worid  the  new — thingnmmie— 

science. 
Found  out   by  the — ^what's-its-name — ^Hdy  Alli- 
ance, 
And  prove  to  mankind  that  their  rights  are  but  folly, 
Their  freedom  a  joke,  (which  it  is,  you  know, 

Dollt,) 
"  There's  none,"  said  his  Lordship,  « if  /  may  be 

judge, 
Half  so  fit  for  this  great  nndertakmg  as  Fcooe  .'" 

The  matter's  soon  settled— Pa  flies  to  the  Row 
fThe/rtf  stage  your  tourists  now  Qsually  go,) 


at  Cslais,  and  a  pillar  with  aa  iaserlpdHi  raised  opposite  la 
the  spot.  >Gl^tiilbnlMde,ltenlu. 
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Settles  all  for  his  quarto— advertisements, 

Starts  post  from  the  door,  with  his  tablets— French 

phrases— 
<  Scctt's  Visit,"  of  course — in  short,  eVry  thing  he 

lias 
An  author  can  want,  except  words  and  ideas : — 
Aad,  \o  I  the  first  thing,  in  the  spring  of  the  year. 
Is  Phil.  Fudge  at  the  front  of  a  Quarto,  my  dear ! 

But,  blesi  me,  my  paper^s  near  out,  so  I*d  better 
Draw  fast  to  a  close : — this  exceeding  long  letter 
You  owe  to  a  dijeikner  a  la  fourchette. 
Which  BoBBT  would  have,  and  is  hard  at  it  yet — 
What*B  next?  oh,  the  tutor,  the  lost  of  the  party, 
Young  CuNNOR : — ^they  say  he's  so  like  Bonaparte, 
His    nose    and    his    chin — ^which    Papa    rather 

dreads. 
As  the  Bourbons,  you  know,  are  suppressing  all 

heads 
That  resemble  old   Nap*s,  and  .who    knows  but 

their  honors 
May  think,  in  their  fright,  of  suppressii^g  poor  Con- 

NCR's  7 

Au  resie,  (as  we  say,)  the  young  lad*s  well  enough. 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and 

stuff; 
A  third  cousin  of  ours,  by  the  way — ^poor  as  Job 

(Though  of  royal  descent  by  the  side  of  Mamma,) 
And  for  charity  made  private  tutor  to  Bos  ; — 

Entre  nous,  too,  a  Papist — how  lib'ral  of  Pa ! 

This  is  all,  dear, — forgive  me  for  breaking  off  thus. 
But  Bob's  dejeikner's  done,  and  Papa's  in  a  fuss. 

B.  F. 

P.  S. 

How  provoking  of  Pa !  he  will  not  let  me  stop 
Just  to  run  in  and  rummage  some  milliner's  shop ; 
And  my  debut  in  Paris,  I  blush  to  think  on  it, 
Must  now,  Doll,  be  made  m  a  hideous  low  bonnet 
But  Paris,  dear  Paris ! — oh,  there  will  be  joy. 
And  romance,  and  high  bonnets,  and  Madame  Le 
Boil* 


1  A  eeiebrated  msataa-maker  in  Pari*. 

*  This  eicellent  Imitation  of  the  noble  Lord*s  style  shows 
bow  deeply  Mr.  Podge  ninst  have  studied  his  great  original. 
Irish  oratory,  Indeed,  abounds  with  snch  startling  peca- 
Uaritles.  Thos  the  eloquent  Connsellor  B ,  In  de- 
scribing some  hypocritical  pretender  to  charity,  said,  "  He 
par  his  hand  in  hls|pMches-pocket,  like  a  crocodile,  and,** 


LETTER  IL 

FROM    ran.  FUDGB,    ESQ.,    TO    THE    LORD    VUCOVHT 
C — ST — R— OH. 

Paris. 
At  length,  my  Lord,  I  have  the  bliss 
To  date  to  you  a  line  from  this 
**  Demoralized"  metropolis ; 
Where,  by  plebeians  low  and  scurvy, 
The  throne  was  tum'd  quite  topsy-turvy, 
And  Kingship,  tumbled  from  its  seat, 
"  Stood  prostrate"  at  the  people's  feet ; 
Where  (still  to  use  your  Lordship*s  tropes) 
The  level  of  obedience  slopea 
Upward  and  downward,  as  the  stream 
Of  hydra  faction  kicks  the  beam  !* 
Where  the  poor  Palace  changes  masten 

Quicker  than  a  snake  its  skin. 
And  Louis  is  roll'd  out  on  castors, 

While  Boney's  bohio  on  shoulders  in : — 
But  where,  in  every  change,  no  doubt. 

One  special  good  your  Lordship  traces,— 
That  'tis  the  Kings  alone  turn  out. 

The  Ministers  still  keep  their  ptacesL 


How  oft,  dear  Viscount  C- 


I've  thought  of  thee  upon  the  way, 
As  in  my  job  (what  place  could  be 
More  apt  to  wake  a  thought  of  thee  7)^ 
Or,  oftener  fur,  when  gravely  sitting 
Upon  my  dicky,  (as  is  fitting 
For  him  who  writes  a  Tour,  that  he 
May  more  of  men  and  manners  see,) 
Pve  tliought  of  thee  and  of  thy  glories, 
Thou  guest  of  Kings,  and  King  of  Tories ! 
Reflecting  how  thy  fame  has  grown 

And  spread,  beyond  man's  usual  share. 
At  home,  abroad,  till  thou  art  known. 

Like  Major  Semple,  everywhere ! 
And  marv'ling  with  what  powers  of  breath 
Your  Lordship,  having  speech'd  to  death 
Some  hundreds  of  your  fellow-men. 
Next  speech'd  to  Sov'reigns'  ears, — and  wfaeo 
All  Sovereigns  else  were  duxed,  at  last 
Speech'd  down  the  Sov'reigrn*  of  Belfast 
Oh !  mid  the  praises  and  the  trophies 
Thou  gain'st  from  Moroeophs  and  Sophia ; 


s  The  title  of  the  chief  mag»trate  of  BeKkst,  betee  who« 
his  Lordship  (with  the  **  stadium  immane  loqnendl**  at- 
tribatod  by  Ovid  to  that  chattering  and  Fapaclons  class  of 
birds,  the  plA)  delivered  sundry  long  and  aelf-gntnlatory 
orations,  on  his  return  (torn  the  Continent  It  was  at  out 
of  these  Irish  dinners  that  his  gallant  broth^^  Loand  8^  pro* 
posed  the  health  of  **  The  best  cavalry  vf  «ar  la 
the  Regent!** 
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Mid  aU  the  tributes  to  thy  fame,               ' 

So  time  is  left  to  Emperor  Sardt 

There's  one  thou  shouldst  be  chiefly  pleased  at^ 

To  be  half  Cffisar  and  half  Daady  ; 

That  Ireland  gives  her  snuff  thy  name, 

And  G     ■  OK  the  R— a— ^  (who'd  forget . 

And  C— — gh's  the  thing  now  sneezed  at ! 

That  doughtiest  chieftain  of  the  set  ?) 

Hath  wherewithal  for  trinkets  new, 

But  hold,  my  pen  ! — a  truce  to  praismg — 

Though  ev*n  your  Lordship  will  allow 

The  theme*s  temptations  are  amazing ; 

Might    come     and    nine    times    knock    their 

Bat  time  and  ink  run  short,  and  now. 

noddles!— 

(As  thou  wouldst  say,  my  guide  and  teacher 

All  this  my  Quartoll  prove— much  more 

In  these  gay  metaphoric  fringes, 

Than  Quarto  ever  proved  before : 

I  must  embark  into  itie  feature 

In  reas'nmg  with  the  Post  I'U  vie. 

On  which  this  letter  chiefly  hinges  ;)^-^ 

My  facts  the  Courier  shall  supply. 

And  uoill,  (so  help  ye  Sprites  aboTe, 

And  thou,  sweet  Lord,  my  eloquence ! 

That  sii  en  clouds,  as  grave  as  judges, 

Watching  the  labors  of  the  Fudges  !) 

My  Journal,  penn'd  by  fits  and  starts. 

Will  prove  that  all  the  world,  at  present. 

On  Biddy's  back  or  Bobbt's  shoulder, 

Iain  a  state  extremely  pleasant ; 

(My  son,  my  Lord,  a  youth  of  parts, 

That  Europe — ^thanks  to  royal  swoxds 

Who  longs  to  be  a  small  place-holder,) 

And  bay'nets,  and  the  Duke  conmianding — 

Is— though  /say't,  that  shouldn't  say- 

Enjoys  a  peace  which,  like  the  Lord's, 

Extremely  good  ;  and,  by  the  way. 

Passeth  all  human  understanding : 

That  France  prefers  her  go-cart  King 

To  show  its  q)irit,  and  I've  done. 

To  such  a  coward  scamp  as  Bonky  ; 

**  Jul,  thirty-firsts— Went,  after  snack. 

Though  round,  with  each  a  leading-string,          « 

«  To  the  Cathedral  of  St  Denny ; 

There  standeth  many  a  Royal  crony. 

"  Sigh'd  o'er  the  Kings  of  ages  back. 

'^or  fear  the  chubby,  tott'ring  thing 

"  Aud— gave  the  old  Concierge  a  penny. 

Should  fall,  if  left  there  loney-poney  — 

"  (Mem, — Must  see  Rheims,  much  famed,  'tis  Mid, 

That  England,  too,  the  more  her  debts, 

«  For  makmg  Kings  and  gingerbread.) 

The  more  she  spends,  the  richer  gets ; 

"  Was  shown  the  tomb  where  lay,  so  stately, 

And  that  the  Irish,  grateful  nation  I 

"  A  litUe  Bourbon,  buried  lately. 

Remember  when  by  thee  reign'd  ore* 

"  Thrice  high  and  puissant,  we  were  told, 

And  bless  thee  for  their  flagellation 

"  Though  only  twenty-four  hours  old  1* 

As  Heloisa  did  her  lover  !* — 

"  Hear  this,  thought  I,  ye  Jacobins : 

That  Poland,  left  for  Russia's  lunch 

"  Ye  Burdetts,  tremble  in  your  skins ! 

l^pon  the  ft'.,^  aboard,  snug  reposes : 

"  If  Royalty,  but  aged  a  day. 

While  Saxony's  as  pleased  as  Punch, 

"  Can  boast  such  high  and  puissant  sway, 

And  Norway  «*  on  a  bed  of  roses  !" 

"  What  unpious  hand  its  pow'r  would  fix, 

That,  as  for  some  few  million  souls, 

"  Full  Hedged  and  wigg'd^  at  fifty-six  I" 

Transferr'd  by  contract,  bless  the  clods ! 

If  half  were  strangled — Spaniards,  Poles, 

The  argument's  quite  new,  you  see. 

And  Frenchmen— 'twouldn't  make  much  odds, 

And  proves  exactly  Q.  E.  D. 

So  Europe's  goodly  Royal  ones, 

So  now,  with  duty  to  the  R— o— r. 

Sit  easy  on  their  sacred  thrones ; 

I  am,  dear  Lord, 

So  Ferdinand  embroiders  gayly,' 

Your  most  obedient, 

And  Louis  eats  his  salmi,*  daily ; 

P.P. 

4           Oxpa  «,  ola  tSowt  6ioTpt^ttt  /^afftXiycc 

**  And  now,  Sir,  I  most  embark  Into  the  featnro  oa  which 

HOMKR,  Odf*».  3. 

this  question  chiefly  hinges.'* 

9  See  her  Letters. 

•  So  described  on  the  coffin:  "trit-teate  et  polaiante 

*  It  would  be  an  edifying  thing  to  write  a  history  of  the 

Princesse,  agee  d*nn  Joor.** 

private  amusements  of  soTerelgns,  tracing  them  down  from 

•  There  is  a  ftilness  and  breadth  In  this  portrait  of  Royal- 

the fly-slicking  of  Domitian,  the  mole-catching  of  Artabaniu, 

ty,  which  reminds  as  of  what  Pliny  lays.  In  speaUag  of 

the    hng^mlroicking  of  Parmenides,  the  horse-eonTlng  of 

Aretas,  to  the  petticoat-embroidering  of  Ferdinand,  and  the 

otteataatr 

pailen:e-playingoftheP— e  R 1 
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Hdtel  Breteuili  RUe  Riw^u 
Neat  lodgings — ^rather  dear  for  me ; 
Bat  BioDT  said  she  thought  'twould  look 
Genteeler  thus  to  date  my  Book ; 
And  Biddy's  right — ^besides,  it  cuiries 
Some  favor  with  our  friends  at  MuuuT'f, 
Who  scorn  what  any  man  can  say, 
That  dates  from  Rue  St-Honoi^  !* 


LETTER  III. 


FROM  MB.  BOB  FUDOB  TO  RICHARD  • 


»K8a. 


Ou  Dick !  you  may  talk  of  your  writing  and  read- 

Your  Logic  and  Greek,  but  there's  nothing  like 

feeding ; 
And  this  is  the  place  for  it,  Dickt,  you  dog, 
Of  all  places  on  earth — the  head-quarters  of  Prog ! 
Talk  of  England — her  famed   Magna  Charta,  I 

swear,  is 
A  humbug,  a  flam,  to  the  Carte*  at  old  Vkry's  ; 
And  as  for  your  Juries — who  woul:.  not  set  o'er 

*em 
A  Jury  of  Tasters,*  with  wooacocks  before  'em  ? 
Give  Cartwbiout  his    Parliaments,    fresh    every 

year; 
But  those  friends  of  short  Commons  would  never  do 

here ; 
And,  let  Romillt  speak  as  he  will  on  the  question. 
No  Digest  of  Law's  like  the  laws  of  digestion  ! 

By  the  by,  Dick,  /  fatten — but  n'importe  for  that, 
'Tis  the  mode— your  Legitimates  always  get  fat 
There's  the  R — a — t,  there's  Louis — and  Boney 

tried  too. 
But,    though     somewhat     imperial     in    paunch, 

'twouldn't  do : — 


>  See  the  Quarterly  Review  for  May,  1816,  where  Mr. 
Hobhonat-  Is  arcused  cf  having  written  his  book  "  in  a  back 
street  of  the  French  eapltal.** 

*  The  Bili  of  Fare.— very,  a  weil-known  Restaurateur. 

*  Mr.  Bob  aliades  particularly,  I  presume,  to  the  famous 
Jury  Degustatetv,  which  used  to  assemble  at  the  Hdtel  of 
M.  Grimod  de  la  Reyniire,  and  of  which  this  modern  Ar- 
chesU^tus  has  given  an  account  in  his  Almanach  des  Gour- 
mands, cinqnlAme  ann^e,  p.  78. 

*  The  fairy-land  of  cookery  and  jfourmandite  :  "  Pays,  ou 
le  ciel  offre  les  vlaades  toutea  euites,  etou,  comme  on  paric, 
les  alonettes  tombent  toates  rotles.  Du  Latin,  cuqu^re.**— 
Dv<kat. 

*  The  process  by  which  the  liver  of  the  unfortunate  goose 
<j  enlarged,  in  order  to  produce  that  richest  of  all  dainties, 


He  improved,  indeed,  much  in  this  point,  when  be 

wed. 
But  he  ne'er  grew  right  royally  fat  in  the  head, 

Dick,  Dick,  what  a  place  is   this    Paris  !^bat 

stay- 
As  my  raptures  may  bore  you,  1*0  just  aketcfa  • 

day, 
Ab  we  pass  it,  myself  and  some  conuttdes  Fve  got. 
All  thorough-bred  Chnostics,  who  know  what  is 

what 

After  dreammg  some  hours  of  the  land  of  Co- 

caigne,* 
That  Elysium  of  all  that  iafriand  and  nice. 
Where  for  hail  they  have  bon-bons,  and  claret  for 

ram, 
And  the  skaiters  in  winter  show  off  on  creom- 
•  ice; 
Where  so  ready  all  nature  its  cc^'kery  yields, 
Macaroni  au  parmesan  grows  in  the  fields ; 
Little  birds  fly  about  with  the  true  pheasant  taint. 
And  the  geese  are  all  bom  with  a  liver  complaint  !* 
I  rise— put  on  neckcloth — stiff,  tight,  as  can  be— 
For  a  lad  who  goes  into  the  world,  Dick,  like  me, 
Should  have  his  neck  tied  up,  you  know — there's  no 

doubt  of  it — 
Almost  as  tight  as  some  lads  who  go  ottt  of  iL 
With  whiskers  well  oil'd,  and  with  boots  that  "  hold 

up 
"  The  mirror  *o  nature" — so  bright  you  could  sap 
Off  the  leather  like  chma ;   with  coat,  too,  thai 

draws 
On  the  tailor,  who  sufibrs,  a  martyr's  applause ! 
With  head  bridled  up,  like  a  four-in-hand  leader, 
And    stays — devil's    in    them — too    tight    for   a 

feeder, 
I  strut  to  the  old  Cat6  Hardy,  which  yet 
Beats  the  field  at  a  dejeitner  a  la  fourchette. 
There,  Dick,  what  a  breakfast !  oh,  not  like  your 

ghost 
Of  a  breakfast  in  England,  your  cursed  tea  and 

toast;* 

the  foie  £rrag,  of  which  such  renowned  piUs  are  made  at 
Strasbourg  and  Toulouse,  is  thus  described  la  the  Oitr» 
Gastronomique  :—'*  On  d<> plume  Pestomac  des  oles ;  on  at- 
tache cnsulte  ces  animaux  aux  chenets  d*ane  chenalnee,  et 
on  les  nourrlt  devant  le  feu.  La  captlvite  et  la  cbalenr 
donncnt  &  ces  volatiles  une  maladie  hepatique,  qui  lait 
gonfler  leur  foie,"  &c.,  p  206. 

*  Is  Mr.  Bob  aware  that  his  contempt  for  Ua  renders  him 
liable  to  a  charge  of  atheism  1  Buch,  at  least,  la  the  opinion 
cited  in  CkrxBtian.  Pdgier.  JimteniUtL  PhUog.—'*  Atheun 
interpretabatur  homlnem  ad  herb&  The  aversmn.**  He  would 
not,  I  think,  have  been  lo  irreverent  to  this  beverage  of 
scholars,  if  he  had  read  PeUr  PttiCa  Poem  In  praise  of  Test, 
addressed  to  the  learned  HtMC—or  the  EpigmplM  whidi 
PeeUinvg  wrote  for  an  altar  he  meant  to  dedicale  to  tkU  iMvfc 
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Bat  a  pideboard,  you  dog,  where  one's  eye  rovM 

about, 
Dke  a  Turk's  in  the  Haram,  and  thence  ainglee  out 
One  pate  of  larks,  just  to  tune  up  the  throat, 
One's  small  limbs  of  chickens,  done  en  papiUote, 
One's  eradite  cutlets,  dress'd  all  ways  but  plain. 
Or    one's    kidneys — ^imagine,     Dick— done    with 

champagne ! 
Then,  some  glasses  of  Beaune,  to  dilute— or,  may- 
hap, 
Chambertin,^  which  you  know's  the  pet  tipple  of 

Nap, 
And  which  Dad,  by  the  by,  that  legitimate  stickler. 
Much  scruples  to  taste,  but  Fm  not  so  particlar. — 
Your  coffee  comes  next,  by  prescription :  and  then, 

Dick,  's 
The  coffee's  ne'er-failing  and  glorious  appendix, 
(If  books  (lad  but  such,  my  old  Grecian,  depend  on't, 
I'd  swallow  ev*n  W — tk — ^ns*,  for  sake  of  the  end 

on't,) 
A  neat  glass  of  parfaiUamour,  which  one  sips 
Just  as  if  bottled  velvet*  tipp'd  over  one's  lips. 
This  repast  being  ended,  and  paid  for — (how  odd ! 
Till  a  man's  used  to  paying,  there's  something  so 
queer  in't !) — 
The  sun  now  well  out,  and  the  girls  all  abroad. 
And  the  world  enough  air'd  for  us.  Nobs,  to  ap- 
pear in't, 
We  lounge  up  the  Boolevards,  where— oh,  Dick, 

the  phyzzes. 
The  turn-outs,  we  meet — what  a  nation  of  quizzes ! 
Here  toddles  along  some  old  figure  of  fun, 
With  a  coat  you  might  date  Anno  Domini  1. ; 
A  laced  hat,  worsted  stockings,  and — noble  old  soul ! 
A  fiao  riband  and  cross  in  his  best  button-hole  ; 
Just  such  as  our  Pa— ce,  who  nor  reason  nor  fun 

dreads. 
Inflicts,  wifnout  ey'n  a  court-martial,  on  hundreds.' 
Here  trips  a  grUette,  with  a  fond,  roguish  eye, 
(Rather  eatable  things  these  griaettes  by  the  by  ^ 
And  there  an  old  deMoiselle,  almost  as  fond. 
In  a  silk  that  has  stood  since  the  time  of  the  Fronde. 


—or  tlM  Anacreontics  of  Peter  PranenUt  in  which  he  calls 
Tea 

Oew,  3cirv,  ^taipay 

The  following  passage  firom  one  of  these  Anacreontics 
will,  I  have  no  doabt,  bo  gratifying  to  all  true  Tbebts. 

Beoiff  5<(uy  rt  varpi^ 
Ev  Xjfwnotf  cKv^tffi 
At6oi  TO  viKTap  *H0fi 

TS  ftOl  'iiaKO¥Ol¥TO 

Xkv^S  ew  fivpftvoivt, 
To)  KaXXtt  9pew9vcat 
KaXaif  jpepcovc  Kovpai 

Which  may  be  ftisos  traaalaied  :- 


There  goes  a  French  Dand^ — ah,  Dick!  unlike 

^some  ones 
We've  seen  about  WHiTB'e— the  .Mounseers  are  but 

rum  ones ; 
Such  hats ! — ^fit  for  monkeys — I'd  back  Mrs  Dra- 

pbk 
To  cut  neater  weather-boards  out  of  brown  paper : 
And  coats — how  I  wish,  if  it  wooMn't  distress  'em. 
They'd  club  for  old  Br — mm — l,  from  Calais,  to 

dress  'em! 
The  collar  sticks  out  irom  the  neck  such  a  space. 
That  you'd  swear  'twas  the  plan  of  this  head- 
lopping  nation. 
To  leave  there  behmd  them  a  snug  little  place 

For  the  head  }o  drop  into,  on  decapitation. 
In  short,  what  with  mountebanks,  counts,  and  fri- 

seuib, 
iS'ome  mummers  by  trade,  and  the  rest  amateun — 
What  with  captains  in  new  jockey-boots  and  silk 

breeches, 
Old  dustmen  with  swinging  great  opere-hats. 
And  shoeblacks  recluiing  by  statues  in  niches. 
There  never  was  seen  such  a  race  of  Jack 

Sprats! 

From  the  Boulevards — ^but  hearken ! — y*n — as  I'm 

a  sinner. 
The  clock  is  just  striking  the  half-hour  to  dinner : 
So  no  more  at  present — short  time  for  adorning — 
My  Day  must  be  finish'd  some  other  fine  morn- 
ing. 
Now,  hey  for  old  Beauvilusrs'*  larder,  my  boy ! 
And,  once  there,  if  the  Goddess  of  Beauty  and  Joy 
Were  to  write  "  Come  and  kiss  me,  dear  Bob  !"  I'd 

not  budge- 
Not  a  step,  Dick,  as  sure  as  my  name  is 

R.  FUDGI. 


Tes,  let  Hebe  everyoang, 

High  In  heay*n  her  nectar  hold. 
And  to  Jove*s  Immortal  throng 

Poor  the  tide  in  caps  of  gold— 
rii  not  envy  heaven's  Princes, 

While,  with  snowy  hands,  for  sm, 
Katb  the  china  tea-cap  rinses. 

And  poors  oat  her  best  Bohea  I 

>  The  (kyorite  wine  of  Napoleon 

*  Felnre  en  h^uUUle. 

*  It  was  said  by  Wlcqaefort,  more  than  a  hundred  yean 
ago,  **Le  Roi  d'Angteterrs  fait  seal  pins  de  chetallers  qoe 
tons  les  aatres  Rols  de  la  ChrfttieBtA  ensemble.**— What 
would  he  say  now  1 

«  A  celefafmted  rBStawateor. 
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LETTER  IV. 


FROM  PHEUM  CONNOR  TO  • 


«*  Return  I" — no,  never,  while  the  withering  hand 
Of  bigot  power  is  on  that  hapless  land ; 
While,  for  the  faith  my  fathers  held  to  God, 
Ev'n  in  the  fields  where  free  those  fathers  trod, 
I  am  proscribed,  and — ^liko  the  spot  led  bare 
In  Israel's  halls,  to  tell  the  proud  and  fair 
Amidst  their  mirth,  that  Slav'ry  had  been  there' — 
On  all  I  love,  home,  parents,  friends,  I  trace 
The  mournful  mark  of  bondage  and  disgrace ! 
No ! — ^let  them  stay,  who  in  their  country^s  pangs 
See  naught  but  food  for  factions  and  harangues ; 
Who  yeariy  kneel  before  their  masters*  doors. 
And  hawk  their  wrongs,  as  beggars  do  their  sores : 
StiUletyoui"      »  »  »  »  » 

Still  hope  and  suffer,  all  who  can ! — ^but  I, 
Who  durst  not  hope,  and  cannot  bear,  must  fly. 

But  whither  ?— every  where  the  scourge  pursues — 
Turn  where  he  will,  the  wretched  wandVer  views, 
In  the  bright,  broken  hopes  of  all  his  race. 
Countless  reflections  of  th'  Oppressor's  face. 
Everywhere  gallant  hearts,  and  spirits  true. 
Are  served  up  victims  to  the  vile  and  few  ; 
While  E — gl — d,  everywhere — ^the  general  foe 
Of  Truth  and  Freedom,  wheresoe'e*-  they  glow- 
Is  fint,  when  tyrants  strike,  to  aid  the  blow 

Oh,  E — gl — d !  could  such  poor  revenge  atone 
For  wrongs,  that  well  might  claim  the  deadlier  ono; 
Were  it  a  vengeance,  sweet  enough  to  sate 
The  wretch  who  flies  from  thy  intolerant  hate. 
To  hear  his  curses  on  such  barbarous  sway 
Echoed,  where'er  he  bends  his  cheerless  way  ; — 
Could  this  content  him,  every  lip  he  meets 
Teems    for    his  vengeance  with    such    poisonous 

sweets; 
Were  this  his  lux'rj',  never  is  thy  name 
Pronounced,  but  he  doth  banquet  on  ^hy  shame ; 
Hears  maledictions  ring  from  every  side 
Upon  that  grasping  power,  that  selfish  pride, 
Which  vaunts  its  own,  and  scorns  all  rights  beside  ; 
That  low  and  desp*rate  envy,  which  to  blast 
A  neighbor's  blessings,  risks  the  few  thou  hast ; — 


>  "  They  used  to  leave  a  yard  square  of  the  wtilX  of  the 
house  unplastered,  on  which  they  wrote,  In  large  letters, 
either  the  fure-mentloned  verse  of  the  Psalmist  ('  If  I  forget 
thee,  O  Jerosalem,*  &c.)  or  the  words—'  The  memory  of 
the  desolation.*  **—Leo  of  Modena. 

*  I  have  thought  it  pmdent  to  omit  some  parts  of  Mr. 
Phellm  CooBor*s  letter.    He  is  evidently  an  intemperate 


That  monster.  Self,  too  gross  to  be  conceal'd, 

Which  ever  lurks  behind  thy  profler'd  shield ; — 

That  faithless  craft,  which,  in  thy  hour  of  need. 

Can  court  the  slave,  can  swear  he  shall  be  freed, 

Yet  basely  spxauB  him,  when  thy  point  is  gain'd. 

Back  to  his  masters,  ready  gagg'd  and  chain'd 

Worthy  associate  of  that  band  of  Kings, 

That  royal,  rav'ning  flock,  whose  vampire  wings 

O'er  sleeping  Europe  treacherously  brood, 

And  fan  her  into  dreams  of  promised  good, 

Of  hope,  of  freedom — but  to  drain  her  blood  i 

If  thus  to  hear  thee  branded  be  a  bliss 

That  Vengeance  loves,  there's  yet  more  tweet  than 

this, 
That  'twas  an  Irish  head,  an  Irish  heart, 
Made  thee  the  fall'u  and  tamish'd  thing  thou  art ; 
That,  as  the  centaur*  gave  th'  infected  vest 
In  jfvhich  he  died,  to  rack  his  conqn'ror's  breast. 
We  sent  thee  C  on : — as  heaps  of  dead 


Have  slain  their  slayers  by  the  pest  they  spread. 
So  hath  our  land  breathed  out,  thy  fame  to  dim, 
Thy  strength  to  waste,  and  rot  thee,  soul  and  limb, 
Her  worst  infections  all  condensed  in  him ! 

When  will  the  world  shake  off  such  yokes  1  oh, 

when 
Will  that  redeeming  day  shine  out  on  men, 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  iree 
As  HeaVn  and  Nature  meant  mankind  should  be  f 
When  Reason  shall  no  longer  blindly  bow 
To  the  vile  paged  things,  that  o'er  her  brow, 
Like  him  of  Jaghemaut,  drive  trampling  now  v 
Nor  Conquest  dare  to  desolate  God's  earth; 
Nor  drunken  Vict'ry,  with  a  Nxbo's  mirth, 
Strike  her  lewd  harp  amidst  a  people's  groans ; — 
But,  built  on  love,  the  world's  exalted  thrones 
Shall  to  the  virtuous  and  the  wise  bo  given — 
Those  bright,  those  sole  Legitimates  of  Hearen  I 

When  will  this  be?— or,  oh  1  is  it,  in  truth, 

But  ono  of  those  sweet,  day-break  dreams  of  youth, 

In  which  the  Soul,  as  refund  her  morning  springs, 

Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  sees  such  dazzling  things  I 

And  mu!)t  the  hope,  as  vain  as  it  is  bright, 

Bo  all  rcsign'd? — and  are  t^ey  only  right, 

Who  Bay  this  world  of  thinking  souls  was  made 

To  be  by  Kings  partition'd,  truckM,  and  weigh'd 

In  scales  that,  ever  since  the  world  begun 

Uavo  counted  millions  but  as  dust  to  ono? 


young  man,  and  has  associated  with  his  eooaiiifl^  the  Fudges, 
to  very  little  porpoee. 

s  Membra  et  Hercoleos  torot 

Urit  laes  Nessea.       .... 
lUe,  Ule  victor  vindtnr. 

Bbiiso.  Btrtmi.  CBL 
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Are  they  the  only  wise,  who  laugh  to  ecom 
The  rights,  the  freedom  to  which  man  was  bom  ? 
Who  »  •  »  »  • 

Who,  proud  to  kin  each  sep'rate  rod  of  pow'r, 
Blen,  while  he  reigns,  the  minion  of  the  hour ; 
Worship  each  would-be  God,  that  o*er  them  moves, 
And  take  the  thund'ring  of  his  brass  for  Jove's  ! 
If  this  be  wisdom,  then  farewell,  my  books. 
Farewell,  ye  shrines  of  old,  ye  clasBic  brooks, 
Which  fed  my  soul  with  currents,  pure  and  fair, 
Of  living  Truth,  that  now  must  stagnate  there  !— 
Instead  of  themes  that  touch  the  lyre  with  light, 
Instead  of  Greece,  and  her  inmiortal  fight 
For  Liberty,  which  once  awaked  my  strings, 
Welcome  the  Grand  Conspiracy  of  Kings, 
The  High  Legitimates,  the  Holy  Band, 
Who,  bolder  eVn  than  He  of  Sparta's  land. 
Against  whole  nyllions,  panting  to  be  free, 
Would  guard  the  pass  of  right-line  tyranny. 
Instead  of  him,  th'  Athenian  bard,  whose  blade 
Had  stood  the  onset  which  his  pen  poxtray'd, 
Welcome     »  »  »  •  • 


And,  'stead  of  Ausnocs — ^wo  the  day 
Such  names  should  mingle ! — welcome  C- 


-gh! 


Here  break  we  ofl^  at  this  unhallow'd  name,' 
Like  priests  of  old,  when  words  ill-omen'd  came. 
My  next  shall  tell  thee,  bitteriy  shall  tell. 
Thoughts  that  »  •  •  • 

Thoughts  that— could  patience  hold — ^'twere  wiser 

far 
To  leave  still  hkl  and  burning  where  they  are. 


LETTER  V 

raOM  MISS  BIDDY  FUDGE  TO  MISS  DOROTHY k 

WiiAT  a  time  since  1  wrote ! — Fm  a  sad,  naughty 

girl— 
For,  though,  like  a  tee-totum,  Fm  all  in  a  twirl ; — 
Yet  eVn  (as  you  wittOy  say)  a  tee-totum 
Between  all  its  twirls  gives  a  Utter  to  note  'em. 

>  1  be  late  Lord  C.  of  Ireland  had  a  eoHoos  theory  aboat 
names ,— he  held  that  every  man  with  tkr*$  names  was  a 
jacobin.  Ills  instances  in  Ireland  were  nomeroiis :— vix. 
Archibald  Hamilton  Rowan,  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  James 
Napper  Tandy,  John  Phllpot  Cttiraa,  kc^  Ice. ;  and  In  Eng- 
land he  prodoMd  as  examples  Charles  JaoMS  Fox,  Rlehaid 
Bctnsley  Sheridan,  John  Home  Tooke,  Fkaneis  Bnrdett 
Jones,  Jbc,  Ice. 

The  Boaaaas  called  a  thief  ■*  homo  tiinin  Uteramm.* 


But,  Lord,  such  a  place!   and  then,  Dolly,  my 

dresses. 
My  gowns,  so  divine! — there's  no  language  ez- 

presKS, 
Except  just  the  two  words  "snperbe,'*  **  magnifique,** 
The  trinmiings  of  that  which  I  had  home  last  week ! 
It    is    call'd — I    forget — d    la — something   which 

sounded 
Like  alieampane — but,  in  truth,  Fm  confoimded 
And  bothered,  my  dear,  'twixt  that  trouUesome 

boy's 
(BoB^s)  cookery  language,  and  Madame  lb  Rex's : 
What  with  fillets  of  roses,  and  fillets  of  veal, 
Things  garni  with  lace,  and  things  ganU  with  eel, 
One's  hair  and  one's  cutlets  both  en  papiUote, 
And  a  thousand  more  thmgs  I  shall  ne'er  have  by 

rote, 
I  can  scarce  tell  the  diflTrence,  at  least  as  to  phrase, 
Between  beef  d  la  Peychi  and  curls  d  la  hrai8e4 — 
But,  in  short,  dear,  I'm  trick'd  out  quite  k  la 

Fran^aise, 
With  my  bonnet — so  beautiful ! — high  up  and  po- 
king, 
Like  things  that  are  put  to  keep  chimneys  from 

smoking. 

Where  shall  I  begm  with  the  endless  delights 
Of  this  Eden  of  milliners,  monkeys,  and  ^ghts— 
This  dear  busy  place,  where  there's  nothing  trans- 
acting 
But  dressing  and  dinnering,  dancing  and  acting  7 
Impriirife,  the  Opera — mercy,  my  ears ! 
Brother  Bobby's  remark,  t'other  night,  was  a 
true  one ; — 
"  This  must  be  the  music,"  said  he,  "  of  the  spears, 
**  For  I'm  cursed  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  nm 
through  one !" 
Pa  says  (and  you  know,  love,  his  Book's  to  make 

out 
'Twas  the  Jacobins  brought  eVry  mischief  about) 
That  this  passion  for  roaring  has  come  m  of  late. 
Since  the  rabble  all  tried  for  a  voice  in  the  States— 
What  a  frightful  idea,  one's  mind  to  o'erwhdm ! 
What  a  chorus,  dear  Dolly,  wook)  seen  be  let 
loose  of  it. 
If,  when  of  age,  every  man  in  the  realm 
Had  a  voice  like  old  LjJs,*  and  chose  to  make 
use  of  it! 


Torn*  triam  Uteramm  homo 
Ifevitnpeiasi    IW.* 

PiiAUTUs,  jf alsfar.    ActiL 


•  The  oldest,  most  celebrated,  and  meet  noisy  of  the  sing- 
eis  at  the  French  Opera. 

•XNMdtfMtMqppoMtktovwd  t*  ta  aflMNaM>-lbatta,kstriiift» 
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No— never  was  known  in  this  riotous  sphere 
Sach  a  breach  of  the  peace  as  their  singing,  my  deas 
So  bad,  too,  you*d  swear  that  the  God  of  both  arts, 

Of  Music  and  Physic,  had  taken  a  frolic 
For  setting  a  loud  fit  of  asthma  in  peuls. 

And  composing  a  fine  rumbling  bass  to  a  cholic ! 

But,  the  dancing— aA  /  parlex-moi,  Dolly,  de  ga — 
There,  indeed,  is  a  treat  that  charms  all  but  Papa. 
Such  beauty — such  grace— oh    ye  sylphs  of  ro- 
mance ! 
Fly,  fly  to  TiTANiA,  and  ask  her  if  she  has 
One  light-footed  nymph  m  her  train,  that  can  dance 

Like  divine  Bioottlm  and  sweet  Fanny  Bias  ! 
Fanny    Bias   in    Flora— ^ear    creature  I — ^you*d 
swear, 
When  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle 
round. 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air. 
And  she  only  par  complaisance    touches    the 
ground. 
And  when  Bioottlvi  in  PsYCui  dishevels 

Her  black  flowing  hair,  and  by  daemons  is  driven. 
Oh !  who  does  not  envy  those  rude  little  devils. 
That  hold  her  and  hug  her,  and  keep  her  from 
heaven  ? 
Then,  the  music — so  softly  its  cadences  die. 
So  divinely — oh,  Dolly  !  between  you  and  I, 
If  8  as  well  for  my  peace  that  there*s  nobody  nigh 
To  make  love  to  me  then — you've  a  soul,  and  can 

judge 
What  a  crisis  'twould  be  for  your  friend  Biddy 
Fudge! 

The  next  place   (which  Bobby  has  nsar  lost  his 

heart  in) 
They  call  it  the  Play-house— I  think— of  St  Mar- 

tm;» 
Quite  charming — and  very  religious — what  folly 
To  say  that  the  French  are  not  pious,  dear  Dolly, 
When  hero  one  beholds,  so  correctly  and  rightly. 
The  Testament  tum*d  mto  melo-drames  nightly  f 
And,  doubtless,  so  fond  they*re  of  scriptural  facts. 
They  will  soon  get  the  Pentateuch  up  in  five  acts. 

i  The  Thifttre  de  la  Porto  St.-lifartin,  which  was  built 
when  the  Opera  House  In  the  Palais  Ro}!!!  was  burnt  down, 
in  1781. — A  few  days  after  this  dreadful  fire,  which  Isusted 
more  than  a  week,  and  In  which  several  persons  perished,  the 
Parisian  iUganU$  displayed  flame-colored  dresses, "  couleur 
de  feu  d'Op^ra  !**— I>tt/aure,  CuriotiUt  de  Paris. 

>  "The  old  Testament,*'  says  the  theatrical  Critic  in  the 
Gazette  de  France, "  is  a  mine  of  gold  for  the  managers  of  our 
small  play-houses.  A  multitude  crowd  round  the  Th^titrede 
la  GaSet^  every  evening  to  see  the  Passage  of  the  Red  Sea.*' 

In  the  play-bill  of  one  of  these  sacred  mclo-drames  at 
Vienna,  we  find  "The  Voice  of  G— d,  by  M.  Schwartz." 

■  A  piece  very  popular  last  year,  called  "  Daniel,  ou  La 
Foue  anx  Lioas/'  The  following  scene  will  give  an  Idea  of 


Here  Daniel,  m  pantomime,'  bids  bold  defiance 
To  NEBUcnADNEzzAE  and  all  his  stufiTd  Uons, 
While  pretty  yoimg  Israelites  dance   round   the 

Prophet, 
In  very  thin  clothing,  and  but  little  of  it ; — 
Here  BioRAND,*  who  shines  in  this  scriptural  path. 

As  the  lovely  Suzanna,  without  eVn  a  relic 
Of  drapery  round  her,  comes  out  of  the  bath 

In  a  manner  that.  Bob  says,  is  quite  Eve-angelic  i 
But  in  short,  dear,  'twould  take  me  a  month  to  recite 
All  the  exquisite  places  we're  at,  day  and  night ; 
And,  besides,  ere  I  finish,  I  think  youll  be  glad 
Just  to  hear  one  delightful  adventure  I've  had. 

Last  night,   at  the   Beaujon,'  a  place  where— I 

doubt 
If  its  charms  I  can  paint — there  are  can,  that  set  out 
From  a  lighted  pavilion,  high  up  in  the  air, 
And  rattle  you  down,  Doll — ^yoa    hardly  know 

where. 
These  vehicles,  mind  me,  in  which  you  go  through 
This  delightfully  dangerous  journey,  hold  two. 
Some  cavalier  asks,  with  humility,  whether 
You'll  venture  down  with  hifn — you  smile — ^'tis  a 

match ; 

In  an  instant  you're  seated,  and  down  both  together 

Go  thundVing,  as  if  you  went  po$t  to  old  scratch !' 

Well,  it  was  but  last  night,  as  I  stood  and  remark'd 

On  the  looks  and  odd  ways  of  the  girls  who  efo* 

bark'd. 
The  impatience  of  some  for  the  periloos  flight, 
The  forced  giggle  of  others,  'twizt  ploasoze  and 

fright,— 
That  there  came  up— imagine,  dear  Doll,  if  yon 

can 
A  fine  sallow,  sublime,  sort  of  Werter-faced  man, 
With  mustachios  that  gave  (what  we  read  of  so  oft) 
The  dear  Corsair    expression,  half   savage,    half 

soil. 
As  hyiBuas  in  love  may  be  fancied  to  look,  or 
A  something  between  Abelard  and  old  Blucher  ! 
Up  he  came,  Doll,  to  me,  and,  uncov'ring  his 

head, 
(Rather  bald,  but  so  wariike !)  in  bad  Elngiidi  said, 

the  daring  sublimity  of  these  Scriptonil  pantomlmet.  **  Seim* 
20.— La  fournaiao  devient  nn  berceaa  de  nuages  niures,  au 
fond  duquel  est  un  groupe  de  nuages  |dtts  lomlncnx,  el  ao 
milieu  '  Jehovah*  an  centre  d'un  cercle  de  rmyona  brtUans, 
qui  annonce  la  presence  de  rE'temel." 

«  Madame  B^grand,  a  finely-formed  wooMin,  wtto  acts  is 
"Susanna  and  the  Elders/*— ** L*Amoar  et  laFolle.**  Jtc, 
&c 

•  The  Promenades  Airiennes,  or  French  MooaUiat.^ 
See  a  description  of  this  singular  aad  IkntaaUc  place  ef 
amusement  in  a  pamphlet,  truly  worthy  of  It,  by  **  F.  F. 
Cotterel,  Mededn,  Doctenr  de  la  Facoite  de  Faria,**  lUn  fc«> 

*  According  io  Dr.  Cotterel  the  can  go  at  the  lata  of  fiic^ 
eight  miles  an  hour. 
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<*Ab!    my  dear — if   Ma*mMlle  vfl   be   so  very 

gooi— 
Jtisf.  for  Ton  littel  coune" — ^though  I  Kaice  under- 
stood 
What  he  wish'd  me  to  do,  I  said,  thank  him,  I  would. 
Off  we  set — and,  though  faith,  dear,  I  hanDy  knew 
whether 
My  head  or  my  heels  were  the  uppermost  then. 
For  'twas  like  heav*n  and  earth,  Dollt,  coming 
together^ — 
Yet,  spite  of  the  danger,  we  dared  it  again. 
And  oh !  as  I  gazed  on  the  features  and  air 

Of  the  man,  who  for  me  all  this  peril  defied, 
I  could  fancy  almost  he  and  I  were  a  pair 

Of  unhappy  young  lovers,  who  thus,  side  by  side^ 
Were  taking,  instead  of  rope,  pistol,  or  dagger,  a 
Desperate  dash  down  the  falls  of  Niagara ! 

This  aehidved,  through  the  gardens'  we  saunter'd 
about, 
6aw  the  fireworks,  exclaim'd  "  magnifique  !*'  at 
each  cracker. 
And,  when  'twas  all  o'ei,  tne  dear  man  saw  us  out 
With  the  air  I  will  say,  of  a  Prince,  to  our 
Jlacre, 

'Now,  hear  me — this    stranger-Ht  may  be  mere 

foUy— 
But  who  do  you  think  we  all  think  it  is,  Dollt  ? 
Why,  Mess  you,  no  less  than  the  great  King  of 

Pkusna, 
Who's  hero  now  mcog.* — he,  who  made  such  a 

fuss,  you 
Remember,  in  London,  with  Bluchkk  and  Pla- 

TOFF, 

When  Sal  was  near  kisnng  old  Blucubr's  cra- 
vat off! 
Pa  says  he's  come  here  to  look  after  his  money, 
(Not  taking  things  now  as  he  used  under  Bonet,) 
Which  suits  with  our  friend,  for  Bob  saw  him,  he 

swore. 
Looking  sharp  to  the  silver  received  at  the  door. 
Besides,  too,  they  say  that  his  grief  for  his  Queen 
(Which  was  plain  in  this  sweet  fellow's  face  to  be 

seen) 
Requires  such  a  stimulant  dose  as  this  car  is, 
Used    three    times  a  day   with  young  ladies  in 

Paris. 
Some  Doctor,  indeed,  has  declared  that  such  grief 
Should— unless  'twould  to  utter  despairing  its  folly 
push — 

*  In  the  Caft  attached  to  these  ganlens  there  are  to  be  (as 
Doctor  Cotterel  infonns  us)  **doaze  n^gret,  tr^falertss,  qui 
eontnstenmt  par  T^Mne  de  lenr  peav  avee  le  tetnt  de  lU  et 
de  rues  de  nos  bellet.    Let  glsces  et  let  sorbets,  senrli  par 


Fly  to  the  Beaujon,  and  there  seek  relief 
By  rattling,  as  Bob  says,  "  like  shot  through  • 
holly-bush." 

I  must  now  bid  adieu ; — only  think,  Dollt,  think 
If  this  should  be  the  King — I  have  scarce  slept  a 

wink 
With  imagining  how  it  will  sound  in  the  papers 

And  how  all  the  Misses  my  good  luck  will  grudge, 
When  they  read  that  Count  Ruppin,  to  drive  away 
vapors. 
Has  gone  down  the  Beaujon  with  Miss  Bxddt 
FvDom. 


Noia  Bene. — Papa's  almost  certain  'tis  1 
For  he  knows  the  Legitiriate  cut,  and  could  see, 
Li  the  way  he  went  poising  and  managed  to  tower 
So  erect  in  the  car,  ^e  tru«  Balance  of  Power, 


LETTER  VI 

FROM  pmL.  FUDGE,  ESQ*  TO  RIB  BROTCSft  Tltf 
ESa.>  BARRISTER  AT  LAW. 

Yours  of  the  12th  received  just  now — 

Thanks  for  the  hint,  my  trusty  brother ! 
'Tis  truly  pleasing  to  see  how 

We,  Fudges,  stand  by  one  another. 
But  never  fear — I  know  my  chap. 
And  he  knows  me  too — verhum  tap. 
My  Lord  and  I  are  kindred  spirits. 
Like  in  our  ways  as  two  young  ferrets ; 
Both  fashion'd,  as  that  supple  race  is, 
To  twist  into  all  sorts  of  places ; — 
Creatures  lengthy,  lean,  and  hungering. 
Fond  of  blood  and  ^urroir-mongering. 


As  to  my  Book  in  91, 

Call'd  "Down  with  Kings,  or.  Who'd  have 
thought  it  7" 
Bless  you,  the  Book's  long  dead  and  gone,^ 

Not  ev'n  th'  Attorney-General  bought  it 
And,  though  some  few  seditious  tricks 
I  play'd  in  95  and  6, 
As  you  remind  me  in  your  letter. 
His  Lordship  likes  me  all  the  better ; — 
We  proselytes,  that  come  with  news  fuD, 
Are,  as  he  says,  so  vastly  useful ! 

aae  main  Men  noire,  fera  davantage  renortir  Talbfttrs  des 
bias  arroodls  de  celles-ci.**— p.  83. 

s  His  Majesty,  who  was  at  Paris  under  the  travelling  aane 
of  Cooat  Ruppln,  is  known  to  have  |ooe  iown  the  Beau- 
JsD  very  fteqasaily. 
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RxTNOLDB  and  I — (you  know  Tom  Rbtnolm— 

Drinks  his  claret,  keeps  his  chaiso— 
Lucky  the  dog  that  first  unkennels 

Traitors  and  Luddites  now-a-days ; 
Or  who  can  help  to  hag  a  few, 

When  S — d th  wants  a  death  or  two ;) 

Reynolds  and  I»  and  some  few  more, 

All  men,  like  us,  of  information. 
Friends,  whom  his  Lordship  keeps  m  store. 

As  undersavumn  of  the  nation* — 
Have  form'd  a  Club  this  season,  where 
His  Lordship  sometimes  takes  the  chair, 
And  gives  us  many  a  bright  oration 
In  praise  of  our  sublime  vocation ; 
Tracing  it  up  to  great  King  Midas, 
Who,  though  in  fable  typified  as 
A  royal  Ass,  by  grace  divine 
And  right  of  ears,  most  asmine, 
Was  yet  no  more,  in  fact  historicair 

Than  a9  exceeding  well-bred  tyrant ; 
And  these,  his  eara,  but  allegorical. 

Meaning  Informers,  kept  at  high  rent' — 
Grem*men)  who  touched  the  Treasury  glist'^n, 
Like  us,  for  being  trusty  list'ners ; 
And  picking  up  each  tale  and  fragment, 
For  royal  Midab's  Green  Bag  meant 
*'  And  wherefore,"  said  this  best  of  Peers, 
"  Should  not  the  R — o — r  too  have  ears,' 
**  To  reach  as  far,  as  long  and  wide  as 
'<  Those  of  his  model,  good  King  Midas  T 
This  speech  was  thought  extremely  good. 
And  (rare  for  him)  was  understood — 
Instant  we  drank  "  The  R—o— r's  Ears," 
With  three  times  three  illustrious  cheen. 

Which  made  the  room  resound  like  thunder — 
"  The  R — 0 — T*s  Ears,  and  may  he  ne'er 
"  From  foolish  shame,  like  Midas,  wear 

"  Old  paltry  loiga  to  keep  them  under  !'** 
This  touch  at  our  old  friends,  the  Whigs, 
Made  us  as  merry  all  as  grigs. 
In  short,  (I'll  thank  you  not  to  mention 

These  things  again,)  we  get  on  gayly  ; 
And,  thanks  to  pension  and  Suspension, 

Our  httle  Club  increases  daily. 

I  Lord  C.*f  tribute  to  the  character  of  hU  fHend,  Mr.  Rey- 
nolds, will  long  be  remembered  with  equal  credit  to  both. 

s  This  interpretation  of  the  fable  of  Midas's  ears  seems  the 
most  probable  of  any,  and  is  thus  stated  in  Hoffmann:— 
"U&c  allegorUk  significatnm,  Midam,  utpote  tyrannnm,  sub- 
aoscultatores  dlmittere  sollturo,  j^r  qnos,  qusBcunqne  per 
omnem  regionem  vel  fierent,  vel  dlcerentur,  cognosceret, 
nimimm  iUis  utens  aurinm  vice.** 

*  Brossette,  in  a  note  on  this  line  of  DoUeau, 

**  Midas,  le  Roi  Midas,  a  des  ore  lies  d*Ane,** 
tells  us.  that  '*  M.  Perrault  le  M^decln  /oulut  faire  k  notre 
auteur  on  crime  d*Atat  de  ee  vers,  corome  d*nne  maligne  al* 
iMlon  an  Rol.**    I  trust,  however,  that  no  one  will  suspect 
tlM  line  in  the  text  of  any  such  indecorous  allusion. 


Castles,  and  Oliver,  and  such, 
Who  don't  as  yet  full  salary  touch, 
Nor  keep  their  chaise  and  pair,  nor  buy 
Houses  and  lands,  like  Tom  and  I, 
Of  course  don't  rank  with  us,  tahatcff 
But  merely  serve  the  Club  as  waiters. 
Like  Knights,  too,  we've  our  cottar  days^ 
(For  U9, 1  own,  an  awkward  phrase,) 
When,  in  our  new  costume  adom'd, — 
The  R— 0 — T*8  buff-and-blue  coats  turned — 
We  have  the  honor  to  give  dinners 

To  the  chief  Rats  in  upper  stations  f 

Your     W ^Ts,    y ^NB,— half.fledgwl    bb- 

nexB, 

Who  shame  us  l^  their  unitatioDS ; 
Who  turn,  'tis  true— but  what  of  that? 
Give  me  the  useful  peaching  Rat ; 
Not  things  as  mute  as  Punch,  when  K«igfat» 
Whose  wooden  heads  are  all  they've  faroogfat ; 
Who,  false  enough  to  shirk  their  fnends. 

But  too  faint-hearted  to  betray. 
Are,  after  all  their  twists  and  bends, 

But  souls  in  limbo,  damn'd  half  way. 
No,  no,  we  nobler  vermin  are 
A  geniu  useful  as  we're  rare ; 
'Midst  all  the  things  miraculous 

Of  which  your  natural  histories  favag* 
The  rarest  must  be  Rats  like  us, 

Who  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag. 
Yet  still  these  Tyros  in  the  canse 
Deserve,  I  own,  no  small  applause ; 
And  they're  by  us  received  and  treated 
With  all  due  honors — only  seated 
In  th'  inverse  scale  of  their  reward, 
The  merely  promised  next  my  Lord ; 
Small  pensions  then,  and  so  on,  down. 

Rat  after  rat,  they  grraduate 
Through  job,  red  ribbon,  and  silk  gown. 

To  Chancllozship  and  Marqaisate^ 
This  serves  to  nurse  the  ratting  apiiit ; 
The  less  the  bribe  the  more  the  nMrit 

Our  music's  good,  yon  may  be  sine ; 
My  Lord,  you  know,  's  an  amatem'— 

•  It  was  not  under  wlgi,  but  ttaras,  that  Kfaiff  MUbs  en- 
deavored to  conceal  these  hppendngee : 

Tempora  pnrpureis  teatat  velars  tiaris.r-OvD. 

The  NoUe  Giver  of  the  toast,  however,  had  evMeatly,  with 
bis  usual  clearness,  confounded  King  Midas,  llr.  Lbtoa,  and 
the  P e  R-if— t  together. 

•  Mr.  Fudge  and  his  Mends  ought  U  go  by  fUs  aaine— 
as  the  man,  who,  some  years  since,  saved  the  late  Right 
Hon.  George  Rose  firom  drownings  was  ever  after  called  8d' 
vatar  Rota, 

•  This  intimaey  between  the  Rats  aad  laltonneri  is  |hI  as 
it  should  be-^*  ver*  dulee  sodalltinm.** 

V  Hto  Locdship,  daring  ooe  of  the  hnslsst  periods  of  Us 
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Takes  every  part  with  perfect  ease, 

Though  to  the  Base  by  nature  suited ; 

Hundreds  of  patients  so  besiege  him. 

And,  formM  for  all,  as  best  may  please, 

You'd  swear  that  all  the  rich  and  gay 

For  whips  and  bolts,  or  chords  and  keys, 

Fell  sick  on  purpose  to  oblige  him. 

And  while  they  think,  the  precious  ninnies. 

And  has  them  both  well  executed.^ 

He's  counting  o'er  their  pulse  so  steady. 

The  rogue  but  counts  how  many  guineas 

Delights  m  all  such  liberal  arts, 

He's  fobb'd,  for  that  day's  work,  already. 

Drinks  largely  to  the  House  of  Guelph, 

I'll  ne'er  forget  th*  old  maid's  alarm, 

And  superintends  the  Comi  parts. 

When,  feeling  thus  Miss  S&key  Flirt,  he 

While  C— NN— o,«  who'd  be^rrt  by  choice, 

Said,  as  he  dropp'd  he    shrivell'd  arm. 

Consents  to  take  an  under  voice  ; 

"  Danu  d  bad  this  morning— only  thirty  I" 

And  Gr— V— «,•  who  well  that  signal  knows, 

Watches  the  Volti  tubttoa.* 

Your  dowagers,  too,  every  one. 

( 

So  gen'rous  are,  when  they  call  him  m, 

In  short,  as  I've  already  hinted. 

That  he  might  now  retire  upon 

We  take,  of  late,  prodigiously ; 

The  rheumatisms  of  three  old  women. 

But  as  our  Club  is  somewhat  stinted 

Then,  whatsoe'er  your  ailments  are, 

For  Oentlemen,  like  Tom  and  me, 

He  can  so  learnedly  explain  ye  *em — 

We'U  take  it  kind  if  you'U  provide 

Your  cold,  of  course,  is  a  catarrh, 

A  few  Squireens^  from  t'other  side  ;— 

Your  headache  is  a  hemi-cranium : 

Some  of  those  loyal,  cunnmg  elves. 

His  skill,  too,  in  young  ladies'  lungs. 

(We  often  tell  the  tale  with  Uughter,) 

The  grace  with  which,  most  mild  of  men, 

Who  used  to  hide  the  pikes  themselves. 

He  begs  them  to  put  out  their  tongues. 

Then  hang  the  fools  who  found  them  after; 

Then  bids  them — ^put  them  in  again : 

I  doubt  not  you  could  find  us,  too. 

In  short,  there's  nothmg  now  like  Jack  ! — 

Some  Orange  Parsons  that  might  do ; 

Take  all  your  doctors  great  and  small. 

Among  the  rest,  we've  heard  of  cne. 

Of  present  times  and  ages  back. 

The  Reverend— something— Hamilton, 

Dear  Doctor  Fudge  is  worth  them  all. 

Who  BtuflTd  a  figure  of  himself 

(DeUcious  thought !)  aud  had  it  shot  at. 

So  much  for  physic— then,  in  law  too. 

To  bring  some  Papists  to  the  shelf, 

Counsellor  Tim,  to  thee  we  bow ; 

That  couldn't  otherwise  be  got  at— 

Not  one  of  us  gives  more  eclat  to 

If  /u^\  but  join  th'  Association, 

Th'  immortal  name  of  Fudge  than  thoo.^ 

Well  vote  him  in  by  acclamation. 

Not  to  expatiate  on  the  art 

With  which  you  play'd  the  patriot's  part. 

And  now,  my  brother,  guide,  and  friend, 

Till  something  good  and  snug  should  offer;— 

This  somewhat  tedious  scrawl  must  end. 

Like  one,  who,  by  the  way  he  acts 

I've  gone  into  this  long  detail, 

Th'  enlighVning  part  of  candle-snu£br. 

Because  I  saw  your  nerves  were  shaken 

The  manager's  keen  eye  attracts. 

With  anxious  feara  lest  I  should  fail 

And  is  promoted  thence  by  him 

In  this  new,  loyal,  course  Pve  taken. 

To  strut  in  robes,  like  thee,  my  Tim  ! — 

But,  bless  your  heart !  you  need  not  doubtr— 

Who  shall  describe  thy  pow'rs  of  face. 

We,  FoDOEs,  know  what  we're  about 

Thy  well-feed  zeal  in  ev'ry  case. 

Look  round,  and  say  if  you  can  see 

Or  wrong  or  right— but  ten  times  warmer 

A  much  more  thriving  family. 

(As  suits  thy  calling)  in  the  former- 

Mlnifterial  eareer,  took  lessons  three  times  a  week  fiooi  a 

Bays  Clarlnda,  *'  thoagh  tears  It  may  cost. 

It  is  time  we  should  part,  my  dear  Soe ; 

>  How  amply  these  two  propensities  of  the  Noble  Loid 

For  f»«r  chaiacler's  totally  lost. 

would  have  been  gratllied  among  that  ancient  people  of 

And  /  have  not  soAcieat  for  trnf* 

Strnria,  who,  as  ArUtotle  tells  as,  used  to  whip  their  slaves 

once  a  year  to  the  sound  of  Antes ! 

*  This  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  ought  to  give  up  his  prasent 

sane  instant.  Into  a  Lord  of  the  Bedchamber  and  an  oppo- 

alliance  with  Lord  C,  If  upon  no  other  principle  than  that 

«  Ttam  AuteaC/f-a  flreqnent  dliectloo  hi  srasic-books 

twoLadlasofFluhloo:- 

•  The  Irish  finhrative  of  tfmiM, 
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Thy  g^lonciiH  lawyer-like  delight 
In  puzzling  all  that's  clear  and  right, 
Which,  though  conspicuous  in  thy  youthf 

Improves  so  with  a  wig  and  band  on, 
That  all  thy  pride's  to  waylay  Truth, 

And  leave  her  not  a  leg  to  stand  on. 
Thy  patent,  prime,  morality, — 

Thy  cases,  cited  from  the  Bible— 
Thy  candor,  whei)  it  falls  to  theo 

To  help  in  trouncmg  for  a  libel ; — 
"  God  knows,  I,  from  my  soul,  profess 

"  To  hate  all  bigots  and  benighters ! 
"  God  knows,  I  love,  to  ev'n  excess, 
**  The  sacred  Freedom  of  the  Press, 

"  My  only  aim's  to— crush  the  writers." 
These  are  the  virtues,  Tim,  that  draw 

The  briefs  into  thy  bag  so  fast ; 
And  these,  oh  Tim— if  Law  be  Law- 
Will  raise  thee  to  the  Bench  at  last 

I  blush  to  see  this  letter's  length — 

But  'twas  my  wish  to  prove  to  thee 
How  full  of  hope,  and  wealth,  and  strength, 

Are  all  our  precious  family. 
And,  should  afiaiis  go  on  as  pleasant 
As,  thank  the  Fates,  they  do  at  present — 
Should  we  but  still  enjoy  the  sway 
Of  S— DM — H  and  of  C  qh, 

I  hope,  ere  long,  to  see  the  day 
When  England's  wisest  statesmen,  judges, 
LawyezB,  peers,  will  all  be — Fudges  ! 

6ood-by — my  paper's  out  so  nearly, 

I've  oiily«toom  for  Yours  sincerely. 


LETTER  VIL 


FROM  rSKLIM  CONNOR  TO  • 


Before  we  sketch  the  Present — ^let  us  cast 
A  few,  short,  rapid  glances  to  the  Past 

When  he,  who  had  defied  all  Europe's  strength. 
Beneath  his  own  weak  rashness  sunk  at  length  ; — 
When,  loosed,  as  if  by  magic,  from  a  chain 
That  seem'd  like  Fate's,  the  world  was  free  again, 
And  Europe  saw,  rejoicing  in  the  sight, 
I  The  cause  of  Kings,  for  once,  tlie  cause  of  Right  ;— 

1  'While  the  Congress  was  reconstructing  Europe— not 
according  to  rights,  natural  affiances,  language,  habits,  or 
&W1 ,  bat  by  tables  of  finance,  which  divided  and  subdivided 
her  population  into  90uU,  ^mi-sotdt,  and  even  fractiontt 


Then  was,  indeed,  an  hour  of  joy  to  thoee 
Who  sigh'd  for  justice — liberty — ^repose,  , 

And  hoped  the  fall  of  one  great  vulture's  nest 
Would  ring  its  warning  round,  and  scare  the  rest  \ 
All  then  was  bright  with  promise ; — Kings  began    V 
To  own  a  sympathy  with  suflTring  Man, 
And  Man  was  grateful !  Patriots  of  the  South 
Caught  wisdom  from  a  Cossack  Emperor's  mouth, 
And  heard,  like  accents  thaw'd  in  Northern  air. 
Unwonted  words  of  freedom  bunst  forth  there ! 

Who  did  not  hope,  in  that  triumphant  time, 
When  monarchs,  after  years  of  spoil  and  crime. 
Met  round  the  shrine  of  Peace,  and  Heav'n  look'd 

on, — 
Who  did  not  hope  the  lust  of  spoil  was  gone  ; 
That  that  rapacious  spirit,  which  had  pla^d 
The  game  of  Pilnitz  o'er  so  oft,  was  laid  ; 
And  Europe's  Rulerss,  conscious  of  the  past, 
Would  blush,  and  deviate  into  right  at  last  ? 
But  no — the  hearts,  that  nursed  a  hope  so  fair, 
Had  yet  to  learn  what  men  on  thrones  can  dare  ^ 
Had  yet  to  know,  of  all  earth's  rav'ning  things. 

The  only  quite  untameablo  are  Kings  ! 

Scarce  had  they  met,  when,  to  its  nature  true, 
The  instinct  of  their  race  broke  out  anew  ; 
Promises,  treaties,  charters,  all  were  vain. 
And  "  Rapine  !  rapine  !"  was  the  cry  again. 
How  quick  they  carved  their  victims,  and  how  well. 
Let  Saxony,  let  injured  Genoa  tell ; — 
Let  all  the  human  stock  that,  day  by  day. 
Was,  at  that  Royal  slave-mart,  truck'd  away, — 
The  million  souls  that,  in  the  face  of  heaven. 
Were  split  to  fractions,'  barter'd,  sold,  or  given 
To  swell  some  despot  Power,  too  huge  before, 
And  weigh  down  Europe  with  one  Mammoth  more. 
How  safe  the  faith  of  Kings  let  France  decide ; — 
Her  charter  broken,  ere  its  ink  had  dried  ; — 
Her  Press  enthrall'd-^er  Reason  mock'd  again 
With  all  the  monkery  it  had  q)um*d  in  vain  ; 
Her  crown  disgraced  by  one,  who  dared  to  own**"^ 
He  thank'd  not  France  but  England  for  his  throne ; 
Her  triumphs  cast  into  the  shade  by  those,  "^ 

Who  had  grown  old  among  her  bitterest  foes. 
And  now  retum'd,  beneath  her  conqu'rors*  shields, 
Unblushuig  slaves !  to  claim  her  heroes'  fields ; 
To  tread  down  every  trophy  of  her  fame. 
And  curse  that  glory  which  to  them  was  shame  !^ 
Let  these — ^let  all  the  damning  deeds,  that  then 
Were  dared  through  Europe,  cry  aloud  to  men, 
With  voice  like  that  of  crashing  ice  that  rings 
Round  Alpine  huts,  the  perfidy  of  Kings ; 

according  to  a  scale  of  the  direct  duties  or  taxes  which  cooM 
be  levied  by  the  acquiring  state,"  i^—Sketdi  tf  tk»  Mili- 
Uary  and  PUitical  Pvwer  •f  Riutia,  The  words  oa  tba  pi»> 
tocol  are  4«m,  dtmi-Amtt,  9tc 
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And  tell  the  world,  when  hawks  shall  hannlesBbear 
The  shrinking  dovei  when  wolves  shall  learn  to  spare 
The  helpless  victim  for  whose  blood  they  lusted, 
Then,  and  then  only,  mouarchs  may  be  trusted. 

It  could  not  last — ^these  horrors  cotdd  not  last — 
France  would  herself  have  ris*n,  in  might,  to  cast 
Tfa^  msullon  off— and  oh !  that  then,  as  now. 
Chained  to  some  distant  islet's  rocky  brow. 
Napoleon  ne*er  had  come  to  force,  to  blight. 
Ere  half  matured,  a  cause  so  proudly  bright ; — 
To  pklsy  patriot  hearts  with  ^oubt  and  shame. 
And  wnte  on  Freedom's  flag  a  despot's  name  ; — 
To  rush  into  the  lists,  unask'd,  alone. 
And  make  the  stake  of  all  the  game  of  one  ! 
Then  would  the  world  have  seen  again  what  pow'r, 
A  people  can  put  forth  in  Freedom's  hour ; 
Then  would   the   fire  of  France  once  more  have 

blazed ; — 
For  every  single  sword,  reluctant  raised 
In  the  stale  cause  of  an  oppressive  throne, 
Millions  would  then  have  leaped  forth  in  her  own  ; 
And  never,  never  had  th'  unholy  stain 
Of  Bourbon  feet  disgraced  her  shores  again. 

But  fate  decreed  not  so— th'  Imperial  Bird, 
That,  in  his  neighboring  cage,  unfear'd,  unstirr'd, 
Had  seem'd  to  sleep  with  head  beneath  his  wing. 
Yet  watch'd  the  moment  for  a  daring  spring ; — 
Well  might  he  watch,  when  deeds  were  done,  that 

made 
His  own  transgressions  whiten  in  their  shade  ; 
Well  might  he  hope  a  worid,  thus  trampled  o'er 
By  clumsy  tyrants,  would  be  his  once  more : — 
Forth  from  his  cage  the  eagle  burst  to  light, 
From  steeple  on  to  steeple*  wing'd  his  flight, 
With  calm  and  easy  grandeur,  to  that  throno 
From  which  a  Royal  craven  just  had  flown ; 
And  resting  there,  as  in  his  eyry,  furi'd 
Those  wings,  whose  very  rustling  shook  the  worid ! 

What  was  your  fury  then,  ye  crowu'd  array, 
Whose  feast  of  spoil,  whose  plund'ring  holiday 
Was  thus  broke  up,  in  all  its  greedy  mirth, 
By  one  bold  chieftain's  stamp  on  Gallic  earth ! 
Fierce  was  the  cry,  and  fulminant  the  ban, — 
"  Assassinate,  who  will—- enchain,  who  can, 
"  The  vile,  the  faithless,  outlaw*d,  low-bom  man  !" 
"Faithless!" — and  this  from  you — from  you,  for- 
sooth. 
Ye  pious  Kings,  pure  paragons  of  truth, 

« 

1  "  L*algle  volera  de  eloeber  en  clocber,  Jiuqa*aax  toon 
de  Notre-Dame."— Napoleon*!  ProclunaUoa  oa  landing  (kom 
Elba. 

s  Binfnlls  aBoU  in  qaodam  AtticsB  fonts  lota  viiflnitalefli 
iMVperitM  flngitor. 


Whose  honesty  all  knew,  for  all  had  tried ; 

Whose  true  Swiss  zeal  had  served  on  every  side ; 

Whose  fame  for  breaking  faith  so  long  was  known, 

Well  might  ye  claim  the  craft  as  all  your  own, 

And  lash  your  lordly  tails,  and  fume  to  see 

Such  low-bom  apes  pf  Royal  perfidy ! 

Yes — ^yes — to  you  alone  did  it  belong 

To  sin  forever,  and  yet  ne'er  do  wrong^^ 

The  frauds,  the  lies  of  Lords  legitimate 

Are  but  fine  policy,  deep  strokes  of  state ; 

But  let  some  upstart  daro  to  soar  so  high 

In  Kingly  craft,  and  "  outlaw"  is  the  cry ! 

What,  though  long  years  of  mutual  treachery 

Had  peopled  full  your  diplomatic  shelves 

With    ghosts   of  treaties,   murder'd   'mong   your* 

selves; 
Though  each  by  turns  was  knave  and  dnp&— what 

then  ? 
A  Holy  League  would  set  all  straight  agam ; 
Like  Juno's  virtue,  which  a  dip  or  two 
In  some  bless'd  fountain  made  as  gore  as  new  !* 
Most  faithful  Russia — faithful  to  whoe'er 
Could  plunder  best,  and  give  him  amplest  share ; 
Who,  e'en  when  vanquish'd,  sure  to  gain  his  ends, 
For  want  oifoes  to  rob,  made  free  with  friends^ 
And,  deepening  still  by  amiable  gradations. 
When  foes  were  stripp'd  of  all,  then  fleeced  relations  !* 
Most  mild  and  saintly  Fhissia — steep'd  to  th'  e^ 
In  persecuted  Poland's  Uood  and  teaiHr-"  -"' 
And  now,  with  all  her  harpy  wings  outspread 
O'er  sevcr'd  Saxony's  devoted  head ! 
Pure  Austria  too — whose  hist'ry  naught  repeats 
But  broken  leagues  and  subsidized  defeaj^ 
Whose  faith,  as  Prince,  extinguish'd  Venice  shows. 
Whose  faith,  as  man,  a  widow'd  daughter  knows ! 
And    thou,  oh    England — ^who,  though  /once  af  j 

shy 
As  cloister'd  maids,  of  shame  or  perfidy,  / 

Art  now  broke  in,  and,  thanks  to  C — gu,         / 

In  all  that's  worst  and  falsest  lead'st  the  way  !       / 

Such  was  the  pure  divan,  whose  pens  and  wits 

Th'  escape  from  Elba  frighten'd  into  fits ; — 

Such  were  the    saints,  who  doom'd  NAroLioii*f 

life. 
In  virtuous  phrensy  to  th'  assassin's  knife. 
Disgusting  crew ! — who  would  not  gladly  fly 
To  open,  downright,  bold-faced  tyranny. 
To  honest  guilt,  that  dares  do  all  but  lie. 
From  the  false,  juggling  craft  of  men  like  these, 
Their  canting  crimes  and  vamish'd  villanies ; 

•  At  the  peace  of  TUtit,  where  ^  abandoned  hit  aUf 
Fnunia,  to  France,  and  received  a  portion  ut  her  territory 
«  The  leiznro  of  flniand  tnm  his  reiattve  of  Swedta. 
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These  Holy  Leaguen,  who  then  loudest  boast 

Of  feith  and  honor,  when  they've  stain'd  them 

most; 
From  whose  afiection  men  should  shrink  as  loath 
As  from  their  hate,  for  theyll  be  fleeced  by  both  ; 
Who,  ev'n  while  plund'ring,  forge  Religion's  name 
To  frank  their  spoil,  and,  without  fear  or  shame 
Call  down  the  Holy  Trinity'  to  bless 
Partition  leagues,  and  deeds  of  deyilishness ! 
But  hold — enough— soon  would  this  swell  of  rage 
O'erflow  the  boundaries  of  my  scanty  page  ; — 
So,  here  I  pause— farewell — another  day. 
Return  we  to  those  Lords  of  prayV  and  prey. 
Whose  loathsome  cant,  whose  frauds  by  right  divine, 
Deserve  a  lash— oh !  weightier  far  than  mine ! 


LETTER  VIIL 


FROM  MR.  BOB  FUDGE  TO  RICHARD  • 


}«sa. 


Dear  Dick,  while  old  DonaldsonV  mending  my 
stays, —  *      [days. 

Which  I  knew  would  go  smash  with  me  one  of  these 
And,  at  yesterday's  dinner,  when,  full  to  the  throttle. 
We  lads  had  begun  our  desert  with  a  bottle 
Of  neat  old  Constantia,  on  my  leaning  back 
Just  to  order  another,  by  Jove,  I  went  crack ! — 
Or,  as  honest  Tom  said,  in  his  nautical  phrase, 
«  D— n  my  eyes.  Bob,  in  doubling  the  Cape  you've 

mMd  atayaJ** 
So,  of  course,  as  no  gentleman's  seen  out  without 

them, 
The/re  now  at  the  Schneider'flf* — and,  while  he's 

about  them. 
Here  goes  for  a  letter,  post-haste,  neck  and  crop. 
Let  us  see — in  my  last  I  was— where  did  I  stop? 
Oh,  I  know — at  the  Boulevards,  as  motley  a  road  as 

Man  ever  would  wish  a  day's  lounging  upon  ; 
With  its  cafds  and  gardens,  hotels  and  pagodas. 

Its  founts,  and  old  Counts  sipping  beer  in  the  sun : 
With  its  houses  of  all  architectures  you  please. 
From  the  Grecian  and  Gothic,  Dick,  down  by  de- 
grees 
To  the  pure  Hottentot,  or  the  Brighton  Chinese  ; 

1  The  Qtual  preamble  of  these  flagitlons  compacts.  In  the 
same  spirit,  Gathertne,  after  the  dreadAil  massacre  of  War- 
saw, ordered  a  solemn  "thanksgiving  to  God  In  all  the 
chorchm,  for  the  blessings  conferred  upon  the  Poles  ;**  and 
commanded  that  each  of  them  should  "  swear  fidelity  and 
loyalty  to  her,  and  to  shed  in  her  defence  the  last  drop  of 
their  blood,  as  they  should  answer  for  It  to  God,and  his  terrible 
Judgment,  kissing  the  holy  word  and  cross  of  their  Saviour  !** 

•  An  EnglUh  tailor  at  Paris. 

*  A  ship  Is  said  to  miss  stays,  when  she  does  not  obey  the 
he  jn  la  taeUng. 


Where  in  temples  antique  yon  may  breakfast  or 

diimer  it. 
Lunch  at  a  mosque,  and  see  Punch  from  a  minaiet 
Then,  Dick,  the  mixture  of  bonnets  and  bow*!*, 
Of  foliage  and  Iripp'ry,  ,/Eacres  and  flow'za, 
Green-grocers,  green  gardens— one  hardly  knowi 

whether 
'Tis  country  or  town, they're  so  mess'd  up  together! 
And  there,  if  one  loves  the  romantic,  one  sees 
Jew  ?lothes-men,  like  shepherds,   reclined   mider 

irees; 
Or.  Quidnuncs,  on  Sunday,  just  fresh  from'  the 

barber's. 
Enjoying  their  news  and  groseilU^  in  those  aibora ; 
Whi.e  gayly  their  wigs,  like  the  tendrils,  are  coiling. 
And  founts  of  red  currant-juice*  round  them  are 

purling. 

Here,  Dick,  arm  in  arm  as  wo  chattering  stray. 
And  receive  a  few  civil  **  God-dems^  by  the  way* — 
For,    'tis    odd,    these    mounseers, — though    weVe 

wasted  our  wealth 
And  our  strength,  til  ^e've  thrown  oarselveB  into 

a  phthisic. 
To  cram  down  their  throats  an  dd  King  for  their 

health. 
As  we  whip  little  children  to  make  them  take 

physic ; — 
Yet,  spite  of  our  good-natured  money  and  slaughter. 
They  hate  us  as  Beelzebub  hates  holy  water ! 
But  who  the  deuce  cares,  Dick,  as  long  as  they 

nourish  us 
Neatly  as  now,  and  good  cookery  flourishes— 
Long  as,  by  bay'nets  protected,  we,  Netties, 
May  have  our  full  fling  at  their  salmis  and  pAtis  7 
And,  truly,  I  always  declared  'twould  be  pity 
To  bum  to  the  ground  such  a  choice-feeding  city. 
Had  Dad  but  his  way,  he'd  have  kmg  ago  blown 
The  whole  batch  to  old  Nick — and  the  people,  I 

own. 
If  for  no  other  cause  than  their  cursed  monkey  lodes, 
Well  deserve  a  blow-np — but  then,  damn  it,  their 

Cooks! 
As  to  Marshals,  and  Statesmen,  and  aU  their  wfaolb 

lineage. 
For  aught  that  /  care,  yoa  may  knock  than  to 

spinage; 

*  The  dandy  term  for  a  tailor. 

*  "  Lemonade  and  eau-de-gnttSlU  are  measared  oat  at 
every  corner  of  every  street,  fkom  (hatastle  vessels,  ^ogliag 
with  bells,  to  thirsty  tradesmen  or  wearied  messengers.**— 
^  Lady  Morsan*s  lively  description  of  the  streets  of  Paris, 
In  her  very  amusing  work  upon  Fkanee,  book  vl. 

*  These  gay,  portable  fonntalas,  ftom  which  the  gnseBle 
water  Is  administered,  are  among  the  OMst  chamgHristfc  sr> 
naments  of  the  streets  of  Fails. 
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Bmt  think,  Dick,  their  Cooks— what  a  loa  to 
kind! 

What  a  yoid  in  the  worid  wciild  their  art  leave  be- 
hind! 

Tieir  chronometer  ^its— their  intense  salaman- 
dere — 

llioir  ovens — their  pots,  that  can  soften  old  ganders, 

All  vanish'd  forever — their  miracles  o'er. 

And  the  Marmite  Perp6tuelle^  bubbling  no  more ! 

Forbid  it,  forbid  it,  ye  Holy  Allies ! 
Take  whatever  ye   fancy — take   statues,  take 
money — 

Bat  leave  them,  oh  leave  them,  their  Perignenz  pies. 
Their    glorious   goose-lhrers,  and    high    pickled 
tunny  !* 

Though  many,  I  own,  are  the  evils  they've  bronght 
us. 
Though  Royalty's  here  on  her  very  last  legs. 

Yet,  who  can  help  lovmg  the  land  that  has  taught  us 
Six  hundred  and  eighty-five  ways  to  dress  eggs  7* 

You  see,  Dick,  in  spite  of  their  cries  of  "  God-dam," 
**  Coquin  Angiais,"  et  cet'ra — ^how  gen'rous  I  am ! 
And  now,  (to  return,  once  again,  to  my  "  Day," 
Which  will  take  us  all  night  to  get  through  in  this 

way,) 
From  the  Boulevards  we  saunter  through  many  a 

street. 
Crack  jokes  on  the  natives — ^mine,  all  very  neat — 
Leave  the  Signs  of  the  Tunes  to  political  fops. 
And  find  twice  as  much  fun  in  the  Signs  of  the 

Shops; — 
Here,  a  Louis  Diz-huit — there,  a  Martinmas  goose, 
(Much  in  vogue  since  your  eagles  are  gone  out  of 

use)— 
Henri  Quatres  in  shoals,  and  of  Gods  a  great  many. 
But  Saints  are  the  most  on  hard  duty  of  any : — 
St  ToNT,  who  used  all  temptations  to  spurn. 
Here  hangs  o'er  a  beer-shop,  and  tempts  in  his  turn  ; 
While  tfiere  St  Venecia*  sits  hemming  and  frilling 

her 
Holy  moueJioir  o'er  the  door  of  some  miUiner ; — 

>  '*Cette  merveilleoM  Mannite  Perp^melle,  sar  le  feu 
depoifl  pr^t  d*im  sUde ;  qui  a  donn6  le  Jour  &  plus  de  300,000 
ehapons.**— ^/aia*.  4$  Oourmandt,  QnaUiime  Annte,  p.  152. 

s  Le  thoa  marioi,  one  of  the  most  favorite  and  indi- 
gestible Urt'd'muvru,  This  fish  is  talten  chiefly  in  the 
Goife  de  Lyon.  ^  La  l£te  et  le  dessoos  da  ventre  scat  les 
parties  les  plos  recherchies  des  goormets.**— Cvkts  OoBtr^- 
mtmiqu»t  p.  SJ3. 

*  Tlie  exact  number  mentioned  by  M.  do  la  Beyai^ra — 
*'On  connoit  en  France  685  maniiret  diflftrentes  d*accom- 
moder  les  oenfs ;  sans  compter  celles  qce  not  savaos  ima- 
glnent  ehaqae  jour.** 

*  Ven>ni<»,  the  Saint  of  the  Holy  Handkerchief,  is  also* 
under  the  name  of  Venisse,  or  Venecia,  the  tatelary  saint  of 
mUUners. 

*  8t  Denys  wallced  three  miles  after  his  head  was  eat  off 
Th«  mtt  of  a  woman  of  wit  apon  this  legend  is  well  koowa : 


Saint  Austin's  the  **  outward  and  visible  sign 

"  Of  an  inward"  cheap  dinner,  and  pint  of  small 

wine; 
Whfle  St  Dents  hangs  out  o'er  some  hatter  of 

ton, 
Aad  possessing,  good  bishop,  no  head  of  his  own,* 
Takes  an  int'rest  in  Dandies,  who've  got — ^next  to 

none! 
Then  we  stare  into  shops — ^read  the  evening's  of- 

fiche9 — 
Or,  if  some,  who're  Lotharios  m  feeding,  should 

wish 
Just  to  flirt  with  a  luncheon,  (a  devilish  bad  trick. 
As  it  takes  off  the  bloom  of  one's  appetite,  Dick,) 
To  the  Passage  i2e»— what  d'ye  call't — des  Pano^ 

ranuufi 
We  quicken  our  pace,  and  there  heartily  cram  as 
Seducing  young  pdt6s,  as  ever  could  cozen 
One  out  of  one's  appetite,  down  by  the  dozen. 
We  vary,  of  coune—petitsp&tis  do  one  day. 
The  next  we've  our  lunch  with  the  Gaufrier  Hol- 

landais,^ 
That  popular  artist,  who  brings  out,  like  Sc — tt. 
His  delightful  productions  so  quick,  hot  and  hot ; 
Not  the  worse  for  the  exquisite  comment  that  fQl- 

lows, — 
Divine  maresquino,  which — Lord,  how  one  swal- 
lows! 

Once  more,  then,  we  saunter  forth  after  our  snack,  or 
Subscribe  a  few  francs  for  the  price  of  9,  fiacre. 
And  drive  far  away  to  the  old  Montagues  Russes, 
Where  we  find  a  few  twirls  in  the  car  of  much  use 
To  regen'rate  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  us  sinners. 
Who've  lapsed  into  snacks — ^the  perdition  of  dinners. 
And  here,  Dick — in  answer  to  one  of  your  queries, 
About  which  we.  Gourmands,  have   had  much 

discussion — 
I've  tried  all  these  mountains,  Swiss,  French,  and 

Ruggieri's, 
And  think,  for  digestion,*  there's  none  like  the 

Russian; 

— "  Je  le  crois  bien ;  en  paroil  cas,  11  n*y  a  que  le  premier 
pas  qai  coOte.** 

•  Off  the  Boulevards  Itallens. 

^  In  the  ^lais  Royal ;  saccessor,  I  believe,  to  the  Flamand, 
so  long  celebrated  for  the  moeileux  of  his  Ganfires. 

*  Doctor  Cotterel  recommends,  for  this  purpose,  the  Beau- 
jon  or  French  Mountains,  and  calls  them  **  une  inMedne 
a^rlenne.  cooieur  de  rose  ;**  but  I  own  1  prefer  the  authority 
of  Mr.  Bob,  who  seems,  from  the  following  note  found  in  his 
CWB  handwriting,  to  have  studied  all  theae  moonuiins  very 
tareAilly  :— 

JfMMnMia— The  Swiss  little  notice  deserves, 
While  the  fall  at  £uggieri*8  is  death  to  weak  nerves ; 
And  (whate*er  Doctor  Cott*rel  may  write  on  the  qnestioa) 
The  turn  at  the  Beai|)on*s  too  sharp  for  digestion. 

I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Bob  Is  qalle  eoneet  la  aceeatiaf  ths 

seeoBd  sylUble  of  Roggleri. 
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So  equal  the  motion— so  gentle,  though  fleet — 

It,  in  short,  Buch  a  light  and  salubrious  scamper  is, 
That  take  whom  you  please — ^take  old  L— s  D— x- 

u — T, 
And  stuff  him — ay,  up  to  the  neck — with  stewed 

lampreys,' 
So  wholesome  those  Mounts,  such  a  solvent  I*ve 

found  them. 
That,  let  me  but  rattle  the  Monarch  well  down  them. 
The  fiend,  Indigestion,  would  fly  far  away. 
And  the  regicide  lampreys'  be  foil'd  of  their  prey ! 

Such,  Dick,  are  the  clasmcal  sports  that  content  us. 

Till  five  o'clock  brings  on  that  hour  so  moment- 
ous,' 

That  epoch ^but  woa  ! — my  lad — ^here  comes  the 

Schneider, 

And,  curse  him,  has  made  the  stays  three  inches 
wider — 

Too  wide  by  an  inch  and  a  half— what  a  Guy ! 

But,  no  matter — ^'twill  all  be  set  right  by-and-by. 

As  weVe  Massinot's*  eloquent  carte  to  eat  6till  up. 

An  inch  and  a  half's  but  a  trifle  to  fiill  up. 

So—not  to  lose  tune,  Dick, — here  goes  for  the  task ; 

Au  revoir,  my  old  boy— of  the  Gods  I  but  ask. 

That  my  life,  like  "  the  Leap  of  the  German,*** 
may  be,  , 

"  Du  lit  &  la  table,  de  la  table  au  lit  V* 

R.F. 


LETTER  IX. 

FROM    PHIL.   FUDGE,   ESQ.,   TO     THE     LORD    VISCOUNT 


My  Lord,  th'  Instructions,  brought  to-day, 
"  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey." 
Your  Lordship  talks  and  writes  so  sensibly ! 
And — ^whatBOo*er  some  wags  may  say — 
Oh  !  not  at  all  incomprehensibly. 

>  A  dish  so  indigestible,  that  a  late  noTelist,  at  the  end  of 
his  book,  could  imagine  no  more  summary  mode  of  getting 
rid  of  ail  his  heroes  and  heroines  than  by  a  hearty  sapper 
of  stewed  Ian)  preys 

•  They  killed  Henry  I.  of  England:— "a  food  (says 
Hnme,  gravely)  which  always  agreed  better  with  his  palate 
than  his  constitution.** 

Lampreys,  Indeed,  seem  to  have  been  always  a  favorite 
dish  with  klngs^whether  flrom  some  congeniality  between 
them  and  that  fish,  I  know  not;  but  Dio  Castiu*  tells  us 
that  Pollio  fattened  his  lampreys  with  human  blood.  St 
Louis  of  France  was  particularly  fond  of  them.— See  the 
anecdote  of  Thomas  Aquinas  eating  up  his  majesty's  la.-|i- 
prey,  in  a  note  upon  RaMai§,  liv.  ill.,  cbap.  2. 

*  Had  &Ir.  Bob*s  Dinner  Epistie  been  Inserted,  I  was  pre- 
ftred  with  an  abundance  of  learned  matter  to  illustrate  it,  for 
whleh,  as,  indeed,  for  all  my  **  scientia  popins,***  I  am  in- 


f 


I  feel  th*  mquiries  in  your  letter 

About  my  health  and  French  most  flattering ; 
Thank  ye,  my  French,  though  somewhat  better, 

Is,  on  the  whole,  but  weak  and  smattering  ^— 
Nothing,  of  course,  that  can  compare 
With  his  who  made  the  Congress  stare, 
(A  certain  Lord  we  need  not  name,) 

Who  ev*n  in  French,  would  have  his  trope, 
And  talk  of  "  batir  un  syst^me 

"  Sur  Vequilibre  de  FEurope  !" 
Sweet  metaphor ! — and  then  th*  Epistloj 
Which  bid  the  Saxon  King  go  whistle, — 
That  tender  letter  to  **  Mon  Prince,"* 
Which  show'd  alike  thy  French  and  sense ; — 
Oh  no,  my  Lord — there's  none  can  do 
Or  say  un-English  things  like  you ; 
And,  if  the  schemes  that  fill  thy  breast 

Could  but  a  vent  congenial  seek. 
And  use  the  tongue  that  suits  them  best, 

What  charming  Turkish  wouldst  thou  qpeak ! 
But  as  for  me,  a  Frenchless  grub. 

At  Congress  never  bom  to  stammer. 
Nor  learn  like  thee,  my  Lord,  to  snub 

Fa^rn  Monarchs,  out#f  Chambacd's  grammar-^- 
Bless  you,  you  do  not,  cannot  know 
How  far  a  little  French  will  go  ; 
For  all  one*s  stock,  one  need  but  draw 

On  some  half  dozen  words  like  these— 
Comme  f a — far-Id — Id-bas — ah  ha  ! 

They'll  take  you  all  through  France  with 


Your  Lordship's  praises  of  the  scraps 

I  sent  you  from  my  Journal  lately, 
(Enveloping  a  few  laced  caps 

For  Lady  C.)  delight  me  greatly. 
Her  flatt'ring  speech — ^**  what  pretty  things 

•*  One  finds  in  Mr.  Fudge's  pages !" 
Is  praise  which  (as  some  poet  sings) 

Would  pay  one  for  the  toils  of  ages. 

Thus  flatter'd,  I  presume  to  send 
A  few  more  extracts  by  a  friend ; 

debted  to  a  friend  in  the  Dublin  University,— ^wboee  reading 
formerly  lay  in  the  ati^nc  line ;  but,  in  consequence  of  the 
Provost*s  enlightened  alarm  at  inch  studies,  he  has  taken  to 
the  authors,  ^  de  r«  eibariA**  Instead ;  and  has  left  Bodin, 
RemigiuM,  Jigrijipa  and  hb  little  dog  FUMtu^  for  JSpiehu^ 
Jfoniutt  and  that  roost  learned  and  savory  Jesuit,  Bulem- 
gtru§. 

*  A  famous  Restaurateur— now  Dapont. 

*  An  old  French  sayhig;— "Faire  le  sant  de  l*ADemand, 
du  lit  &  la  table  et  de  la  table  au  lit** 

*  The  celebrated  letter  to  Prince  Hardenborgh,  (written, 
however,  I  believe,  originally  in  English,)  in  which  his 
Lordship,  professing  to  see  "  no  moral  or  political  objectioB*^ 
to  the  dismemberment  of  Saxony,  denooneed  the  nnfom- 
nate  King  as  **  not  only  the  most  devoted,  but  the  men  &• 
vored  of  Bonaparte*fl  vassals.** 
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And  I  should  hope  theyll  be  no  leoB 
Approved  of  than  my  last  MS^ — 
The  former  onp8, 1  fear,  were  creased, 

As  Biddy  romid  the  caps  would  pin  them  I 
But  these  will  come  to  hand,  at  least 

Unn.mpled,  for  there's  nothing  m  them. 

Extraola  from  Mr,  Fudge's  Journal^  addressed  to 
Lord  C. 

Aug.  10. 
Went  to  the  Mad-house — saw  the  man,^ 

Who  thinks,  poor  wretch,  that,  while  the  Fiend 
Of  Discord  here  full  riot  ran, 

He,  like  the  rest,  was  guillotined  ; — 
But  that  when,  under  Boney's  reign, 

(A  more  discreet,  though  quite  as  strong  one,) 
The  heads  were  all  restored  again. 

He,  in  the  scramble,  got  a  wrong  one. 
Accordingly,  he  still  cries  out 

This  strange  head  fits  hun  most  unpleasantly ; 
And  always  runs,  poor  devil,  about 

Inquiring  for  his  own  incessantly ! 

% 
While  to  his  case  a  tear  I  dropp'd. 

And  sauntered  home,  thought  I — ^ye  Gods ! 
How  many  heads  might  thus  be  swopp'd, 

And,  after  all,  not  make  much  odds ! 
For  instance,  there's  V — s — tt — t's  head — 
("  Tam  carMm"*  it  may  well  be  said) 
If  by  some  curious  chance  it  came 

To  settle  on  Biu.  SoamesV  shoulders, 
Th'  eflect  would  turn  out  much  the  same 

On  all  respectable  cash-holders : 
Except  that  while,  in  its  new  socket, 

The  head  was  planning  schemes  to  win 
A  zig-zag  way  into  one's  pocket. 

The  hands  would  plunge  directly  in. 

Good  Viscount  S — dm — h,  too,  instead 
Of  his  own  grave,  respected  head. 
Might  wear  (for  aught  I  see  that  bars) 

Old  lady  Wilhelmina^Frumf's — 
So  while  the  hand  sign'd  Circulars, 

The  head  might  lisp  out,  "  What  b  trumps  r — 
The  R — G — t's  brains  could  we  transfer 
To  some  robust  man-milliner, 

1  This  extraordinary  roadman  is,  I  believe,  In  the  Bic^tie. 
Be  Imagines,  exactly  as  Mr.  Fudge  states  It,  that,  when  the 
beads  of  those  who  had  been  guillotined  were  restored,  he  by 
■nistake  got  some  other  per8on*s  Instead  of  his  own. 

•  Tam  earl  capltls.—HoRAT. 

*  A  celebrated  pickpocket 

«  The  only  change,  If  I  recollect  right,  is  the  snbstltatioa 
c^  lilies  for  bees.  This  war  upon  the  bees  is,  of  coone,  unl- 
vevsal ;  *'exlUum  mis^re  apibus,**  like  the  angry  nymphs  la 
Virgil :— but  may  not  nno  nearma  arise  out  of  the  #tclte» 
ofLecitlmacyyetl 


The  shop,  the  shears,  the  lace,  and  riband 
Would  go,  I  doubt  not,  quite  as  glib  on ; 
And,  vice  versfi,  take  the  pains 
To  griye  the  P — ck  the  shopman's  brains. 
One  only  change  from  thence  would  flow, 
Ribands  would  not  be  wasted  so. 

*Twas  thus  I  ponder'd  on,  my  Lord ; 

And,  ev'n  at  night,  when  laid  in  bod, 
I  found  myself,  before  I  snored. 

Thus  chopping,  swopping  head  for  head. 
At  length  I  thought,  fantastic  elf! 
How  such  a  change  would  suit  myself. 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  one  by  one, 

With  various  poricraniums  saddled, 
At  last  I  tried  your  Lordship's  on. 

And  then  I  grew  completely  addled — 
Forgot  all  other  heads,  od  rot  'em ! 
And  slept,  and  dreamt  that  I  was — BorroK. 

Aug.  81. 
Walk'd  out  with  daughter  Bid— was  shown 
The  house  of  Commons,  and  the  Throne, 
Whose  velvet  cu^on's  just  the  same^ 
Natoleon  sat  on — ^what  a  shame  ! 
Oh,  can  we  wonder,  best  of  spoechers. 

When  Louis  seated  thus  we  see. 
That  France's  **  fundamental  features" 

Are  much  the  same  they  used  to  be  ? 
However, — Grod  preserve  the  Throne, 

And  cushion  too — and  keep  them  free 
From  accidents,  which  have  been  known 

To  happen  ev'n  to  Royalty  !* 

Aug.  98. 
Read,  at  a  stall  (for  oft  one  pops 
On  something  at  these  stalls  and  shops. 
That  does  to  quote,  and  gives  one's  Book 
A  classical  and  knowing  look. — 
Indeed  I've  found,  in  Latin,  lately, 
A  course  of  stalls  improves  me  greatly)— 
'Twas  thus  I -read,  that,  in  the  East, 

A  monarch's /a  t's  a  serious  matter ; 
And  once  in  ev'ry  year,  at  least. 

He's  weigh'd — to  see  if  he  gets  fatter  :* 
Then,  if  a  pound  or  two  he  be 
Increased,  there's  quite  a  jubilee  f 

•  I  am  afraid  that  Bfr.  Fudge  alludes  here  to  a  very  awk- 
ward accident,  which  is  well  known  to  have  happened  to  poor 
L— 8  le  D  B  6,  some  years  since,  at  one  of  the  R  g  -  t*s 
F^tes.  He  was  sitting  next  our  gracious  Qoeen  at  the 
time. 

•  ''The  third  day  of  the  Feast  the  King  eanseth  himself 
to  be  weighed  with  great  care.**—/*.  B§rmiir*»  Vtpagt  le 
S«r«t,ace. 

7  **I  remember,**  says  Bemler,  "  that  all  the  Ororaha  ex- 
pressed great  Joy  that  the  King  weighed  two  poands  iMiS 
now  than  the  year  pfeeedlng.'*— Another  author  tells  as  Uwt 
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Suppose,  my  Lord — and  far  from  me 
To  tieat  8uch  things  with  levity — 
But  just  suppose  the  R— a — t*8  weight 
Were  made  thus  an  afikir  of  state ; 
And,  ey*ry  sessions,  at  the  close, — 

'Stead  of  a  speech,  which,  all  can  see,  is 
Heayy  and  dull  enough,  God  knows — 

We  were  to  try  how  heavy  he  is. 
Much  would  it  glad  all  hearts  to  hear 

That,  while  the  Nation's  Revenue 
Loses  so  many  pounds  a  year. 

The  P        0,  God  hless  him !  gains  a  few. 

With  hales  of  muslin*  chintzes,  spices, 

I  see  the  Easterns  weigh  their  Kmgs ; — 
But,  for  the  Rr— g — ^t,  my  advice  is. 

We  should  throw  in  much  heavier  thingi 

For  mstance ^'s  quarto  volumes, 

*    Which,  though  not  spices,  serve  to  wrap  taem 
Dominie  St — dd — t*s  Daily  columns, 

''  Prodigious  I" — in,  of  course,  we*d  clap  them— - 
Letteic   Jiat  C — rtw ^t's*  pen  indites. 

In  which,  with  logical  confusion, 
The  Major  like  a  Minor  writes, 

And  never  comes  to  a  Conclusion : — 
Lord  S— M — RS*  pamphlet— or  his  head — 
(Ah,  that  were  worth  its  weight  m  lead !) 
Along  with  which  we  in  may  whip,  sly. 
The  Speeches  of  Sir  John  C— x  H — rr — blt  ; 
That  Baronet  of  many  words. 
Who  loves  so,  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
To  whisper  Bishops— and  so  nigh 

Unto  their  wigs  in  whispering  goes. 
That  you  may  always  know  him  by 

A  patch  of  powder  on  his  nose ! — 
If  this  won't  do,  we  in  must  cram 
The  **  Reasons"  of  Lord  B— ck— an— M ; 
(A  Book  his  Lordship  means  to  write. 

Entitled  **  Reasons  for  my  Ratting :") 
Or,  should  these  prove  too  small  and  light. 

His  r p*s  a  host — we'll  bundle  that  m ! 

And,  stiU  should  all  these  masses  fail 
To  turn  the  R— -a — i^s  ponderous  scale. 


''  Fatness,  as  well  as  a  very  large  head,  is  considered,  through- 
out  India,  as  one  of  the  most  precious  gills  of  heaven.  An 
enonnoas  skull  is  absolutely  revered,  and  the  happy  owner  is 
looked  op  to  as  a  superior  being.  To  a  Prince  a  joulter  head 
is  invaioable.**— On'ciite/  Held  SporU, 

>  Mi^or  Cartwright. 

s  The  name  of  the  first  worthy  who  set  np  the  trade  of 
informer  at  Rome  (to  whom  our  Olivers  and  Castleses  oaght 
to  erect  a  statoe)  was  Romanos  Illspo ;— **  qoi  formam  vita 
inUt,  qnam  postea  celebrem  miseric  temporam  et  andaeio 
hominnm  fecerant**— Tacit,  ^nnal.  i.  74. 

*  They  certainly  possessed  the  same  art  of  inttigating  their 
victims,  which  the  Report  of  the  Secret  Committee  attributes 
to  Lord  Sidmouth's  agents :— ^  eosiMM  (says  Tacitus  of  one 


Why' then,  my  Lord,  in  Heaven's  name, 

Pitch  in,  without  reserve  or  stint, 
The  whole  of  R— air— t's  beauteous  Dame— 

If  that  won't  raise  him,  devil's  in  it ! 

Avg.». 

Consulted  Murfht's  TAcrrua 

About  those  famous  spies  at  Rome,' 

Whom  certain  Whigs — to  make  a  fiTns 

Describe  as  much  resembling  us. 
Informing  gentlemen,  at  home. 

But,  bless  the  fools,  they  carCt  be  serious, 

To  say  Lord  S — dm — tu's  like  Tibkrius! 

What !  hSf  the  Peer,  that  injures  no  man* 

Like  that  severe,  blood-thirsty  Roman ! — 

'Tis  true,  the  Tyrant  lent  an  ear  to 

All  sorts  of  spies — so  doth  the  Peer,  too 

'Tis  true  my  Lord's  Elect  tell  fibs. 

And  deal  in  peijury — ditto  Tib's. 

*TiB  true,  tlie  Tyrant  screened  and  hid 

His  rogues  from  justice* — ditto  Sid. 

*T)a  true  the  Peer  is  grave  and  glib 

At  moral  speeches— dt^to  Tib.* 

'Tis  true,  the  feats  the  Tyrant  did 

Were  in  his  dotage — ditufSiD, 

So  far,  I  own,  the  parallel 
'Twixt  Tib  and  Sid  goes  vastly  well ; 
But  there  are  points  m  Tib  that  strike 
My  humble  mind  as  much  man  like 
Yourself  t  my  dearest  Lord,  or  him, 
Of  th'  India  Board— that  soul  of  whim! 
Like  him,  Tiberius  loved  his  joke,* 

On  matters,  too,  where  few  can  bear  one; 
E.  g,  a  man,  cut  up,  or  broke 

Upon  the  wheel — a  devilish  fair  one ! 
Your  common  fractures,  woands,  and  fits, 
Are  nothing  to  such  wholesale  wits ; 
But,  let  the  suff 'rer  gasp  for  life, 

The  joke  is  then  worth  any  money ; 
And,  if  he  writhe  beneath  a  knifoi — 

Oh  dear,  that's  something  quit€  too  fonny. 
In  this  respect,  my  Lord,  yon  see 
The  Roman  wag  and  ours  agree: 


of  them)  libldinnm  et necessitaCnm,  fmephtrHms  imttam  we^ 
gareL'* 

4  "  Neqne  tamen  id  Sereno  aoxB  fbit,  futm  e^ma  fmi- 
lifum  tMtiorem  faciebeA.  Nam  ut  quia  (Hstrlctior  aocosator 
tdnl  eaerotanetus  eroL^-^Jhiftal,  Ub.  Iv.  SIk— Or,  as  it  is 
translated  by  Mr.  Fudge's  friend,  Murphy  >-**Thb  daring 
accuser  liad  the  eur»$s  of  ihepe^fU,  and  the  prtUeUn  of  the 
Emperor.  Jnforwuret  in  proportion  as  they  mso  ia  guilt, 
beeame  sacred  ekaraeters,** 

*  Murphy  even  confers  upon  One  of  bis  speeches  €tsb  spUbet 
"  constitutioaal.**  Mr.  Fudge  might  have  added  to  his  paialtel, 
that  Tiberius  was  a  gesd  privaU  ckaiaelsr:  -^egngtom 
vltft  fiun&que  pusd  frnsius.** 

•  ^LmOkrU  seriis  I 
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And  here's  the  mode  occurs  to  me  :-^ 

Thi§  parallel  wo  need  not  follow ; " 

As  none  of  our  Nobility, 

Though  'tis,  in  Ireland,  said  by  some 

Though  for  their  oion  most  gracious  King, 

Your  Lordship  beats  Tibxeiub  hoUow ; 

(They  would  kiss  hands,  oi^-any  thing,) 

Can  be  perroaded  to  go  through 

For  me  to  mention  or  discuss ; 

This  frufce-like  trick  of  the  Ko-tou  ; 

Whene'er  your  Lordship  acts  Tiberius, 

And  as  these  Mandarins  won't  bend, 

1 

Phil.  Fudge's  part  is  Tacittta  ! 

Without  some  mumming  exhibition, 

1 

Suppose,  my  Lord,  you  were  to  send 

Sept.!      ' 

Gmmaldi  to  them  on  a  misrion : 

Was  thinking,  had  Lord  S— dm— th  got 

As  Legnie,  Joe  could  play  his  part, 

Any  good  decent  sort  of  Plot 

And  if,  in  diplomatic  art. 

Against  the  winter-tim»— if  not, 

The  "  volto  sciolto"*  's  meritorious. 

Alas,  alas,  our  ruin's  fated ; 

Let  Joe  but  grin,  he  has  it,  glorious ! 

All  done  up,  and  apifUeated  ! 

A  title  for  him's  easUy  made ; 

Ministeri  and  all  their  vassals. 

And,  by-the-by,  one  Cbristxkas  time. 

Down  from  C — tl        oh  to  Castles,— 

If  I  remember  right,  he  pla/d 

Unless  we  can  kick  up  a  riot. 

Ne'er  can  hope  for  peace  or  quiet ! 

As  Eari  of  M — rl— t  then  gaxette  him. 

What's  to  be  done  7— Spa-Fields  was  clever ; 

If  t'other  Eari  of  M— ri^t'U  let  him. 

But  even  that  brought  gibes  and  mockings 

(And  why  should  not  the  worid  be  blest 

Upon  ou'  heads— so,  mem.— must  never 

With  lioo  such  stars,  for  East  and  West?) 

Kegp  ar  munition  in  old  stockings ; 

Then,  when  before  the  YeUow  Screen 

For  fear  some  wag  should'in  his  cursed  head 

He's  brought— and,  sure,  the  very  essence 

Take  it  to  say  our  force  was  wortted. 

Of  etiquette  would  be  that  scene 

Mem,  too— when  Sid  an  army  raises. 

Of  Joe  in  the  CelesUal  Presence  !— 

It  must  not  be  ^mcog."  like  Bayet^s  : 

He  thus  should  say  >-"  Duke  Ho  and  Soo, 

Nor  must  the  General  be  a  hobUing 

"  I'll  play  what  tricks  you  please  for  you. 

Professor  of  the  art  of  cobUmg; 

«*  If  you'll,  in  turn,  but  do  for  me 

Lest  men,  who  perpetrate  such  puns, 

«  A  few  small  tricks  you  now  shall  see. 

Should  say,  with  Jacobinic  grin. 

« If  I  consult  your  Emperor's  liking 

He  felt,  from  mtUing  Wellingtofu,* 

«  At  least  you'U  do  the  same  for  my  King." 

A  WeUingtotCa  great  soui  withm! 

He  then  should  give  them  nine  such  grins, 

Nor  must  an  old  apothecary 

As  would  astound  eVn  Mandarins ; 

Go  take  the  Tower,  for  lack  of  pence. 

And  throw  such  somersets  before 

With  (what  these  wags  would  call,  so  meiry) 

The  picture  of  Kmg  George  (God  hLtm  him  I) 

Phyneal  force  and  wal-ence ! 

As,  should  Duke  Ho  but  try  them  o'er, 

Would,  by  Confucius,  much  distress  him ! 

Next  time  contrived  more  skilfully. 

^ 

John  Bull,  I  grieve  to  say,  is  growing 

I  start  this  merely  as  a  hmt. 

So  tronblesomely  sharp  and  knowing, 

But  think  youll  find  some  wisdom  in't ; 

So  wise— in  short,  so  Jacobin — 

And,  should  you  follow  up  the  job, 

Tis  monstrous  hard  to  take  him  in. 

My  son,  my  Lord,  (you  kniw  poor  Bos,) 
Would  m  the  suite  be  glad  to  go 

Septe. 

And  help  his  Excellency,  Joe  ; — 

Heard  of  the  &te  of  our  Ambassador 

At  least,  like  noble  Amh— En's  sod. 

In  Chhia,  and  was  sorely  nettled ; 

The  lad  will  doio  praetiae  on.* 

But  thmk,  my  Lord,  we  should  not  paa  it  o'er 

Tin  aU  th«  matter's  fairly  setUed ; 

maldi,  bat  lomo  very  InArior  perfonner,  who  plsysd  Uilt 

•  Short  boots,  so  callsd. 

taUry  letters  of  the  Noble  Earl  to  Mr.  H— rr-t,  apoa  tkli 

valfu  piolhnatloo  of  his  tplekHuid-tpan  new  title,  W.l,  I 

isU. 

tiasf,  soBM  dsM  or  other,  be  givsa  to  the  worid. 

«lfr.  FodfelsalitlloataidDmlMn.   It  was  Ml  Chl- 

^  Ifr.  BUS'S  aecooat  of  the  Emba»j. 
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Well,  it  Un*t  the  King,  after  all,  my  dear  crea- 
ture! 
But  donU  yon  go  laugh,  now — there's  nothing  to 

quiz  in*t — 
For  grandeur  of  air  and  for  grimness  of  feature, 
He  might  be  a  Kmg,  Doll,  though,  hang  hun, 

he  isn't 
At  first,  I  felt  hurt,  for  I  wish'd  it,  I  own. 
If  for  no  other  cause  but  to  vex  Miss  Malone, — 
(The  great  heiress,  you  know,  of  Shandangan, 

who's  here. 
Showing  off  with  such  airs,  and  a  real  Cashmere,' 
While  mine's  but  a  paltry  old  rabbit-ekin,  dear !) 
But  Pa  says,  on  deeply  consid'ring  the  thing, 
<*  I  am  just  as  well  pleased  it  ^ould  not  be  the 

King; 
"  As  I  think  for  my  Biddt,  so  gentilU  widjolie, 
"  Whose  charms  may  their  price  in  an  honest 

way  fetch, 
"That  a  Brandenburgh " — (what  is  a  Branden- 

burgh,  Dolly?) — 
"  Would  be,  after  all,  no  such  very  great  catch. 
**  If   the  R— G — T    indeed," — added    he,    looking 

dy- 
(You  remember  that  comical  squint  of  his  eye,) — 
But  I  stopp'd  him  with  "  La,  Pa,  how  can  you  say  so, 
"  When  the  R — a — r  loves  none  but  old  women, 

you  know !" 
Which  is  fact,  my  dear  Dolly — we,  girls  of  eigh- 
teen. 
And  so  slim — Lord,  he'd  think  us  not  fit  to  be 

seen; 
And  would  like  us  much  better  as  old — ay,  as  old 
As  that  Countess  of  Desmond,  of  whom  I've  been 

told 
That  she  lived  to  much  more  than  a  hundred  and 

ten, 
And  was  kill'd  by  a  fall  from  a  cherry-tree  then  ! 

1  See  Lady  Morgan^s  "  France"  for  the  anecdote,  told  her 
by  Madume  de  Genlls,  of  the  yonng  gentleman  whoso  love 
was  cared  by  finding  that  his  mistress  wore  a  thawt  "  peaa 
do  iapin.'* 

*The  ears,  on  the  retnm,  are  dragged  np  slowly  by  a 
chain. 

*  Mr.  Bob  need  not  be  ashamed  of  his  cookery  Jokes,  when 
he  is  kept  in  countenance  by  inch  men  as  Cicerot  St.  Augus- 
tine^ and  that  jovial  bishop,  VeuantiuM  Fbrtunatut.  The  pun 
of  the  great  oratw  npon  the  "jus  Verrinum,'*  which  he  calls 
bad  hog-broth,  from  a  play  upon  both  the  words,  is  well 
known ;  and  the  Saint's  puns  opon  the  conversion  of  Lot's 
wife  Into  salt,  are  equally  ingenious :— "  In  salem  conversa 
hominibus  fldelibos  quoddam  pra»titit  condimentum,  quo  §tf 
fiamt  allqatd,  unde  iUud  caveator  exemplum.*'— />«  CivitaL 


What  a  frisky  old  girl !  but — to  come  to  my  lov«r, 
Who,  though  not  a  King,  is  a  hero  I'll  swear^ — 
You  shall  hear  all  that's  happen'd,  just  briefly  nm 
over. 
Since  that  happy  night,  when  we  whisk'd  through 
the  air! 


Let    me    see — 'twas    on    Saturday — ^ycs,   Dolly. 

From  that  evening  I  date  the  first  dawn  of  my  blias^ 
When  we  both  rattled  off  m  that  dear  Uttle  car- 
riage, 
Whose  journey.  Bob  says,  is  so  like  Love  and  Mtf- 

riage, 
"  Beginning  gay,  desperate,  dashing,  down-hilly^ 
"  And  ending  as  dull  as  a  six-inside  Dilly  !"* 
Well,    scarcely   a    wink    did   I   sleep   tha   c'gfat 

through; 
And,  next  day,  having  scribbled  my  letter  to  yon. 
With  a  heart  full  of  hope  this  sweet  fellow  to 

meet, 
I  sot  out  with  Papa,  to  see  Louis  Dix-Hurr 
Make  his  bow  to  some  half  dozen  women  and  boys. 
Who  get  up  a  small  concert  of  shrill  Vive  le  Roi» — 
And  how  vastly  genteeler,  my  dear,  even  this  is. 
Than  vulgar  Pall-Mall's  oratorio  of  hisses ! 
The  gardens  scem*d  full — so,  of  course,  we  walk*d 

o'er  'em, 
'Mong  orange-trees,  clipp'd  into  townlired  deco- 
rum. 
And  daphnes,  and  vases,  and  many  a  statue, 
There  staring,  with  not  eVn  a  stitch  on  them,  at 

you! 
The  ponds,  too,  we  view'd — stood  awhile  on  the 
brink 
To  contemplate  the  play  of  those  pretty  gold 
fishes— 
^*Live  bullion**  says  merciless  Bob,  **  which,  I  think, 
"  Would,  if  eoin*d,  with  a  little  mint  sauce,  be 
delicious !"' 

But  what,  Dolly,  what,  is  the  gay  orange-grove. 
Or  gold  fishes,  to  her  that's  in  search  of  her  love  7 

Dei,  lib.  zvi.,  cap.  30.— The  jokes  of  the  pious  fkvorite  of 
Queen  Radagunda,  the  convivial  Bishop  Fenamiiust  may  be 
found  among  his  poems,  in  some  lines  against  a  cook  who  had 
robbed  him.    The  following  is  similar  to  C(ctro*9  pun : — 
Plus  jiuee//a  Coci  quam  mea  jura  valenL 

Bee  his  poems,  Corpue  Peetar.  Latin,  torn.  U^  p.  ITSSL— 
Of  the  same  kind  was  Montmaur*§  joke,  when  a  dish  waa 
spilt  over  him—"  summum  Jus,  summa  iqjuria  ;**  and  the 
uune  celebrated  parasite,  in  ordering  a  sole  to  be  placed  be- 
fore him,  said,— 

Eligl  cui  dicas,  tu  raihl  sola  plaees 

The  reader  may  likewise  see,  among  a  food  deal  of  kitekeu 
erudition,  the  learned  Lipeifu^t  Jolwfl  on  cutting  up  a  ca- 
pon in  his  SstKnuU.  89rm»a,  lib.  IL,  cap.  X 
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In  Tain  did  I  wildly  explore  every  chair 

Where  a  thin^  like  a  m^  waa — ^no  lover  sat  there ! 

lu  vain  my  fond  eyes  did  I  eagerly  cast 

At  the  whiskers,  mustaohios,  and  wigs  that  went 

past, 
To  obtain,  if  I  could,  bat  a  glance  at  that  curl, — 
A  glimpse  of  those  whiskers,  as  i»cred,  my  girl. 
As  the  lock  that,  Pa  says,*  is  to  Mussulmen  giVn, 
For  the  angel  to  hold  by  that "  lugs  them  to  heaven !" 
Alas,  there  went  by  me  full  many  a  quiz, 
And  mustachios  in  plenty,  but  nothing  like  his ! 
Disappointed,  I  found  myself  sighing  out  **  well-a- 

day," 
Thought  of   the  words  of   T— m   M— re*s  Irish 

Melody, 
Something  about  the  "  green  spot  of  delight,*** 
(Which,  you  know.  Captain  Mackxntosh  sung 
to  us  one  day :) 
Ah  Dolly,  my  "  spot**  was  that  Saturday  night, 
And  its  verdure,  how  fleeting,  had  wither*d  by 
Sunday ! 
We  dined  at  a  tavern — La,  what  do  I  say  7 

If  Bob  was  to  know  ! — a  Restaurateur* s,  dear ; 
Where  your  properest  ladies  go  dme  every  day. 
And  drink  Burgundy  out  of  large  tumblers,  like 
beer. 
Pine  Bob  (for  he*s  really  grown  super-fine) 

Condescended,  for  once,  to  make  one  of  the  party ; 
Of  course,  though  but  three,  we  had  dinner  for  nine, 
And  in  spite  of  my  grief,  love,  I  own  I  ate  hearty. 
Indeed,  Doll,  I  know  not  how  *tis,  but,  in  grief, 
I  have  always  found  eating  a  wondrous  relief; 
And  Bon,  who*s  in  love,  said  he  felt  the  same, 
quite — 
"  My  sighs,**  said  he,  **  ceased  with  the  first  glass 
I  drank  you ; 
"  The  lamb  made  me  tranquil,  the  puffs  made  me 
light, 
**  And — now  that   all's  o'er — why    I'm — pretty 
well,  thank  you  !** 

To  my  great  annoyance,  we  sat  rather  late ; 
For  Bobby  and  Pa  had  a  furious  debate 


»  For  this  scrap  of  knowledge  "  Pa"  wns,  I  suspect,  in- 
debted to  a  note  upon  Volney's  ruins ;  a  bonk  which  nsnally 
forms  part  of  a  Jacobin's  library,  and  with  which  Mr.  Fadge 
must  have  been  well  acquainted  at  the  time  when  he  wro^ 
his  ••  Down  with  Kings/'  fcc.  The  note  in  Volney  is  as  fol- 
lows :— "  It  is  by  this  lofY  of  hair,  (on  the  crown  of  the  head.) 
worn  by  the  majority  of  Mussulmans,  that  the  Angel  of  the 
Tomb  is  to  take  the  elect  and  carry  them  to  Paradise." 

*  The  young  lady,  whose  memory  is  not  very  correct, 
vmst  allude,  I  think,  to  the  following  lines  :— 

Oh  that  fairy  form  Is  ne'er  forgot, 

Which  First  Love  traced  ; 
Still  it  liDg'ring  haanu-tbe  greenest  spot 

Oa  Memory's  waste ! 


About  singing  and  cookery — Bobbt,  of  course, 
Standmg  up  for  the  latter  Fine  Art  in  full  force ;' 
And  Pa  saying,  "  God  only  knows  which  is  worst, 

"The  French  Singers  or  Cooks,  but  I  wish  vm 
well  over  it — 
«  What  with  old  LaIs  and  Very,  I'm  cursed 

**  If  my  head  or  my  stomach  will  ever  recover  it  !'* 

*Twas  dark,  when  we  got  to  the  Boulevards  to  stroll. 
And  in  vain  did  I  look  *mong  the  street  Macaronis, 

When,  sudden  it  struck  me— last  hope  of  my  soul — 
That  some  angel  might  take  the  dear  man  to 

TORTONI'S  I* 

We  enter*d — and,  scarcely  had  Bob,  with  an  air,   * 
For  a  grappe  a  la  jardiniere  call'd  to  the  waiters. 
When,  oh  Doll  !  I  saw  him — my  hero  was  there; 
(For  I  knew  his  white  small-clothes  and  brown 

leather  gaiters,) 
A  group  of  fair  statues  from  Greece  smiling  o'ei 

him,* 
And  lots  of  red  currant-juice  sparkling  before  him ! 
Oh  Dolly,  these  heroes — what  creatuies  they  are ; 
In  the   boudoir  the  same   as  in  fields  full  of 

slaughter ! 
As  cool  m  the  Beaujon's  precipitous  car. 
As  when  safe  at  Tortoni's,  o'er  iced  currant 

watc^  I 
He  join'd  us — imagine,  dear  creature,  my  ecstasy — 
Joiu'd  by  the  man  I'd  have  broken  ten  necks  to  see  I 
Bob  wish'd  to  treat  him  with  Punch  a  la  glace, 
But  the  sweet  fellow  swore  that  my  beaut 6,  my 

grace, 
And    my  je-ne-sais-quoi   (then   his  whiskers  he 

twiri'd) 
Were,  to  him,  **  oA  de  top  of  all  Ponch  in  de 

vorid." — 
How  pretty ! — tliough  oft  (as  of  course,  it  must  be) 
Both  his  French  and  his  English  are  Greek,  Doll, 

to  me. 
But,  in  short,  I  felt  happy  as  ever  fond  heart  did  ; 
And  happier  still,  when  'twas  fix*d«  ere  we  parted. 
That,  if  the  next  day  should  be  pastoral  weather. 
We  all  would  set  off,  in  French  buggies^  together, 


*  Cookery  has  been  dignified  by  the  researches  of  a  Ba- 
con, (see  hU  M)itural  Historf,  ReceipU,  dec.,)  and  takes  its 
station  as  one  of  the  Fine  Arts  in  the  following  passage  of 
Mr.  Dugald  Stewart : — "  .Agreeably  to  this  view  uf  the  sub- 
ject, tweet  may  be  said  to  be  intrin§ieaUy  pIoasInK.  and  hitter 
to  be  relatively  pleasing;  while  both  are,  in  many  cases, 
equally  essential  to  those  effecis,  which,  in  the  art  of  cook- 
ery, correspond  to  that  eomptite  frMv^y,  which  it  is  the  ob- 
ject of  the  painter  and  of  the  poet  to  create."~PAi/«Mpftteal 

4  A  Ikshlonable  'eetfi  gtaeier  on  the  Italian  Boulevards. 

•  «  YoQ  eat  your  Ice  at  Tortoni's,**  says  Mr.  Scott,  **  nedtr 
a  Gieetaa  grovp''* 
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To  see  Montmorefiey — ^tbat  plac«  which,  you  know. 
Is   so    famous   for   cherries    and   Jean   Jacques 

Rousseau. 
His  card  then  he    gave    ns — the    name,   rather 

creased — 
But  'twas    Calicot  —  something — a   Colonel    at 

least! 
After  which — sure  there  never  was  hero  so  civil — 

he 
Saw  us  safe  home  to  our  door  in  Rue  Rivoli, 
Where  his  last  words,  as,  at  parting,  he  threw 
A  soil  look  o*er  his  shouldere,  were — "  How  do  you 

dor> 

But,  Lord, — ^there's  Papa  for  the  post — I'mso  vex'd — 
Montmorency  must  now,  love,  be  kept  for  my  next 
That  dear  Sunday  night ! — I  was  chaniingly  dress'd, 
And — 80  providential ! — was  looking  my  best ; 
Such  a  sweet  muslin  gown,  with  a  floimce— and  my 

frills, 
YouVe  no  notion  how  rich — (though  Pa  has  by  the 

bnis) 
And  you*d  smile  had  yon  seen,  where  we  sat  rather 

near. 
Colonel  Caucot  eyeing  the  cambric,  my  dear. 
Then  the  flow'iB  in  my  bonnet — ^but,  la,  it*8  in 

vain — 
So,  good-by,  my  sweet  Doll — I  shall  soon  writo 

again.  B.  F. 

Nota  bene--oxa  love  to  all  neighbors  about — 
Your  Papa  in  particular — ^how  is  his  gout  ? 

PJS, — ^IVe  just  open*d  my  letter  to  say. 

In  your  next  you  must  tell  me,  (now  do,  Dollt, 

pray. 
For  I  hate  to  ask  Bob,  he's  so  ready  to  quiz,) 
What  sort  of  a  thing,  dear,  a  Brandenburgh  is. 


LETTER  XI. 

FROM  PHEUM  CONNOR  TO  

Yes,  'twas  a  cause,  as  noble  and  as  great 
As  ever  hero  died  to  vmdicate — 
A  Nation's  light  to  speak  a  Nation's  voice, 
And  own  no  power  but  of  the  Nation's  choice ! 


i  Not  an  unnnial  mistake  with  foreigners. 

•  See  JEUtM,  lib.  v.,  cap.  SO,— wlio  telis  ns  that  these 
geese,  ftom  a  conseionsness  of  their  own  ioqnacity,  always 
cross  Mount  Tanras  with  stones  in  their  biiis,  to  prevent 
any  nnlacky  cackle  Arom  betraying  them  to  the  eagles— 
itanrowrat  ottanntrtf. 

>  Somebody  (Fontenelle,  I  believe)  has  said,  that  if  he 


Such  was  the  grand,  the  glorious  cause  that  now 
Hung  trembling  on  Napoleon's  single  brow ; 
Such  the  sublime  arbitrament,  that  pour'd. 
In  patriot  eyes,  a  light  around  his  sword, . 
,A  hallowing  light,  which  never,  since  the  day 
Of  his  young  victories,  had  illumed  its  way  ! 

Oh,  'twas  not  then  the  time  for  tame  debates. 
Ye  men  of  Gaul,  when  chains  were  at  your  gates ; 
When  he,  who  late  had  fled  your  Chieftain's  eye, 
As  geese  from  eagles  on  Mount  Taurus  fly,' 
Denounced  against  the  land,  that  spum'd  his  chain. 
Myriads  of  swords  to  bind  it  fast  again — 
Myriads  of  fierce  mvading  swcrds,  to  track 
Through  your  best  blood  his  path  of  vengeance  back ; 
When  Europe's  Kings,  that  never  yet  combined 
But  (like  those  upper  Stars,  that,  when  conjoin'd, 
Shod  war  and  pestilence)  to  scourge  mankind, 
Gather'd  aroimd,  with  hosts  from  every  shore. 
Hating  Napoleon  much,  but  Freedom  more. 
And,  in  that  coming  strife,  appall'd  to  see 
The  worid  yet  left  one  chance  for  liberty ! — 
No,  'twas  not  then  the  time  to  weave  a  net 
Of  bondage  around  your  Chief ;  to  curb  and  fret 
Your  veteran  war-horse,  pawmg  for  the  fight. 
When  every  hope  was  in  his  speed  and  might— 
To  waste  the  hour  of  action  in  dispute. 
And  coolly  plan  how  freedom's  boughs  should  diojtf 
When  your  Invader's  axe  was  at  the  root ! 
No,  sacred  Liberty  !  that  God,  who  throws 
Thy  light  around,  like  his  own  sunshine,  knows 
How  well  I  love  thee,  and  how  deeply  hate 
All  tyrants,  upstart  and  Legitimate- 
Yet,  in  that  hour,  were  France  my  native  land, 
I  would  have  follow'd,  with  quick  heart  and  hand. 
Napoleon,  Nero, — ay,  no  matter  whom — 
To  snatch  my  country  from  that  damning  doom, 
That  deadliest  curae  that  on  the  conquer'd  waitJH— 
A  Conqueror's  satrap,  throned  within  her  gates ! 

True,  he  was  false— <lespotic — all  you  please — 
Had  trampled  down  man's  holiest  liberties — 
Had,  by  a  genius,  form'd  for  noUer  things 
Than  lie  within  the  graq»  of  vulgar  Kings, 
But  raised  the  hopes  of  men — as  eaglets  fly 
With  tortoises  aloft  mto  the  sky — 
To  dash  them  down  again  more  shatt'ringly ! 
AU  this  I  own— but  stiU*  •  • 


had  hit  hand  fbll  of  troths,  he  would  open  but  one  finger  al 
a  time ;  and  the  same  sort  of  reserve  I  find  to  be  necessary 
with  respect  to  Mr.  Connor's  very  plain-spoken  tettets.  The 
remainder  of  this  Epistle  is  so  ftill  of  onsafb  natter-oMhc^ 
that  it  mnst,  for  the  present  at  least  be  withheld  flrwa  tLs 
pnbiic 


J 
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LETTER  XIL 

FKOM  Mm  BIDDT  FUDGE  TO  MIM  DOBOTHT b 

At  last,  DoLLTy  thanks  to  a  potent  emetic, 
Which  Bobby  and  Pa,  with  grimace  sympathetic. 
Have  swaUowM  this  mommg  to  balance  the  bliss, 
Of  an  eel  matelote  and  a  bisque  d^6erevi9se§— 
I've  a  morning  at  home  to  myself,  and  sit  down 
To  describe  yon  our  heavenly  trip  out  of  town. 
How  agog  you  must  be  for  this  letter,  my  dear ! 
Lady  Jane,  in  the  novel,  less  languished  to  hear 
If  that  elegant  comet  she  met  at  Lord  Nkvillx*8 
Was  actually  dying  with  love  or — blue  devils. 
But  Love,  Dolly,  Love  is  the  theme  /  pursue ; 
With  Blue  Devils,  thank  heav'n,  I  have  nothing  to 

do— 
Except,  indeed,  dear  Colonel  Cjiucot  spies 
Any  imps  of  that  color  in  certain  blue  eyes, 
Which  he  stares  at  till  /,  Doll,  at  his  do  the  same ; 
Then  he  simpers — I  blush — and  would  often  ex- 
claim. 
If  I  knew  but  thb  French  fur  it,  "  Lord,  Sir,  for 
shame!*' 

Well,  the  mommg  was  lovely—the  trees  m  full 

dress 
For  the  happy  occasion — the  sunshine  express — 
Had  we  ordered  it,  dear,  of  the  best  poet  gomg. 
It  scarce  could  be  fumishM  more  golden  and  glow- 
ing. 
Though  late  when  we  started,  the  scent  of  the  air 
Was  like  Gattib*s  rose-water, — and,  bright,  here 

and  there. 
On  the  grass  an  odd  dew-drop  was  glittering  yet, 
Like  my  aunt's  diamond  pin  on  her  green  tabbinet ! 
While  the  birds  seem'd  to  warble  as  blessed  on  the 

boughs. 
As  if  each  a  plumed  Calicot  had  for  her  spouse ; 
And  the  grapes  were  all  blushmg  and  kiaring  in 


And — m  short,  need  I  tell  you,  wherever  one  goes 
With  the  creature  one'loves,  'tis  all  cotdeur  de  rose; 
And,  ah,  I  shall  ne'er,  lived  I  ever  so  long,  see 
A  day  such  as  that  at  divine  Montmorency ! 

There  was  but  one  drawback — at  first  when  we 

started. 
The  Colonel  and  I  were  inhumanly  parted ; 


>  The  eolumn  in  the  Plaee  VendOme. 

•  "  Bmployaot  poor  cela  le  plos  bean  papier  doii,  sAebaat 
r^critore  avee  de  la  poadre  d*asiir  et  d*argeat,  et  eoaaant 
■et  cahlen  avee  de  la  nompartille  bleue.**— X.M  CtttfusismSt 
put  U.  Ilv.  0. 

*  I'hls  wad,  •'ezqulsile,'*  is  evidenUy  a  fknAtB  of  Mss 


How  crael — ^yoimg  hearts  of  sooh  moments  to  rob ! 
He  went  m  Pa's  buggy,  and  I  went  with  Bob  ; 
And,  I  own,  I  felt  qtitefully  happy  to  know 
That  Papa  and  his  comrade  h^ned  but  so-so. 
For  the  Colonel,  it  seems,  is  a  stickler  of  Bonbt**— 
Served  with  bun  of  course— nay,  Fm  sore  they  were 

cronies. 
So  martial  his  features !  dear  Doll,  yon  can  trace 
Ulm,  Austerlitz,  Lodi,  as  plain  in  his  face 
As  you  do  on  that  pillar  of  glory  and  braas,^ 
Which  the  poor  Duo  db  B — ^ax  must  hate  so  to 

pass! 
It  appears,  too,  he  made— as  most  foreigners  do^ 
About  English  affairs  an  odd  blunder  or  two. 
For  example— misled  by  the  names,  I  dare  say — 
He  confounded  Jack  Castles  with  Lord  C — --oh  ; 
And — sure    such  a  blunder   no  mortal    hit  ever 


Fancied  the  present  Lord  C— ^md — ^n  the  clever  one ! 

But  politics  ne'er  were  the  sweet  fellow's  trade ; 

TVas  for  war  and  the  ladies  my  Colonel  was  made. 

And,  oh,  had  you  heard,  as  together  we  walk'd 

Through  that  beautiful    forest,  how   swoetly  he 
talk'd; 

And  how  perfectly  well  he  appear'd,  Doll,  to  know 

All    the    life    and    adventures  of  Jean  Jacques 
Rousseau  ! — 

"  'Twa«  there,"  said  he— not  that  his  vords  I  can 
state;— 

'TWAS  a  gibb'rish  that  Cupid  alone  could  trans- 
late ; — 

But  "there,"  said  he,  (pointing  where,  small  and 
remote, 

The  dear  Hermitage  rose,)  <' there  his  JuuB  he 
wrote  ^-^ 

**  Upon  paper  gilt-edged,'  without  Uot  or  erasure ; 

"  Then  sanded  it  over  with  silver  and  azure, 

'*  And— oh,  what  will  genius  and  fancy  not  do  ? — 

'<  Tied  the  leaves'up  together  with  nompareille  blue !" 

What  a  trait  of  Rousseau !  what  a  crowd  of  emo- 
tions 
From  sand  and  blue  ribands  are  conjured  up  here ! 

Alas,  that  a  man  of  such  exquisite'  notions 

Should  send  his  poor  brats  to  the  Foundling,  my 
dear! 

"'Twas   here,    too,    perhaps,"    Colonel    Calioot 

said— 
'As  down  the  amall  garden  he  pensively  led — 


Fndfe't;  and  I  iwdentaiid  the  was  not  a  little  aagry  wImb 
her  biotber  Bob  committed  a  pna  oa  the  last  two  tyllalilM 
oflt  la  the  following  coaplet>- 

**rd  ftfai  praise  your  Poem— bat  tell  me,  how  Is  it 
When  /  cry  oat "  Ssqniaite,**  JEdU  citos «« firfz  <r  r 
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fThongh  once  I  could  see  his  loblime  forehead 

wrinkle 
With  rage  not  to  find  thare  the  loved  periwinkle') 
**  Twas  here  he  received  from  the  fair  D'Epinat, 
"  (Who  call*d  him  fo  sweetly  her  Bearf  tvery 

day,) 
*<That  dear  flannel  petticoat,  pull*d  off  to  form 
'*  A  waistcoat  to  keep  the  enthusiast  warm  !'** 

Bach,  Doll,  were  the  sweet  recollections  we  pon- 

der'd, 
As,  ftill  of  romance,  through  that  valley  we  wan- 
dered. 
The  flannel  (one's  train  pf  ideab,  how  odd  it  is !) 
Led  us  to  talk  ahout  other  conunodities, 
Cambric,  and  silk,  and — I  ne'er  shall  forget. 
For  the  sun  was  then  hastening  in  pomp  to  its  set. 
And  full  on  the  Colonel's  dark   whiskers  shone 

down. 
When  he  ask'd  me,  with  eagerness, — who  made 

my  gown  ? 
The  question  confused  me — ^for,  Doll,  you  must 

know, 
And  I  ought  to  have  told  my  best  friend  long  ago. 
That,  by  Pa's  strict  command,  I  no  longer  employ* 
That  enchanting  eouturidref  Madame  le  Roi  ; 
But  am  forced  now  to  have  Victorine,  who — 

deuce  take  her ! — 
It  seems  is,  at  present,  the  King's  mantua-maker — 
I  mean  ofhiapartif — ^and,  though  much  the  smartest, 
Li  Roi  is  condemn'd  as  a  rank  Bonapartist* 
Thinkt  Doll,  how  confounded  I  look'd — so  well 

knowing 
The    Colonel's    opinion — ^my    cheeks   were   quite 

glowing; 
I  stanmier'd  out  something — ^nay,  even  half  named 
The  legitimate  sempstress,  when,  loud,  he  exclaim'd, 
*'  Yes,  yes,  by  the  stitching  'tis  plain  to  be  seen 
"  It  was  made  by  that  Bouibonite  b  h,  Vio- 

TORDfS  !" 

What  a  word  for  a  hero ! — but  heroes  toiU  err, 

And  I  thought,  dear,  I'd  tell  you  things  juet  as 
they  were. 

Besides,  though  the  word  on  good  manners  in- 
trench, 

I  assure  yon  'tis  not  half  no  shockmg  in  French. 

1  The  flower  which  Ronaaeau  brought  into  snch  ftshlon 
among  the  Pariaians,  by  exclaiming  one  day,  "  Ah,  ToilA  de 
la  pervenche  !*' 

*  **  Mon  own,  toI]&  votre  asyle— et  toqb,  mon  ot(r«,  ne 
Vlendrez  voos  pat  aossl  T*— ^.  &c 

•  **Ub  Jour,  i|tt*il  geloit  trdt-fort,  en  onvrant  nn  paqnet 
q«*eUe  m^envoyoit,  je  troavai  nn  petit  Japon  de  flanelle  d*AB- 
l^tene,  qa*elle  roe  marqaolt  avoir  port6,  etdont  elle  voaloit 
qneje  me  fisse  Aire  nn  gilet  Ce  soln,  plus  qa*amical,  me 
parat  si  teadra,  eomme  si  elle  se  flit  ddpooiliee  pomr  me  vAtir, 
qoe,  dans  moa  6iM>tioa,  Je  baisai  vingt  fols  en  pleuraat  le 
hUletetleJiipoa.'* 


But  this  cloud,  though  embarrassing,  soon  paai^d 

away, 
And  the  bliss  altogether,  the  dreams  of  that  day. 
The  thoughts  that  arise,  when  snch  dear  fellows 


The  nothinga  that  then,  love,  are  every  thing  to 
That  quick  correspondence  of  glances  and  sighs. 
And  what  Bob  calls  the  "  Twopenny-post  of  th^ 

Eyes"— 
Ah,  Doll  !  though  I  ^noio  you've  a  heart,  'tis  in  vain 
To  a  heart  so  unpractised  these  things  to  explain. 
They  can  only  be  felt,  in  their  fulness  divine. 
By  her  who  has  wander'd,  at  evening's  decline, 
Through  a  valley  like  that,  with  a  Colonel   like 


But  here  I  must  finish — ^for  Bob,  my  deai  Tolly, 
Whom  physic,  I  find,  always  makes  melancholy. 
Is  seized  with  a  fancy  for  churchyard  reflections ; 
And,  full  of  all  yesterday's  rich  recollections. 
Is  just  setting  off  for  Montmartre — "  for  there  is," 
Said  he,  looking  solemn,  **  The  tomb  of  the  Ysrtb  ! 
"  Long,  long  have  I  wish'd,  as  a  votary  true, 

*'  O'er  the  grave  of  such  talents  to  utter  my  moans ; 
**  And,  to-day — as  my  stomach  is  not  in  good  cue 

«  For  the  flesh  of  the  VfiRYS— I'll  visit  their 
bones!" 
He  insists  upon  my  going  with  him — how  teasing ! 

This  letter,  however,  dear  Dolly,  shall  lie 
Unseal'd  in  my  draw'r,  that,  if  any  thing  pleasing 

Occurs  while  I'm  out,  I  may  tell  you-— good-by. 

RF. 

Fbnr  o*clock. 
Oh,  Dolly,  dear  Dolly,  Tm  ruin'd  forever — 
I  ne'er  shall  be  happy  again,  Dolly,  never ! 
To  think  of  the  wretch — ^what  a  victim  was  I  i 
'Tis  too  much  to  endure — I  shall  die,  I  shall  die— 
My  brain's  m  a  fever — ^my  pulses  beat  quick — 
I  shall  die,  or,  at  least,  be  exceedingly  sick  ! 
Oh,  what  do  you  think?  after  all  my  romancing. 
My  visions  of  glory,  my  sighing,  my  glancing. 
This  Colonel — ^I  scarce  can  conmiit  it  to  paper — 
This  Colonel's  no  more  than  a  vile  linen-draper'. ! 
'TIS  true  as  I  live — I  had  coax'd  brother  Bob  so, 
(Yoaill  hardly  make  out  what  Fm  writing,  I  sob  so,) 

*  Miks  Biddy's  notions  of  French  pronnnciatton  may  be 
perceived  in  the  rhymes  which  she  always  selects  foi**L» 

>  Lb  Eoi,  who  was  the  CouturUr*  of  the  Empress  Maria 
Louisa,  Is  at  present,  of  coone,  oat  of  fkshion,  and  is  snc- 
ceeded  in  her  station  by  tlie  Boyalist  mantna-maker, 
VicToaxxB. 

•  It  is  the  trvtker  of  the  present  ezoellent  Beetavntev 
who  lies  entombed  so  wagiriArently  in  the  Clmetl^re  Mml- 
martre.  The  inscription  on  the  coloflui  at  the  head  of  the 
tomb  cottdndes  with  the  fbHowiag  wonJs*— ^Tovte  sa  via 
flit  C0Bsacr6e  aux  arte  tifitM.** 
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For  some  little  gift  on  my  liirth-day — September 
The  thirtieth,  dear,  I'm  eighteen,  you  remember — 
That  Bob  to  a  ehop  kmdiy  order'd  the  coach, 
(Ah,  little  I  thought  who  the  shopman  would 

prove,) 
To  bespeak  me  a  few  of  those  mouehoirt  de  poehe, 
Which,  in  happier  houn,  I  have  sigh*d  for,  my 

love — 
(The  most  beautiful  things — two  Napoleons  the 

price — 
And  one's   name  in  the  comer  embroider'd  so 

nice!) 
Well,  with  heart  full  of  pleasure,  I  enter'd  the  shop, 
But — ^ye  Gods,  what  a  phantom! — I  thought  I 

should  drop — 
There  he  stood,  my  dear  Dollt — ^no  room  for  a 

doubt — 
There,  behind  the  vile  counter,  these  eyes  saw 

him  stand, 
With  a  piece  of  French  cambric,  before  him  roll'd 

out. 
And  that  hoxrid  yard-measure  upraised  in  his 

hand! 
Oh — ^Papa,  all  along,  knew  the  secret,  'tis  clear— 
'Twas  a  shopman  he  meant  by  a  "  Brandenhurgh," 

dear! 
The  man,  whom  I  fondly  had  fancied  a  King, 

And,  when  that  too  delightful  delusion  was  past. 
As  a  hero  had  wonhipp'd— vile,  treacherous  thing— 
To  turn  out  but  a  low  linen-draper  at  last ! 


My  head  swam  around— the  wretch  smiled,  I  be- 
lieve, 
But  his  smiling,  alas,  oould  no  longer  deceive — 
I  fell  back  on  Bob— my  whole   heart  seem'd  to 

wither — 
And,  pale  as  a  ghost,  I  w.bs  carried  back  hither ! 
I  only  remember  that  Bob,  as  I  caught  bim. 

With  cruel  facetiousness  said,  "  Curse  the  Kiddy ! 
"  A  stanch  Revolntiomst  always  Tve  thought  him, 

"  But  now  I  find  out  he's  a  Counter  one,  Biodt  !" 

Only  think,  my  dear  creature,  if  thisjbould  be 

known 
To  that  saucy,  satirical  thing.  Miss  Maloni 
What  a  story  'twill  be  at  Shandangan  forever . 
What  laughs  and  what  quizzing  she'll  have  with 
the  men ! 
It  will  spread  through  the  country — and  never,  oh, 
never 
Can  BiDDT  be  seen  at  Kilrandy  again ! 
Farewell— I  shall  do  something  desp'rate,  I  fear — 
And,  ah !  if  my  fate  ever  reaches  your  ear. 
One  tear  of  compassion  my  Doll  will  not  grudge 
To  her  poor— broken-hearted — ^young  friend, 

BiDDT  FUDGI. 

Nota  beno — I  am  sure  yon  will  hear,  with  delight. 
That  we're  going,  all  three,  to  see  Brunbt  to-night, 
A  laugh  will  revive  me— and  kind  Mr.  Cox 
(Do  yon  know  him?)  has  got  us  the  Governor's  box. 
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FABLES  FOR  THE  HOLY  ALLIANCE. 


Ta  Regilnui  alas 
Eiipe. 

— Clip  tlia  wlngi 
Of  ttaeae  Ugh-flyUig,  aiUtraiy  Klngi. 


VreaiL,  Cherg,  Ub.  It. 

DBTDCM*!  TWilffafiMI. 


TO 
LORD  BYRON. 

Dkaji  Lord  Byron, 

Though  this  Volume  should  poasesB  no  other 
merit  m  your  eyes,  than  that  of  reminding  you  of 
the  short  time  we  passed  together  at  Venice,  when 
some  of  the  trifles  which  it  contains  were  written, 
you  will,  I  am  sure,  receive  the  dedication  of  it  with 
pleasure,  and  belieye  that  I  am, 
My  dear  Lord, 

Ever  faithfttUy  yonn^ 

T.R 


PREFACE. 

Though  it  was  the  wish  of  the  members  of  the 
Foco-Gurante  Society  (who  have  lately  done  me  tho 
honor  of  electing  me  their  Secretary)  that  I  should 
prefix  my  name  to  the  following  Miscellany,  it  is 
but  fair  to  them  and  to  myself  to  state,  that,  ex- 
cept in  the  *<  painful  pre-eminence"  of  being  em- 
ployed to  transcribe  their  lucubrations,  my  claim  to 
sudi  a  distinction  in  the  title-page  is  not  greater 
than  that  of  any  other  gentleman,  who  has  contrib- 
uted his  share  to  the  contents  of  the  volume. 

I  had  originally  intended  to  take  this  opportu- 
nity of  giving  some  account  of  the  origin  and  ob- 
jects of  our  Institution,  the  names  and  characters 
of  the  different  members,  &c.  &c^ — but,  as  I  am  at 
present  preparing  for  the  press  the  First  Volume 
of  the  «  Transactions  of  the  Poco-curante  Society," 
I  shall  reserve  for  that  occasion  all  further  de- 
tails upon  the  subject;  and  content  myself  here 
with  referring,  for  a  general  insight  into  our  tenets, 
to  a  Song  which  will  be  found  at  the  end  of  this 
work,  and  which  is  sung  to  us  on  the  first  day  of 
every  month,  by  one  of  our  oldest  members,  to  the 
tune  of  (as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  being  no  musi- 
cian,) either  "  Nancy  Dawson"  or  «  He  stole  away 
the  Bacon." 

It  may  be  well  also  to  state,  for  the  informa- 
tion of  those  critics  who  attack  with  the  hope  of 
being  answered,  and  of  being,  thereby,  brought  into 


notice,  that  it  is  the  rule  of  this  Society  to  return 
no  other  answer  to  such  assailants,  than  is  con- 
tamed  in  tlfe  three  words,  "  Non  curat  HippocUdes," 
(meaning,  in  English,  «  Hippoclides  does  not  care  a 
fig,")  which  were  spoken  two  thousand  years  ago 
by  the  first  founder  of  Poce-curantism,  and  hare 
ever  since 'been  adopted  as  the  leading  <{iefttfii  of 
the  sect 

THOMAS  BROWN. 
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FABLE  L 

TBI   DIBBOLUTION  OF  THB  BOLT 

'A  DREAM. 

I*vB  had  a  dream  that  bodes  no  good    > 
Unto  the  Holy  Brotherhood. 
'  I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  confess 

As  far  as  it  is  right  or  lawful 
For  one,  no  conjurer,  to  guess 

It  seems  to  me  extremely  awfbL 

Mothougfat,  upon  the  Neva's  flood 

A  beautiful  Ice  Palace  stood, 

A  dome  of  frost-woik,  on  the  plan 

Of  that  once  built  by  Empress  Anne,' 

Which  shone  by  moonlight — as  the  tale  i»— 

like  an  Aurora  Borealis. 

In  this  said  Palace,  fumish'd  all 

And  lighted  as  the  best  on  land  are, 
I  dreamt  there  was  a  splendid  Ball, 

Given  by  the  Emperor  Alexandei^ 
To  entextam  with  all  due  zeal 

Those  holy  gentlemen,  who've  shown  a 
Regard  so  kind  for  Europe's  weal. 

At  Trof^n,  Laybach,  and  Venma 

1 "  It  if  well  known  that  the  Enprass  Anne  Imilt  a  pslaes 
of  ice  OB  tho  Neva,  iB  1740,  whkh  was  fifty-two  fost  iB  leagtb, 
and  when  Ulnmhtttsd  had  a  nupflsloc  eAct.'*' 
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The  thought  was  happy — and  dengn'd 
To  hmt  how  thu  the  human  Mind 
May,  like  the  stream  imprison'd  there, 
Be  checked  and  chill'd,  till  it  can  bear 
The  heayiest  Kings,  that  ode  or  sonnet 
E'er  yet  be-praised,  to  dance  upon  it 

And  all  were  pleased,  and  cold,  and  stately. 

Shivering  in  grand  illumination— 
Admired  the  Buperstructure  greatly, 

Nor  gave  one  thought  to  the  foundation 
Much  too  the  Czar  himself  exulted. 

To  all  plebeian  fears  a  stranger. 
For,  Madame  Krudener,  when  consulted, 

Had  pledged  her  word  there  was  no  danger 
So,  on  he  caper'd,  fearless  quite,        ^ 

Thinking  himself  extremely  clever,  | 
And  waltz'd  away  with  all  his  might,  / 

As  if  the  Frost  would  last  forever.^ 

Just  fancy  how  a  bard  like  me, 

Who  reverence  monarchs,  must  have  trembled 
To  see  that  goodly  company, 

At  such  a  ticklish  sport  assembled. 

Nor  were  the  fears,  that  thus  astounded 
My  loyal  soul,  at  all  unfounded^— 
For,  lo !  ere  long,  those  walls  so  massy 

Were  seized  with  lin  ill-omen'd  dripping, 
And,  o*er  the  floors,  now  growmg  glassy. 

Their  Holinesses  took  to  slipping. 
The  Czar,  half  through  a  Polonaise, 

Could  scarce  get  on  for  downright  stunbling ; 
And  Prussia,  though  to  slippery  ways 

Well  used,  was  cunedly  near  tumbling. 

Yet  still  'twas,  who  could  stamp  the  floor  most, 
Russia  and  Austria  'mong  the  foremost — 
And  now,  to  an  Italian  air. 

This  precious  brace  would,  hand  in  hand,  go ; 
Now — ^while  old  Louis,  from  his  chair. 
Entreated  them  his  toes  to  spare— 

Call'd  toudly  out  for  a  Fandango. 

And  a  Fandango,  'faith,  they  had. 

At  which  they  all  set  to,  like  mad ! 

Never  were  Kings  (though  small  th'  expense  is 

Of  wit  among  their  Excellencies) 

So  out  of  all  their  princely  senses. 

But,  ah,  that  dance^that  Spanish  dance- 
Scarce  was  the  luckless  strain  begun, 

When,  glaring  red,  as  'twere  a  glance 
Shot  from  an  angry  Southern  sun, 

A  light  through  all  the  chambers  flamed. 
Astonishing  old  Father  Frost, 

Who,  bnisting  into  tears,  exclaim'd, 
<«  A  thaw,  by  Jov«— we're  kit,  we're  kisl; 


«  Run,  IVance — a  second  Waterloo 

« Is  come  to  drown  ytm—sauve  fui  pent .'" 

Why,  why  will  monarchs  caper  so 

In  palaces  without  foundations? — 
Instantly  all  was  in  a  flow. 

Crowns,  fiddles,  sceptres,  decorations — 
Those  Royal  Arms,  that  look'd  so  nice. 
Cut  out  m  the  resplendent  k^e— 
Those  Eagles,  handsomely  provided 

With  double  heads  for  double  dealmgs — 
How  fast  the  globes  and  sceptres  glided 

Out  of  their  daws  on  all  the  ceilings ! 
Proud  Pkussia's  double  bird  c'  prey. 
Tame  as  a  spatch  cock,  slunk  cway ; 
While— just  like  France  herself,  when  she 

Pfodaims  how  great  her  naval  skill  is— 
Poor  Louis'  drownmg  fleur-de-lys 

Imagmed  themselves  loater-hlies 

And  not  alone  rooms,  ceilings,  shelves, 
But— still  more  fatal  execution — 

The  Great  Legitimates  themselves 
Seem'd  in  a  state  of  dissolution. 

Th'  indignant  Czar — ^when  just  about 
To  issue  a  sublime  Ukase, 

«  Whereas  all  light  must  be  kept  out" — 
Dissolved  to  nothmg  in  its  Uaze 

Next  Prussia  took  its  turn  to  melt. 

And,  while  his  lips  illustrious  feft 

The  influence  of  this  southern  air. 
Some  word,  like  **  Constitution" — long 

Congeal'd  in  fiosty  silence  there- 
Came  slowly  thawing  firom  his  tongue 

While  Louis,  lapsing  by  degrees. 
And  Bghing  out  a  faint  adieu 

To  truffles,  sahms,  toasted  cheese. 
And  smoking /oiK^ttS,  quickly  grew, 
Himself,  into  ufondu  too ; — 

Or  like  that  goodly  King  they  make 

Of  sugar  for  a  Twelfth-night  cake. 

When,  in  some  urchin's  mouth,  alas, 

It  melts  into  a  shapeless  mass ! 

In  shdrt,  I  scarce  could  count  a  minute, 
Ere  the  bright  dome,  and  all  within  it, 
Kmgs,  Fiddlers,  Emperors,  all  were 

And  nothing  now  was  seen  or  heard 
But  the  bright  river,  rushing  on, 

Happy  as  an  enfranchised  bird. 
And  prouder  of  that  natural  ray. 
Shining  along  its  ehamless  way — 
More  proudly  happy  thus  to  glide 

In  simple  grandeur  to  the  sea, 
Than  vHian,  in  sparklmg  fetters  tied, 
Twas  dedL'd  with  all  that  kingly  prid» 

Could  bring  to  light  its  ilafwy ! 
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Such  IB  my  dream — and,  I  confooi, 
I  tremble  at  its  awfnlneeik 
That  Spanish  Dance — ^that  sonthem 
Bat  I  say  nothing — ^there's  my  dream— 
And  Madame  Krudener,  the  she-prophet. 
May  moke  just  what  she  pleases  of  it 


FABLE  IL 

TBI   LOOKINO-GLAnKt. 
PROEM. 

WmcRE  Kings  have  been  :y  mob-elections 

Raised  to  the  Throne,  'tis  strange  to  see 
What  different  and  what  odd  perfections 

Men  have  required  in  Royalty. 
Some,  liking  monarchs  large  and  plumpy, 

Have  chos*n  their  Sovereigns  by  the  weight  ;-^ 
Some  wish'd  them  tall,  some  thonght  your  dumpy^ 

Dutch-built,  the  true  Legitimate.' 
The  EaBtems  in  a  Prince,  'tis  said, 
Prefer  what's  called  a  jolter-head  ;■ 
Th'  Egyptians  wer'n't  at  all  particular, 

So  that  their  Kings  had  not  red  hair- 
Thit  fault  not  even  the  greatest  stickler 

For  the  blood  r^al  well  could  bear. 
A  thousand  more  such  illustrations 
Might  be  adduced  from  various  nations. 
But,  'mong  the  many  tales  they  tell  us. 

Touching  th'  acquired  or  natural  right 
Which  some  men  have  to  rule  their  fellows, 

There's  one,  which  I  shall  here  redte^^ 

FABLE. 
There  was  a  land — ^to  name  the  place 

Is  neither  now  my  wish  nor  duty — 
Where  reign'd  a  certain  Royal  race, 

By  right  of  their  superior  beauty. 

What  was  the  cut  legitimate 

Of  these  great  persons'  chins  and  noses, 
By  right  of  which  they  ruled  the  state, 

No  history  I  have  seen  discloses. 


Buf  BO  it  was — a  settled  < 

Some  Act  of  Parliament,  pass'd  snugly. 
Had  voted  them  a  beauteous  race. 

And  all  their  faithful  subjects  ugly. 

As  rank,  indeed,  stood  high  or  low, 
Some  change  it  made  in  visual  organs ; 

I  The  Goths  had  a  law  to  chooaa  always  a  short,  thick  man 
fcr  their  Klng^Mumnm,  Oumag,  Ub.  ilL  p.  164. 


Four  Peers  were  decent — ^Knights,  so  so— 
But  all  your  common  people,  gorgons ! 

Of  couxse,  if  any  knave  had  hmted 
That  the  King's  nose  was  tum'd  awry. 

Or  that  the  Queen  (God  bleas  her !)  squinted — 
The  judges  doom'd  that  knave  to  die. 

But  rarely  things  like  this  occurr'd, 
The  people  to  their  King  were  duteous, 

And  took  it,  on  his  Royal  word, 

That  they  were  frights,  and  He  was  beauteous 

The  cause  whereof,  among  all  classes, 
Was  simply  this — these  island  elves 

Had  never  yet  seen  lookmg-glasses, 

And,  therefore,  did  not  know  themselvea. 

Sometimes,  indeed,  their  neighbcMns'  faces 
Might  strike  them  as  more  Soil  of 

More  fresh  than  those  in  certain  pli 
But,  Lord,  the  very  thought  was 

Besides,  howe'er  we  love  our  neighbor. 
And  take  his  face's  part,  'tis  known 

We  ne'er  so  much  in  earnest  labor. 
As  when  the  face  attack'd's  our  own. 

So,  on  they  wont — ^the  crowd  believing — 
(As  crowds  well'govem'd  always  do) 

Their  rulers,  too,  themselves  deceiving — 
So  old  the  joke,  they  thought  'twas  true. 

But  jokes,  we  know,  if  they  too  far  go. 
Must  have  an  end — and  so,  one  day. 

Upon  that  coast  there  was  a  cargo 
Of  looking-glasBes  cast  away. 

'Twas  said,  some  Radicals,  somewhere. 
Had  laid  their  wicked  heads  together, 

And  forced  that  ship  to  fotmder  there,— 
While  some  believe  it  was  the  weather. 

However  this  might  be,  the  freight 
Was  landed  without  fees  or  duties ; 

And  from  that  hour  historians  date 
The  downfall  of  the  Race  of  Beauties. 


The  lookiDg-glasses  got  about, 

And  grow  so  common  through  the  land. 
That  scarce  a  tinker  could  walk  out, 

Without  a  mirror  in  his  hand. 

Comparing  faces,  morning,  noon, 
And  night,  their  constant  occupation — 

By  dint  of  looking-glasBes,  soon, 
They  grew  a  most  reflecting  nation. 

•  *'  In  a  Prince  a  Jolter-head  is  invaluable.** 

OrimUtd  FUU  a^ertM, 
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In  yarn  the  Court,  aware  of  erron 
In  all  the  old,  eatabliah'd  mazardn, 

Prohibited  the  use  of  mirrori, 
And  tried  to  break  them  at  all  haxardi  :— 

In  vain — their  laws  might  just  as  weQ 
Have  been  waste  paper  on  the  shelves ; 

That  fatal  freight  had  broke  the  tptH  ; 
People  had  looked — and  knew  themselves. 

If  chance  a  Duke,  of  birth  sublime, 

Presumed  upon  his  ancient  face, 
(Some  calf-head,  ugly  from  all  time,) 

They  popp'd  a  mirror  to  his  Grace  :— 

Just  hintmg,  by  that  gentle  agn, 

How  little  Nature  holds  it  true. 
That  what  is  call'd  an  ancient  line, 

Must  be  the  line  of  Beauty  too. 

Fitm  Dukes'  they  paas'd  to  regal  phizxes, 
Ck>mpared  them  proudly  with  their  own. 

And  cried,  **  How  could  such  monstrous  quizzes 
*'  In  Beauty's  name  usurp  the  throne  !"^ 

They  then  wrote  essays,  pamphlets,  books. 

Upon  Ckmnetical  (Economy, 
Which  made  the  King  try  various  looks. 

But  none  improved  his  physiognomy. 

And  satires  at  the  Court  were  levell'd, 
And  small  lampoons,  so  full  of  slynesses, 

That  soon,  in  short,  they  quite  be-devill'd 
Their  Majesties  and  Royal  Highnesses. 

At  length — but  here  I  drop  the  veil. 
To  spare  some  loyal  folks'  sensations ; 

Besides  what  foUow'd  is  the  tale 
Of  all  such  late  enlighten'd  nations ; 

Of  all  to  whom  old  Ttme  disdoms 
A  truth  they  should  have  sooner  known— 

That  Kings  have  neither  rights  nor  i 
A  whit  divm«r  than  their  own 


A 

/^hat 


FABLE  IIL 


THE  TORCH  OV  LIBKftTT. 


I  SAW  it  all  m  Fancy's  glass — 
Herself,  the  fair,  the  wild  magidan, 

Who  bids  this  splendid  day-dream  paai^ 
And  named  each  gliding  apparition. 

'Twas  like  a  torch-race — such  as  they 
Of  Greece  perform'd,  m  ages  gooey 


When  the  fleet  youths,  in  k>ng  amy, 
Paas'd  the  bright  torch  triumphant  on. 

I  saw  th*  ezpeetant  nations  stand. 
To  catch  the  commg  flam^  in  turn  ;— 

I  saw,  from  ready  hand  to  haind. 
The  dear,  though  struggling,  glory  bum. 

And,  oh,  their  joy,  as  it  came  near, 
'Twas,  m  itself,  a  joy  to  see  ;-— 

While  Fancy  whispc^d  in  my  ear, 
"That  torch  they  pass  m  Liberty.*** 

And,  each,  as  she  recdved  the  flame, 

Lighted  her  altar  with  its  ray ; 
Then,  smiling,  to  the  next  who  came, 

Soeeded  it  on  its  q>arkling  way. 

From  ALBION  first,  whose  ancient  shrine 
Was  fumish'd  with  the  fire  already, 

CoLUMBU  caught  the  boon  divine, 
And  lit  a  flame,  like  Albion's,  steady. 

The  q>lendid  gift  then  Galua  took. 
And,  like  a  wild  Bacchante,  raising 

The  brand  aloft,  its  q>arkles  shook. 
As  she  would  set  the  worid  a-Uazing ! 

Thus  kmdling  wild,  so  fierce  and  high 

Her  altar  blazed  into  the  air, 
That  A^ioN,  to  that  fire  too  nigh, 

Shrunk  back,  and  shudder'd  at  its  glare  I 

Next,  Spain,  so  new  was  light  to  her, 
Leap'd  at  the  torch — ^but,  ere  the  spaik 

That  fell  upon  her  shrine  could  stir, 
'Twas  quench'd — and  all  again  was  dL^ 

Tet,  no — not  quench'd — a  treasure,  worth 
So  much  to  mortals,  rarely  dies : 

Agam  her  living  light  look'd  forth. 
And  shone,  a  beacon,  in  all  eyes. 

Who  next  received  the  flame  7  alas. 
Unworthy  Naples — shame  of  shames, 

That  ever  through  such  hands  should  pass 
That  brightest  of  all  earthly  flames ! 

Scarce  had  her  fingers  touch*d  the  torch, 

When,  (righted  by  the  qmriu  it  shed. 
Nor  waiting  even  to  feel  the  scorch, 
.    She  dropp'd  it  to  the  earth — and  fled. 

And  fall'n  it  might  have  long  remain'd ; 

But  GancB,  who  saw  her  moment  now. 
Caught  up  the  prize,  though  prostrate,  stain'd. 

And  waved  it  zoond  her  beanteoos  brow. 


488 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


And  Fancy  bade  me  mark  where,  o*er 
Her  altar,  as  its  flame  ascended, 

Fair,  laurellM  spirits  seem'd  to  soar, 
Who  thus  in  song  their  voices  blended: — 

"  Shine,  shine  forever,  glorious  Flame, 

**  Divinest  gift  of  Gods  to  men ! 
**  From  Greece  thy  eailiest  splendor  came, 

"  To  Greece  thy  ray  returns  again. 

"  Take,  Freedom,  take  thy  radiant  round, 
"  When  dimm*d,  revive,  when  lost,  return, 

**  Till  not  a  shrine  through  earth  be  found, 
"  On  which  thy  glories  shall  not  bum !" 


FABLE  IV. 


THE  FLT  AND  THE  BULLOCK. 


PROEM. 


Or  all  that,  to  the  sage's  survey. 

This  world  presents  of  topsy-turvy, 

There's  naught  so  much  disturbs  one's  patience 

As  little  minds  in  lofty  stations. 

'TIS  like  that  sort  of  painful  wonder. 

Which  slender  columns,  laboring  under 

Enormous  arches,  give  beholders ; 
Or  those  poor  Caryatides, 
Condemn'd  to  smile  and  stand  at  ease. 

With  a  whole  house  upon  their  shoulden. 

If ,  as  m  some  few  royal  cases, 

Some  minds  are  bom  into  such  places— 

If  they  are  there,  by  Right  Divine, 

Or  any  such  sufficient  reason, 
Why — Heav'n  forbid  we  should  repine  !— 

To  wish  it  otherwise  were  treason ; 
Nay,  ev'n  to  see  it  in  a  vision. 
Would  be  what  lawyers  call  misprision. 

Sir  Robert  Filuer  saith — and  he, 

Of  course,  knew  all  about  the  mattei^— 
"  Both  men  and  beasts  love  Monarchy ;" 

Which  proves  how  rational — the  latter. 
Sidney,  we  know,  or  wrong  or  right, 
Entirely  dlSer'd  from  the  Knight ! 
Nay,  hints  a  King  may  lose  his  head, 

By  slippuig  awkwardly  his  bridle  »— 
But  this  is  treasonous,  Ill-bred, 
And  (now-a-days,  when  Kmgs  are  led 

In  patent  ansflks)  downright  idle. 


•  No,  no— it  isn't  right-line  Kmgs, 
(Those  sovereign  lords  in  leading-stringi 
Who,  from  their  birth,  are  Faith-Defenden,) 
That  move  my  wrath — 'tis  your  pretendeny 
Tour  mushroom  rulers,  sons  of  earth, 
Who— not,  like  t'others,  bores  by  birth, 
Establish'd  gratiA  Dei  blockheads. 
Bom  with  three  kingdoms  in  their  pockets — 
Tet,  with  a  brass  that  nothing  stops, 
Push  up  into  the  loftiest  stations, 

^^jLid,  though  too  dull  to  manage  shops, 
Yj^^i^esume,  the  dolts,  to  manage  nations ! 

This  class  it  is,  that  moves  my  gall. 
And  stiTB  up  bile,  and  qpleen,  and  alL 
While  other  senseless  things  appear 
To  know  the  limits  of  their  sphere — 
While  not  a  cow  on  earth  romances 
So  much  as  to  conceit  she  dance»—  ^ 

While  the  most  jumping  frog  we  know  of, 
Would  scarce  at  Astley's  hope  to  show  off—] 
Your  •  •  •s,  your  *  *  •s  dare, 

Untrain'd  as  are  their  nunds,  to  set  them 
To  any  business,  any  where. 

At  any  time  that  fools  will  let  them. 

But  leave  we  here  these  upstart  things— 
My  business  is,  just  now,  with  Kings ; 
To  whom,  and  to  their  right-line  glcny* 
I  dedicate  the  following  story. 

FABLE. 

The  wise  men  of  Egypt  were  secret  as  dummies ; 

And,  ev'n  when  they  most  condescended  to  teach. 
They  pack'd  up  their  meanmjir,  as  they  did  their 
mummies. 

In  so  many  wrappers,  'twas  out  of  one's  reach. 

They  were  also,  good  people,  much  given  to  Kings — 
Fond  of  craft  and  of  crocodiles,  monkeys  and 
mystery  I 

But  blue-botUe  flies  were  their  best  beloved  things— 
As  will  partly  appear  in  this  very  short  history. 

A  Scythian  philosopher  (nephew,  they  say. 
To  that  other  great  traveller,  young  Anachaxsis) 

Stepp'd  into  a  temple  at  Memphis  one  day, 
To  have  a  short  peep  at  their  mystical  farces. 

He  saw'  a  brisk  blue-bottle  Fly  on  an  altar, 
Made  much  of,  and  womhipp'd,  as  something 
divuie; 

1  According  to  iEliaa,  it  was  in  the  island  of  Leocadla 
they  pnetiMd  thii  ceremoay— &«c(y  0ovp  ntg  /cviai^.— Dt 
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Whfle  a  large,  handsome  Bonock,  led  there  in  iT 
halter, 
Before  it  lay  stahb'd  at  the  foot  of  the  shrine. 

Surprised  at  each  doings,  he  whiifMr'd  his  teacher^ 
<*  If  'tisn't  impertinent,  may  I  ask  why 

« Should    a    Bullock,   that   usefol    and    powerfol 
creature, 
**  Be  thus  offered  up  to  a  Uue-bottle  Fly  T 

"No  wonder^'    said  t'other— ^* you   stare  at  the 
sight, 
"  But  toe  as  a  Symhol  of  Monarchy  view  it — 
y  That  Fly  on  the  shrine  is  Legitonate  Right, 
'  «  And  that  Bullock,  the  People,  that's  sacrificed 
to  it" 


FABLE  V. 

CHURCH  AMD  STATL 
PROEM. 

■  The  momeBt  any  rellgton  becomes  national,  or  establiah- 
ed,  ito  parity  mutt  certainly  be  lost,  because  it  is  then  impos- 
sible to  lieep  it  unconnected  with  men's  interests ;  and,  if 
connected,  it  must  inevitably  be  perverted  by  them."— Soami 
Jkhths. 

Thus  did  Soamk  Jkxticb— though  a  Tory, 
A  Lord  of  Trade  and  the  Plantations, 

Feel  how  Religion's  simple  gtory 
Is  stain'd  by  State  associations 

When  Catherine,  ere  she  crush'd  the  Poles, 
Appeal'd  to  the  benign  Divinity ; 

Then  cut  them  up  in  protocols, 

Made  fractions  of  their  very  souls* — 
All  in  the  name  of  the  Uess'd  Trinity ; 

Or  when  her  grandson,  Alexander, 

-TEat  mighty  Northern  salamander,* 
i  Whose  icy  touch,  felt  all  about, 
\  Puts  every  fire  of  Freedom  out — 

l^hen  he,  too,  winds  up  his  Ukases 

With  God  and  the  Panagia's  praises — 
/^Tfien  he,  of  royal  Saints  the  type. 
In  holy  water  dips  the  sponge, 

.With  which,  at  one  unperial  wipe, 

VHo  would  an  human  rights  expunge ; 

When  Louis  (whom  as  King,  and  eater, 

Some  name  Dix-huit  and  some  Dt9'hAtr§$) 


>  jfsMf,  tfesu*4sM«,  Ice 

•  The  salamander  is  supposed  to  have  the  power 
galshiag  lire  by  its  oatoral  coldness  and 


Calls  down  «St  Louis'  God"  to  witness 
The  right,  humanity,  and  fitness 
Of  sending  eighty  thousand  Solons, 

Sages,  with  muskets  and  laced  coats, 
To  cram  instruction,  nolens  volens, 

Down  the  poor  struggling  Spaniards'  throats 
I  can't  help  thinkmg,  (though  to  Kings 

I  must,  of  comae,  like  other  men,  bow,} 
That  when  a  Christian  monarch  brings 
Religion's  name  to  gloss  these  things — 

Such  blasphemy  out-Benbows  Benbow !' 

Or — ^not  so  far  for  facts  to  roam. 
Having  a  few  much  nearer  home- 
When  we  see  Churchmen,  who,  if  ask'd, 
«  Must  Ireland's  slaves  be  tithed,  and  task'd, 
<'  And  driv'n  like  Negroes  or  Cro&ts, 

"  That  you  may  roll  in  wealth  and  t  issf 
Look  from  beneath  their  shovel  hats 

With  all  due  pomp,  and  answer  <'  Tes  /* 
But  then,  if  queetion'd,  *<  Shall  the  brand 
"  Intolerance  flings  throughout  that  land, — 

<*  Shall  the  fierce  strife  now  taught  to  grow 
«  Betwixt  her  palaces  and  hovels, 
«  Be  ever  quench'd?" — from  the  same  shovels 

Look  grandly  forth,  and  answer  "  No."— > 
Alas,  alas !  have  iheMt  a  claim 
To  merciful  Religion's  name  7 
If  more  you  seek,  go  see  a  bevy 
Of  bowing  parsons  at  a  levee — 
(Choosing  your  time,  when  straw's  before 
Some  apoplectic  bishop's  door,} 
Then,  if  thou  canst,  with  life,  escape 
That  rush  of  lawn,  that  press  of  crape^ 
Just  watch  their  rev'rences  and  graces. 

As  on  each  smirking  suitor  frisks. 
And  say,  if  those  round  shming  faces 

To  heav'n  or  earth  most  turn  their  disks  7 

This,  this  it  is— Religion,  made, 
'Twixt  Church  and  State,  a  truck,  a  trade— 
This  most  ill-match'd,  unholy  Co,^ 
From  whence  the  ills  we  witness  flow ; 
The  war  of  many  creeds  with  one— 
Th'  extremes  of  too  much  faith,  and  none — 
Till,  betwixt  ancient  tra^  and  new, 
Twixt  Cant  and  Blasphemy— the  two 
Rank  ills  with  which  this  age  is  cuBed— 
We  can  no  more  tell  which  is  worrt. 
Than  erst  could  Egypt,  when  so  rich 
In  various  plagues,  determine-which 
She  thought  most  pestilent  and  vile. 
Her  fkogs,  like  Benbow  and  CaiMe, 

a  A  weU-knowB  pohUsher  of  IneUgioos  books. 
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Croaking  their  native  mud-notes  load, 

Broke  windows,  sfaivei'd  lamps  to  smash, 

Or  hor  fat  locusts,  like  a  cloud 

Of  pluralists,  obeeely  kw'ring, 

At  once  benighting  and  devouring! 

While  naught  could  they,  whose  heads  were  broke. 

Learn  of  the  «  why"  or  the  "  wherefore," 

Thi»-ihifl  it  is— and  here  I  pray 

Except  that  'twas  Religion's  cloak, 

Those  sapient  wits  of  the  Reviews, 

The  gentleman,  who  crack'd  them,  wofe. 

Who  make  us  poor,  duU  authors  say. 

Not  what  we  mean,  but  what  they  choose ; 

Meanwhile,  the  Friar,  whose  head  was  toni'd 

Who  to  our  most  abundant  shares 

By  the  laced  coat,  grew  frisky  too ; 

Jiook'd  big— his  former  habits  spom'd— 

And  are  to  poets  just  such  evils 

And  stonn'd  about,  as  great  men  do : 

As  caterpillaiB  find  those  flies,' 

Which,  not  content  to  sting  like  devils. 

Dealt  much  in  pompous  laths  and  curses- 

Lay  eggs  upon  their  backs  likewise-^ 

Said  "  d— mn  you"  often,  or  as  bad- 

To  guard  against  such  foul  depositee 

Laid  claim  to  other  people's  po  ^s — 

Of  others*  meaning  in  my  rhymes, 

In  short,  grew  either  knave,  or  mad. 

(A  thing  more  needful  here,  because  K*s 

A  subject,  ticklish  in  these  tunes)— 

As  work  like  thb  was  unbefitting. 

I,  here,  to  all  such  wits  make  known. 

And  flesh  and  blood  no  longer  bore  it. 

Monthly  and  Weekly,  Whig  and  Tory, 

The  Court  of  Common  Sense,  then  sitting. 

'Tis  this  Religion— this  alone 

Summon'd  the  culprits  both  before  it 

I  aim  at  in  the  following  story  ^— 

Where,  after  hours  in  wrangling  spent. 

(As  Courts  must  wrangle  to  decide  well,) 

FABLE. 

ReUgion  to  St  Luke's  was  sent. 

And  Royalty  pack'd  off  to  BrideweD. 

When  Royalty  was  young  and  bold, 

Ere,  touch'd  by  Time,  he  had  become. 

With  this  proviso— should  they  be 

If'tisn*tciviltosayoW, 

Restored,  in  due  time,  to  their  senses, 

At  least,  a  eudevant  jeune  homme; 

They  both  must  give  security. 

Li  future,  agauist  such  cffences— 

One  evenmg,  on  some  wild  pursuit 

I>riving  along,  he  chanced  to  see 

Religion  ne'er  to  lend  kit  cloak. 

Religion,  passing  by  on  foot. 

Seemg  what  dreadful  work  it  leads  to ; 

And  took  him  in  hia  vis-it-vis. 

And  Royalty  to  crack  his  joke,— 

But  not  to  crack  poor  people's  heads  tea 

This  said  Religion  was  a  Friar, 

The  humblest  and  the  best  of  men. 

• 

Who  ne'er  had  notion  or  desire 
Of  riding  in  a  coach  till  then. 

• 

"  I  say,"— quoth  Royalty,  who  rather 

FABLE  VL 

Enjoy'd  a  masquerading  joke— 

**  I  say,  suppose,  my  good  old  father. 

TBB   UTTLE  OEAND  L4JIA. 

"  You  lend  me,  for  a  while,  your  cloak." 

The  Friar  consented — ^little  knew 

PROEM. 

What  tricks  the  youth  had  in  his  head ; 

Novella,  a  young  Bolognese, 

Besides,  was  rather  tempted  too 

The  daughter  of  a  leam'd  Law  Doctor,* 

By  a  laced  coat  he  got  in  stead. 

Who  had  with  all  the  subtleties 

Of  old  and  modem  jurists  stock'd  her. 

Away  lan  Rojralty,  slap-dash. 

Was  so  exceeding  fair,  'ti»said. 

Scamp'ring  like  mad  about  the  town ; 

And  over  hearts  held  such  dominum, 

>  *  The  fireatett  aamber  of  the  ichneumon  tribe  are  seen 

letlUnf  upon  the  back  oT  the  eaterpUlar,  and  darting  at 

1 r         1 
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That  when  her  father,  lick  in  bed, 

But  short  this  calm  ^for,  just  when  he 

Or  bnsy/eent  her,  in  his  etead, 

Had  reach'd  th'  alarming  age  of  three. 

To  lecture  on  the  Code  Juttinian, 

When  Royal  natures,  and,  no  doubt, 

She  had  a  cnrtam  drawn  before  her. 

Lest,  if  her  charms  were  seen,  the  students 

The  Lama,  who  till  then  was  quiet, 

Should  let  their  young  eyes  wander  o'er  her, 

Show'd  symptoms  of  a  taste  for  riot ; 

And  quite  forget  their  jurisprudence.* 

And,  ripe  for  mischief,  early,  Ute, 

Just  so  it  is  with  truth,  when  seen. 

Without  regard  for  Church  or  State, 

Too  dazzling  far,— 'tis  from  behind 

Made  free  with  whosoe'er  came  nigh ; 

Tweak'd  the  Lord  Chancellor  by  the  nose. 

She  thus  can  safest  teach  mankind. 

Tum'd  all  the  Judges'  wigs  awry. 

And  trod  on  the  old  Generals'  toes: 

Pelted  the  Bishops  with  hot  buns, 

FABLE. 

Rode  cockhone  on  the  City  maces, 

And  shot  from  little  devilish  guns. 

In  Thibet  once  there  reign'd,  we're  told, 

Hard  peas  into  his  subjects'  faces. 

A  little  Lama,  one  year  old^ 

In  short,  such  wicked  pranks  he  play'd, 

Raised  to  the  throne,  that  realm  to  bless, 

And  grew  so  mischievous,  God  Uess  him  1 

Just  when  his  litUe  Holineoi 

That  his  Chief  Nurse— with  ev'n  the  akl 

Had  cut — as  near  as  can  be  reckon'd — 

Of  an  Archbishop — ^was  afraid. 

Some  say  his  first  tooth,  some  his  second. 

When  m  these  moods,  to  comb  or  dress  him. 

ChronologeiB  and  Nuises  yary. 

Nay,  ev'n  the  persons  most  inclined 

Which  proves  historians  should  be  wary. 

Through  thick  and  thm,  for  Kings  to  stkdde. 

We  only  know  th'  important  truth, 

Thought  him  (if  they'd  but  speak  their  mind. 

His  Majesty  had  cut  a  tooth.* 

Which  they  did  not)  an  odious  pickle. 

And  much  his  subjects  were  enchantedr- 

As  well  an  Lamas'  subjects  may  be. 

And  would  have  giv'n  their  heads,  if  wanted, 

Of  animals  they've  got  m  Thibet, 

To  make  tee-totums  for  the  baby. 

Extremely  rare,  and  fit,  mdeed, 

^Throned  as  he  was  by  Right  Divine—  § 

For  folks  like  Fidcock,  to  exhibit- 

(What  Lawyers  call  Jure  Divinot 

Some  patriot  lords,  who  saw  the  length 

Meaning  a  right  to  yours,  and  mine, 

To  which  thmgs  went,  combined  their  strength. 

And  everybody's  goods  and  rhino,} 

And  penn'd  a  manly,  plam,  and  free 

Of  courae,  his  faithful  subjects'  purses 

Remonstrance  to  the  Nursery; 

Were  ready  with  their  aids  and  succors ; 

Protesting  warmly  that  they  yielded 

Nothing  was  seen  but  pension'd  Nurses, 

To  none,  that  ever  went  before  'em. 

And  the  land  groan'd  with  bibs  and  iuekien. 

In  loyalty  to  him  who  wielded 

» 

Th'  hereditary  pap-spoon  o'er  'em ; 

Oh  !  had  there  been  a  Hume  or  Bennet, 

That,  as  for  treason,  twas  a  thmg 

Then  siUing  in  the  Thibet  Senate, 

That  made  them  almost  sick  to  thmk  of— 

Ye  Gods,  what  room  for  long  debates 

That  they  and  theirs  stood  by  the  King, 

Upon  tho  Nursery  Estunates ! 

Throughout  his  measles  and  his  chin-oougfa, 

What  cutting  down  of  swaddling-clothes 

When  others,  thinking  him  consumptive. 

And  pin-a-fores,  in  nightly  battles ! 

Had  ratted  to  the  Heir  Presumptive  !— 

What  calls  for  papers  to  eqxwe 

But,  still— though  much  admiring  Kings, 

The  waste  of  sugar-plums  and  rattles ! 

(And  chiefly  those  m  leading-strings,) 

But  no— if  Thibet  had  M.  P.'s, 

They  saw,  with  shame  and  grief  of  soul, 

They  were  far  better  bred  than  these ; 

There  was  no  longer  now  the  wise 

Nor  gave  tho  slightest  opposition. 

And  constitutional  control 

During  the  Monarch's  whole  dentition. 

Of  bireh  before  their  ruler's  eyes ; 

«  See  Tiinier*t  EmbaMy  to  Thibet  for  aa  aeeont  of  hU 

velle,  sa  fille,  en  wm  lieu  lire  snz  escholet  en  ehaifB,  t, 

laterrlew  with  the  LanMu— ^  Teahoo  Lama  (he  aajs)  was 

alio  que  U  blaftU  d'elle  n*emptehit  U  pent^  des  oyaata, 

elle  avoit  one  petlle  coarUne  derant  elle^-GkHM.  ie  Fiee, 

to  ipeak  a  word,  he  made  the  most  ezpienive  ilfBs,  and 

OtM  ilM  DoMt,  p.  11,  cap.  as. 
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Bat  that,  of  late,  Boch  prankf,  and  tiicka, 

And  fireaka  occnxT'd  the  whole  day  long. 
As  all,  bat  men  with  biahopricks, 

Allow'd,  in  ev'n  a  King,  were  wrong. 
Wherefore  it  was  they  humbly  prey'd 

That  Honorable  Narsery, 
That  eoch  reforms  be  henceforth  made, 

Ab  all  good  men  desired  to  see ; — 
In  other  words,  (lest  they  might  seem 
Too  tedioos,)  as  the  gentlest  scheme 
For  patting  all  such  pranks  to  rest. 

And  in  its  bad  the  mischief  nipping-— 
They  ventared  hambly  to  suggest 

His  Majesty  should  have  a  whipping ! 

When  this  was  read^  no  Congieve  rocket. 

Discharged  into  the  Gallic  trenches, 
E*er  equall'd  the  tremendous  shock  it 

IVoduced  upon  the  Nursery  benches. 
The  Bishops,  who  of  couise  had  votes. 
By  right  of  age  and  petticoats, 
Were  first  and  foremost  in  the  fuss— 

"  What,  whip  a  Lama !  sufier  birch 

"  To  touch  his  sacred infamous ! 

"  Deistical ! — amailing  thus 

**  The  fundamentals  of  the  Church  !— 
"  No— no— such  patriot  plans  as  these, 
**  (So  help  them  Heaven— and  their  Sees !} 
«  They  held  to  be  rank  blaiphemies.'' 

Th*  alarm  thus  given,  by  these  and  other 

Grave  ladies  of  the  Nursery  side. 
Spread  through  the  land,  till,  such  a  pother 

Such  party  squabbles,  far  and  wide. 
Never  in  history^s  page  had  been 
Recorded,  as  were  then  between 
The  Whippers  and  Non-whippers  seen. 
Till,  thmgs  arriving  at  a  state. 

Which  gave  some  fears  of  revolution. 
The  patriot  lordi*  advice,  though  late. 

Was  put  at  last  in  execution. 
The  Parliament  of  Thibet  met— 

The  little  Lama,  call'd  before  it. 
Did,  then  and  there,  his  whipping  get. 
And  (as  the  Nursery  Gazette 

Assures  us)  like  a  hero  bore  it- 

And  though,  'mong  Thibet  Tories  some 
Lament  that  Royal  Martyrdom, 
(Please  to  observe,  the  letter  D 
In  this  last  word's  pronounced  like  B,) 
Tet  to  th*  example  of  that  Prince 

So  much  is  Thibet's  land  a  debtor, 
Uat  her  long  Ime  of  Lamas,  since. 

Have  an  behaved  themselves  much  better 


FABLE  VIL 


PROEIL 

Though  soldiers  are  the  true  siqpports, 
The  natural  allies  of  Courts, 
Wo  to  the  Monarch,  who  depends 
Too  much  on  his  red-coated  friends ; 
For  even  soldiers  sometimes  think — 

Nay,  Colonels  have  been  known  to  reasoji^— 
And  reasoners,  whether  clad  in  pink. 
Or  red,  or  blue,  are  on  the  brink 

(Nine  cases  out  of  ten)  of  treason. 


Not  many  soldiers,  I  believe,  are 

As  fond  of  liberty  as  Mina ; 
Else — ^wo  to  kings,  when  Freedom's  hiftt 

Once  turns  into  a  Scarletina  ! 
For  then— but  hold,  'tis  best  to  veil 
My  meaning  in  the  following  tale  ^^ 

•FABLE. 

A  Lord  of  Persia,  rich  and  great. 

Just  come  into  a  large  estate. 

Was  shock'd  to  find  he  had,  for  neighbors, 

Close  to  his  gate,  some  rascal  Ghebeis, 

Whose  fires,  beneath  his  very  nose,  f 

In  herotic  combustion  rose. 

But  Lords  of  Persia  can,  no  doubt. 

Do  what  they  will — so,  one  fine  morniog. 
He  tum'd  the  rascal  Ghebers  out. 

First  givmg  a  few  kicks  for  wammg. 
Then,  thanking  Heaven  naost  piously. 

He  knock'd  their  Temple  to  the  gnmnd, 
Blessing  himself  for  joy  to  seo 

Such  Pagan  ruins  strew'd  s.*onnd. 
But  much  it  vex'd  my  Lord  to  find. 

That,  while  all  else  obeyd  his  wilt. 
The  Tvn  these  Ghebers  left  behind. 

Do  what  he  would,  kept  burning  still 
Fiercely  he  storm'd,  as  if  his  fit>wn 
Could  scare  the  bright  insoigent  down ; 
But,  no— such  fires  are  headstrong  things, 
And  care  not  much  for  Lords  or  Kmgi. 
Scarce  could  his  Lordship  well  contrive 

The  flashes  in  one  place  to  smother, 
Before — hey  presto !— all  alive. 

They  q>rung  up  freshly  in  another. 

At  length,  when,  spite  of  prayers  and  damns, 
'Twas  found  the  sturdy  flame  defied  hinv 

His  stewards  came,  with  low  solotiw, 
Oflfring,  by  contraeU  to  provide  him 
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Some  large  Extrngnahen,  (a  plan, 

And,  though  their  Fire  had  broke  its  boands, 

Moch  used,  they  wmd,  at  I^MOian, 

And  all  abroad  now  wildly  bnm'd. 

Tet  weU  couM  they,  who  loved  the  flame, 

Wherever  Light* b  foihid  at  court,) 

Its  wand'ring,  its  excess  reclaim ; 

Machinee  no  Lord  ahoold  be  without, 

And  soon  another,  fairer  Dome 

Which  would,  at  once,  put  promptly  out 

Arose  to  be  its  sacred  home. 

All  kmda  of  firesr-from  staring,  ttarii 

Where,  cherish'd,  guarded,  not  confined 

Volcanoes  to  the  tmieet  spark ; 

The  living  glory  dwelt  inshrined. 

Tdl  all  things  slept  as  dull  and  dark, 

And,  shedding  lustre  strong,  but  even. 

Though  bom  of  earth,  grew  worthy  heav^ 

MORAL. 

The  moral  hence  my  Muse  infers 

Of  these  Extinguishers  weie  fumish'd, 

(All  of  the  true  Imperial  size,) 

In  trusting  to  Extinguishen, 

And  there,  in  rows,  stood  black  and  bnmish'd. 

Of  light  or  fire,  to  be  clapp'd  on. 
But,  ah,  how  lordly  wisdom  em. 

In  tmstmg  to  extinguisherB ! 

v^e  day,  when  he  had  left  all  sure. 

FABLE  VIIL 

(At  least,  so  thought  he,)  dark,  secure— 

The  flame,  at  aU  its  exits,  entries. 

LOUIS  fOUETBIKTB's  WIO 

Obstructed  to  his  heart's  content, 

And  black  extinguishers,  like  sentries. 

Thk  money  raised— the  army  ready- 

Drums  beating,  and  the  Royal  Neddy 

Valiantly  braying  in  the  van. 

His  wrath,  his  rage,  when,  on  returning, 

To  the  old  tune,  "  Eh,  eh.  Sire  Ane  Z"^— 

He  found  not  only  the  old  blaze. 

Naught  wanting,  but  some  coup  dramatic 

Brisk  as  before,  crackling  and  burning. 

To  make  French  sentiment  ex|dode. 

Not  only  new,  young  conflagrations. 

Bring  in,  at  once,  the  golU  fanatic. 

Popping  up  round  in  yarious  stations— 

And  make  the  war  *<  la  demiere  vuM*^ 

But,  still  more  awful,  strange,  and  dire. 

InstanUy,  at  the  Pav'Uon  Maraan, 

Th'  ExtinguiiherB  themselves  on  fire ! !' 

They,  they— those  trusty,  blind  machines 

What's  to  be  done,  to  help  the  farce  on  T 

His  Lordship  had  so  long  been  praising. 

What  stageHsfl»ct,  what  decoration, 

As,  under  Providence,  the  means 

To  make  this  beauteous  France  forget. 

Of  keeping  down  all  lawless  blazing. 

In  one  grand,  glorious  pirouette, 

Were  now,  themselves— alas,  too  kue 

All  she  had  sworn  to  but  last  week, 

The  shameful  £ict — ^tum'd  blazers  too. 

And,  with  a  cry  of  "  Magnifique  ."* 

And,  by  a  change  as  odd  as  cruel, 

Rush  forth  to  this,  or  any  war. 

Instead  of  dampers,  served  for  fuel ! 

Without  inquiring  once— ^*  What  for  T 

Thus,  of  his  only  hope  bereft. 

After  some  plans  proposed  by  each, 

"  What,"  said  the  groat  man, "  must  be  doner 

Lord  Ch&teauhriand  made  a  speech. 

AU  that,  m  scrapes  Uke  this,  is  left 

(Quotmg,  to  show  what  men's  rights  are. 

To  great  men  is— to  cut  and  run. 

Or  rather  what  men's  rights  should  be. 

So  run  he  did ;  while  to  their  grounds. 

From  Hobbes,  Lord  CasUereagh,  the  Gzar, 

The  banish'd  Ghebeis  Uess'd  returned ; 

And  other  firienik  to  liberty,) 

1  The  Idea  of  this  Fable  was  caaght  flrom  ooe  oT  thow 

•  They  eelebreted  in  the  daric  afes,  at  many  chorcbes,  par- 

brilllMit  wuU  whieh  aboond  in  the  cooveraatloa  of  my  ftlMid, 

Hcolariy  at  Rouen,  what  waa  called  the  Feastof  the  An.  On 

the  author  of  the  "  Lettert  to  Julia,**— «  prodaetkm  which 

this  occasion  the  aas,  ihiely  dreased,  was  brought  befoie  the 

that  ha^  appeared  in  this  or  any  age. 

eh,  eh,  are  Ane,  eh,  eh,  eh,  SUe  Ane.**-WAB»»M*s  fctey 

mPtrt. 

494 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Wherein  he— haying^  first  protested 

'Gainst  humoring  the  mob— suggested 

(As  the  most  high-bred  plan  he  saw 

For  giving  the  new  War  iclat) 

A  grand,  Baptismal  Melo-drame, 

To  be  got  up  at  N6tTe-Dame, 

In  which  the  Duke  (who,  bless  his  Highness ! 

Had  by  his  hilt  acquired  such  fame, 
Twas  hoped  that  he  as  little  shyness 

Would  show,  when  to  the  point  he  came) 
Should,  for  his  deeds  b6  lion-hearted, 
Be  christened  Hero,  ere  he  started ; 
With  power,  by  Royal  Ordonnance, 
To  bear  that  name — at  least  in  France. 
Himself — ^the  Viscount  Ch&teaubriand— 
(To  help  th'  affair  with  more  esprit  on) 
Offering,  for  this  baptismal  rite. 

Some  of  his  own  famed  Jordan  water*— 
(Marie  Louise  not  havmg  quite 

Used  all  that,  for  young  Nap,  he  brought  her,) 
'^he  baptism,  in  this  case,  to  be 
Applied  to  that  extremity, 
Which  Bourbon  heroes  most  expose  ; 
And  which  (as  well  all  Europe  knows) 
Happens  to  be,  in  this  Defender 
Of  the  true  Faith,  extremely  tender.* 

Or  if  (the  Viscount  said)  this  scheme 
Too  rash  and  premature  should  seem — 
If  thus  discounting  heroes,  on  tick-* 

This  glory,  by  anticipation, 
Was  too  much  in  the  genre  romantiqw 

For  such  a  highly  classic  nation. 
He  begged  to  say,  the  Abyssmians 
A  practice  had  in  their  dominions. 
Which,  if  at  Paris  got  up  well. 
In  fuW, costume,  was  sure  to  telL 
At  all  great  epochs,  good  or  ill. 
They  have,  says  Bruck,  (and  Bruce  ne'er  bac^[BS 
From  the  strict  truth,)  a  grand  Quadrille 
In  public  danced  by  the  Twelve  Judges* — 
And,  he  assures  us,  the  grimaces, 
The  entre-ehata,  the  airs  and  graces   * 
Of  dancen,  so  profound  and  stately. 
Divert  the  Abyssinians  greatly. 


1  Brought  ttam  the  river  Jordan  by  M.  Chiteaabriand,  and 
presented  to  the  French  Empress  for  the  christening  of  young 
Napoleon. 

*  Sea  the  Duke's  celebrated  letter  to  madame,  written 
during  his  campaign  In  1815,  In  which  he  says,  **  J'ai  le  pos- 
tArieur  I6f6rement  endommng^.** 

s  "  On  certain  great  occasions,  the  twelve  Judges  (who  are 
generally  between  sixty  and  seventy  years  of  age)  sing  the 
song  and  dance  the  flgure-danee/'  fcc— Book  ▼. 

*  **  Louis  XIV.  lit  present  &  la  Vierge  de  son  cordon  bleu, 
HM  l*on  conserve  •olsnensement,  et  lui  envoya  ensuite,  son 


«  Now,  (said  the  Visconnt,)  there's  but  few 
"  Great  Empires,  where  this  plan  would  do : 
**  For  instance,  ESngland ; — let  them  take 

"  What  pains  they  would — ^'twere  vain  tostri^ 
"  The  twelve  stiff  Judges  there  would  make 

**  The  worst  Quadiille-set  now  alive. 
«  One  must  have  seen  them,  ere  one  could 
**  Imagine  properly  Judgk  Wood, 
**  Performing,  in  his  wig,  so  gayly, 
"  A  queue-de^chat  with  JumcB  Batict  ! 
**  French  Judges,  though,  are,  by  no  means, 
"  This  sort  of  stiff,  be-wigg'd  machines ! 
«  And  we,  who've  seen  them  at  Saumur, 
«  And  Poitiers  lately,  may  be  sure 
«  They'd  dance  quadrilles,  or  any  thmg, 
*'  That  would  be  pleasing  to  the  Kingr-i^ 
"  Nay,  stand  upon  their  heads,  and  more  do, 
«  To  please  the  litUe  Duke  de  Botde&uz !" 

After  these  several  schemes  there  came 
Some  others — ^needless  now  to  name. 
Since  that,  which  Monsieur  plann'd  hiEosel^ 
Soon  doom'd  all  others  to  the  shelf, 
And  was  received  par  acclamation. 
As  truly  worthy  the  Grande  Nation. 

It  seems  (as  Monsieur  told  the  story) 
That  Louis  the  Fourteenth,— that  gkry, 
That  CoryphSe  of  all  crown'd  pates, — 
That  pink  of  the  Legitimate»— 
Had,  when,  with  many  a  pious  pray'r,  he 
Bequeath'd  unto  the  Virgin  Mary 
His  marriage  deeds,  and  cordon  bUu,* 
Bequeath'd  to  her  his  State  Wig  too— 
(An  off'ring  which,  at  Court,  'tis  thought. 
The  Virgin  values  as  she  ought)— 
That  Wig,  the  wonder  of  all  eyes, 
The  Cynosure  of  Gallia's  skies. 
To  watch  and  tend  whose  curls  adored, 

Rebuild  its  tow'ring  roof,  when  flat. 
And  round  its  rumpled  base,  a  Board 

Of  sixty  Barbers  daily  sat,* 
With  Subs,  on  State-Days,  to  aanst. 
Well  pension'd  from  the  Civil  List  :— 


Contrat  de  Mariage  et  le  Traiti  de$  PyrenUt,  roagnUkpeoeBt 
relii."— .Wi^mmret,  Jintcdote»p9ur  tervir,  Itc. 

•  The  learned  author  of  Rsektrtkes  Hiatmiquea  nr  Im 
Pmrufwa  says  that  the  Board  consisted  but  of  Forty— the 
same  number  as  the  Academy.  **Le  pins  bean  terns  det 
permques  fht  ceiui  o4  Louis  XIV.  commen^a  &  porter.  Inl- 

mftme,  perruque ; On  Ignore  TApoquo  oii  se  fit 

eette  revolution ;  mals  on  salt  qu'elle  engagea  Louis  to 
Grand  &  y  donner  ses  solns  patemels,  en  cr6ant  en  US^ 
quarante  charges  de  perruquiers,  sulvant  la  cour ;  et  en  WX 
11  forma  un  corps  de  deux  cento  permqnien  pour  la  TUli  de 
Paris."— P.  111. 
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That  wondrous  Wqr,  uray'd  in  which, 
And  fonn'd  alike  to  awe  or  witch, 
He  beat  all  other  hein  of  crowns. 
In  taking^  mistreases  and  towns. 
Requiring  but  a  shot  at  one, 
A  smile  at  father,  and  'twas  done  !— 

«  That  WV  (said  Monsieur,  while  his  brow  ' 
Rose  prondly)  "  is  existing  now*  ;— 
«  That  Grand  Perruqae,  amid  the  M 

"  Of  ev'ry  other  Royal  glozy, 
**  With  cuils  erect  sorviTes  them  all, 

«  And  tells  in  ey*ry  hair  their  story. 
"  Thmk,  think,  how  welcome  at  this  time 
**  A  relic,  ss  beloved,  sublime ! 
"  What  worthier  standard  of  the  Cause 

**  Of  Kingly  Right  can  France  demand  7 
"  Or  who  among  our  ranks' can  pause 

**  To  guard  it,  while  a  curl  shall  stand? 
"  Behold,  my  firiendi^' — (while  thus  he  cried, 
A  curtain,  which  conceal'd  this  pride 
Of  Princely  Wigs  was  drawn  aside) 
**  Behold  that  grand  Perruque — how  big 

"  With  recollections  for  the  world — 
«  For  France— for  us— Great  Louis'  Wig, 

**  By  Hippolttk'  new  frizz'd  and  cuil*d — 
«  iVeto  frizx'd  !  alas,  'tis  but  too  true. 


«  Well  may  you  start  at  that  word 

<'  But  such  the  sacrifice,  my  friends, 

"  Th'  Imperial  Coseack  recommends ; 

<<  Thinking  such  small  concessions  sage, 

«  To  meet  the  qnrit  of  the  age, 

«  And  do  what  best  that  spirit  flatten, 

« In  Wigs— if  not  m  weightier  matters. 

"  Wherefore,  to  please  the  Czar,  and  show 

«  That  we  too,  much-wrong'd  Bourbons,  know 

*<  What  liberalism  in  Monarohs  is, 

«  We  have  conceded  the  New  Friz ! 

"  Thus  arm'd,  ye  gallant  Ultras,  say, 

"  Can  men,  can  Frenchmen,  fear  the  fray 

«  With  this  proud  relic  in  our  van, 

"  And  D'Anooulemk  our  worthy  leader, 
"  Let  rebel  Spain  do  all  she  can, 

"  Let  recreant  England  arm  and  feed  her,^ 
"  Urged  by  that  pupil  of  Hurt's  school, 
"  That  Radical  Lord  LnrEarooL — 
"  France  can  have  naught  to  fear — far  from  it — 

«  When  once  astounded  Europe  sees 
<'  The  wig  of  Louis,  like  a  Comet, 

**  Streaming  above  the  Pyrenees, 
«  All's  o'er  with  Spain — then  on,  my  sons, 

"  On,  my  incomparable  Duke, 
'*  And,  diouUng  for  the  Holy  Ones, 

"  Cry  Vvoe  la  Guerre— et  la  Perruque  /" 
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BXTRACTSD  FROM  THB  JOUKNAX.  OV  A  TEATILLUfO  MUOIft  OV 

THE  POCO-CURANTE  SOCIETY,  1819. 


Ths  greater  part  of  the  following  Rhymes  were 
written  or  composed  in  an  old  caliche,  for  the  pi9  • 
pose  of  beguiling  the  ennui  of  solitary  travelling ; 
and  as  venes,  made  by  a  gentleman  in  his  sleep, 
have  been  lately  called  *<  a  psychological  curiosity,'' 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  verses,  composed  by  a  gentle- 
man to  keep  himself  awake,  may  be  honored  with 
)  appellation  equally  Greek. 


I  A  eelStoatsd  <>(f Mr  of  the  pfSMBt  day. 
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INTRODUCTORY  RHYMES. 

Diffitrtnt  Jhtitui$a  ra  wkiek  jSutkarg  m«/m«.— Btfytt,  Hmrff 
SUphtHB,  HtrodMus,  ift.— Writing  in  Bed— in  tJU  fUUe 
^Pteis  and  8ir  RieUrd  Blackm*r$,— Fiddling  with  0/«m* 
mnd,Tmig9.—MAd(m9  d§  StatL—Rkfwting  tm  tk$  Rmd,  te 
mm  oUCalieht, 

What  various  attitudes,  and  ways, 

And  tricks,  we  authois  have  in  writing ! 

White  some  write  sitting,  some,  like  Bayss^ 
UsnDy  stand,  white  they're  uic&ting. 
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Poets  there  are,  who  wear  the  floor  out, 

'Twas  in  his  carriage  the  sublime 

Measuriog  a  line  at  every  stride ; 

Sir  Richard  Blackmore  used  to  ihyme ; 

While  some,  like  Henry  Stephens,  poor  oat 

And  (if  the  wits  don't  do  him  wrong) 

Rhymes  by  the  dozen,  while  they  ride.* 

'Twizt  death^  and  epics  pass'd  his  time, 

Herodotus  wrote  most  in  bed ; 

ScribbUng  and  killing  all  day  long- 

And  RicHERAND,  a  French  physician, 

Like  Phcebus  m  his  car,  at  ease. 

Declares  the  clock-woik  of  the  head 

Now  warbling  forth  a  lofty  song. 

Goes  best  in  that  reclmed  position. 

Now  murd'ring  the  young  Niobes. 

If  you  consult  Montaigne*  and  Flint  oo 

The  subject,  'tis  their  joint  opinion 

There  was  a  hero  'mong  the  Danes, 

That  Thought  its  richest  harvest  yields 

Who  wrote,  we're  told,  'mid  all  the  pains 

Abroad,  among  the  woods  and  fields ; 

And  horrore  of  exenteratkm, 

That  bards,  who  deal  m  small  retail. 

Nine  charming  odes,  which,  if  you'll  look. 

At  home  may,  at  their  counten,  stop ; 

You'll  find  preserved,  with  a  translation. 

But  that  the  grove,  the  hill,  the  vale. 

By  Bartholinus  in  his  book.* 

Are  Foes3r's  true  wholesale  shop. 

In  short,  'twere  endless  to  recite 

And,  verily,  I  thmk  they're  right— 

The  various  modes  m  which  men  write. 

For,  many  a  time,  on  summer  eves. 

Some  wits  are  only  in  the  mind, 

Just  at  that  closing  hour  of  light, 

When  beans  and  belles  are  ronnd  them  prating; 

When,  like  an  Eastern  Prince,  who  leaves 

Some,  when  they  dress  for  dinner,  find 

For  distant  war  his  Haram  bowers, 

Their  muse  and  valet  both  in  waiting; 

The  Sun  bids  farewell  to  the  flow'n, 

And  manage,  at  the  self-«ame  time, 

Whose  heads  are  sunk,  whose  tears  are  flowing 

T*  adjust  a  neckcloth  and  a  rhyme. 

Mid  all  the  glory  of  his  going ! — 

Even  /  have  felt,  beneath  those  beams. 

Some  bards  there  are  who  cannot  sciibUe 

When  wand'ring  through  the  fields  alone, 

Without  a  glove,  to  tear  or  nibble ; 

Thoughts,  fondes,  intellectual  gleams, 

Whksh,  far  too  bright  to  be  my  own. 

As  if  the  hidden  founts  of  Fancy, 

Seem'd  lent  me  by  the  Sunny  Fewer, 

Like  wells  of  old,  were  thus  found  out 

That  was  abroad  at  that  stUl  hour. 

By  mystic  tricks  of  rhabdomancy. 

Such  was  the  little  feathery  wand,* 

If  thus  IVe  felt,  how  must  they  feel. 

That,  held  forever  in  the  hand 

The  few,  whom  genume  Genius  warms ; 

Upon  whose  souls  he  stamps  his  seal, 

Of  female  genius  in  this  age. 

Graven  with  Beauty's  countleas  forms ; — 

Seem'd  the  conductor,  that  drew  down 

The  few  upon  this  earth,  who  seem 

Those  words  of  lightning  to  her  page. 

Bom  to  give  truth  to  Plato's  dream, 

As  for  myself — to  come,  at  last. 

Since  in  their  thoughts,  as  in  a  glass, 

To  the  odd  way  in  which  /  write— 

Shadows  of  heavenly  things  appear. 

Having  employ'd  these  few  months  past 

Reflections  of  bright  shapes  that  pass 

Chiefly  in  travelling,  day  and  night. 

Through  other  worids,  above  our  sphere ! 

I've  got  into  the  easy  mode, 

Of  rhyming  thus  along  the  road — 

But  this  reminds  me  I  digress ; — 

Makmg  a  way-bill  of  my  pages, 

For  Plato,  too,  produced,  'tis  said, 

CounUng  my  stanzas  by  my  stages— 

Twixt  lays  and  re-lays  no  time  lost— 

His  glorious  visions  all  in  oed.' 

In  short,  in  two  words,  writing  po$L 

>  Pleru|iie  raa  eannina  eqoitans  composoit.— PARATtcm. 

*  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  was  a  phystelaa,  as  well  as  a 

SingMliur, 

bad  poet. 

Cfm  agentl  talt  Asblomo  Pmds  Danico  benil,  com  Bmao 

Pldtt. 

Itnm,  Intestlna  extraheni,  Immaniter  torqneret,  tunc  enim 

*  The  ooly  antbortty  I  kaow  fbr  Impatiag  thii  praetke  to 

%  ivem  carmina  cednlt,  ^tc— Bartbolw.  d*  CamHt  Om- 

Plato  and  Herodotni,  Is  a  Latin  Poem  by  M.  da  Valds  on 

H-npLMarL 

hU  Bed,  In  whieh  he  nys  :- 

•  Made  of  paper,  twisted  np  like  a  tea  or  featber. 

T  Madame  de  Staei. 

DeMdIt  Mot  hele  nato  lape  diet. 
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rMcA  a  Hfof  tk»  8^n  wnt  downj—Ohligtd  U  froesti  tm 
FM  ^jaipt.—Mont  BltMc,— Effect  of  tJU  Scmmu 

'TWAS  lat»— the  ran  had  ahnost  ahono 

Hii  last  and  beet,  when  I  nin  on, 

Anzioos  to  reach  that  splendid  view, 

Before  the  day-beams  quite  withdrew ; 

And  feeUng  as  all  feel,  on  firat  , 

Approachmg  scenes,  where,  they  are  told. 
Such  glories  on  their  eyes  will  bunt. 

As  youthful  bards  in  dreams  behold. 

'Twas  distant  yet,  and,  as  I  ran. 

Full  often  was  my  wistful  gaze 
Tum'd  to  the  sun,  who  now  began 

To  call  in  fdl  his  outpost  rays. 
And  form  a  denser  march  of  Ught, 
Such  as  beseems  a  hero's  flight 
Oh,  how  I  wish'd  for  Joshua's  pow'r, 
To  stay  the  brightness  of  that  hour ! 
But  no— the  sun  still  less  became, 

Diminish'd  to  a  qieck,  as  splendid 
And  small  as  were  those  tongues  of  flame. 

That  on  th'  Apostles'  heads  descemied ! 

'Twas  at  this  instant— while  there  glow'd 

This  last,  intensest  gleam  of  light — 
Suddenly,  through  the  opening  road, 

The  yalley  bunt  upon  my  sight ! 
That  glorious  yalley,  with  its  Lake, 

And  Alps  on  Alps  in  clusten  swelling, 
Mighty,  and  pure,  and  fit  to  make 

The  ramparts  of  a  Godhead's  dwelling. 

I  stood  entranced— as  Rabbins  say 
This  whole  assembled,  gazmg  world 

Will  stand,  upon  that  awful  day,  ' 
When  the  Ark's  Light,  aloft  unfurl'd. 

Among  the  queuing  clouds  shall  shine, 

Divinity's  own  radiant  sign ! 

Mighty  Mont  Blanc,  thou  wert  to  me. 
That  minute,  with  thy  brow  in  heaven, 

As  sure  a  sign  of  Deity 
j%j  e'er  to  mortal  gaze  was  given. 

Nor  ever,  were  I  destined  yet 
To  live  my  life  twice  o'er  again. 


a  Between  Vattay  and  Gez. 

a  la  the  year  1782,  when  the  farces  of  Bene,  SuAbIs,  aad 
Itaaee  Uld  tlefa  to  Geneva,  and  when,  after  a  deuMSulm 
tSoo  of  heroism  and  self-devotion,  whieh  promised  to  rival 
UMAaU  of  their  ancestors  in  1602,  against  flavor,  the  Gene- 


Can  I  the  deep-felt  awe  foiget, 
The  dream,  the  trance  that  rapt  me  then ! 

'Twas  all  that  consciousness  of  pow'r 

And  life,  beyond  this  mortal  hour  )— 

Those  mountingB  of  the  soul  within 

At  thoughts  of  Heav'n — as  birds  begin 

By  instinct  m  the  cage  to  rise. 

When  near  their  time  for  change  of  sides  ^ 

That  proud  assurance  of  our  claim 

To  rank  among  the  Sons  of  Light, 
Mingled  with  shame-— oh  bitter  shame ! — 

At  having  risk'd  that  splendid  right. 
For  aught  that  earth  through  all  its  range 
Of  glories,  ofien  in  exchange ! 
'Twas  all  this,  at  that  instant  brought. 
Like  breaking  ranshine,  o'er  my  thought— 
'TWAS  an  this,  kindled  to  a  glow 

Of  sacred  zeal,  which,  conM  it  shine 
Thus  purely  ever,  man  might  grow, 

Ev'n  upon  earth  a  thing  divme. 
And  be,  once  more,  the  creature  made 
To  walk  nnstain'd  th'  Elysian  shade ! 

No,  never  shall  I  lose  the  trace 

Of  what  I've  felt  in  this  bright  place. 

And,  should  my  spirit's  hope  grow  weak. 

Should  I,  oh  God,  e'er  doubt  thy  pow'r, 
This  mighty  scene  again  m  seek. 

At  the  same  calm  and  glowing  hour. 
And  here,  at  the  sublimest  shrine 

That  Nature  ever  rear'd  to  Thee, 
Rekindle  all  that  hope  divine. 

And  feel  my  immortality ! 


EXTRACT  II. 

Geneva. 
PATE  OP  GENEVA  IN  THE  TEAR  ITSIL 

A  rBAQMKNT. 

Tv— 4f  there  yet  live  some  of  those. 
Who,  when  this  small  Republic  rose. 
Quick  as  a  startled  hive  of  bees. 
Against  her  leaguering  enemies — ^ 
When,  as  the  Royal  Satrap  shook 
His  well-known  fetters  at  her  gates, 


vans,  either  paale-straek  or  betiayed,  to  the  surprise  cT 
aU  Eaiope,  opened  their  fates  to  the  besiefsn,  and  sob- 
oatlad  without  a  strafgle  to  the  extinction  of  their  Ub»- 
ties^-8ee  an  aceonnt  of  this  Bevolntton  In  Con's  SwItBsr 
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Ev*!!  wives  and  mothen  ann*d,  and  took 

Their  stations  by  their  sons  and  mates ; 
And  on  these  walls  there  stood — yet,  no, 

Shame  to  the  traitoni — wotdd  have  stood 
As  film  a  hand  as  e'er  let  flow 

At  Freedom's  base  their  sacred  Uood ; 
If  those  yet  live,  who,  on  that  night. 
When  all  were  watching,  girt  for  fight, 
Stole,  like  the  creeping  of  a  pest. 
From  rank  to  rank,  from  breast  to  breast, 
Filling  the  weak,  the  old  with  fears. 
Turning  the  heroine's  zeal  to  tean, — 
Betra3ring  Honor  to  that  brink. 
Where,  one  step  more,  and  he  must  sink— 
And  quenching  hopes,  which,  though  the  last, 
like  meteors  on  a  drowning  mast, 
Would  yet  have  led  to  death  more  bright. 
Than  life  e'er  look'd,  in  all  its  light ! 
Till  soon,  too  soon,  distrust,  alarms 

Throughout  th'  embattled  thousands  ran. 
And  the  high  spirit,  late  in  arms. 
The  zeal,  that  might  have  work'd  such  charms. 

Fell,  like  a  broken  talisman — 
Their  gates,  that  they  had  sworn  should  be 

The  gates  of  Death,  that  very  dawn, 
Gave  passage  widely,  bloodlessly, 

To  the  proud  foo— nor  sword  was  drawn. 
Nor  ev*n  one  martyr'd  body  cast 
To  stain  their  footsteps,  as  they  paas'd ; 
But,  of  the  many  sworn  at  night 
To  do  or  die,  some  fled  the  sight, 
Some  stood  to  look,  with  sullen  frown. 

While  some,  in  impotent  despair, 
Broke  their  bright  annor  and  lay  down, 

Weepuig,  upon  the  fragments  there ! — 
11  ^Jiose,  I  say,  who  brought  that  shame. 
Thai  blast  upon  Geneva's  name, 
Be  living  still — though  crime  so  dark 

Shall  hang  up,  fix'd  and  unforgiv'n, 
In  History's  page,  th'  eternal  mark 

For  Scorn  to  pierce-— so  help  me,  Heav'n, 
I  wish  the  traitorous  slaves  no  worse. 

No  deeper,  deadlier  disaster, 
Fnim  all  earth's  ills  no  fouler  curse 

Than  to  have  •»•••»•»•»»  their  master! 


BitidlqQe  cni^dine  poml 
annunqae  voIabUe  tolUt. 


Ovm. 

s  I  U  often  very  dUBcnlt  to  dii tinguii h  between  eloodi 
and  Alps ;  and  on  the  evening  when  I  fint  saw  this  mag- 


EXTRACT  UL 

Alley  and  TVutJL-'Bipponunet  and  MalanU.—Mmt  BUmt, 
-^Qauds. 

Even  here,  m  this  region  of  wonders,  I  find  ' 

That  light-footed  Fancy  leaves  Truth  far  behind ; 
Or,  at  least,  like  Hippomenes,  turns  her  astray 
By  the  golden  illusions  he  flings  m  her  way.' 

What  a  glory  it  seem'd  the  first  ev'ning  I  gazed 
Mont  Blanc,  like  a  vision,  then  suddenly  raised 
On  the  wreck  of  the  sunset — and  all  his  array 

Of  high-towering  Alps,  touch'd  still  with  a  light 
Far  holier,  purer  than  that  of  the  Day, 

As  if  nearness  to  Heaven  had  made  them  so 
bright! 
Then  the  dying,  at  last,  of  these  splendors  away 
From  peak  after  peak,  till  they  left  but  a  ray. 
One  roseate  ray,  that,  too  precious  to  fly. 

O'er  the  Mighty  of  Mountains  stiO  glcfwingly 


Like  the  last  sunny  step  of  Ajttrjba,  when  high 

From  the  summit  of  earth  to  Elysium  she  spruog ! 
And  those  infinite  Alps,  stretdiing  out  from  the 

sight 
Tin  they  mingled  with  Heaven,  now  shorn  of  their 

light, 
Stood  lofty,  and  lifeless,  and  pale  in  the  sky. 
Like  the  ghosts  of  a  Giant  Creation  gone  by ! 

That  scene — I  have  view'd  it  this  evening  again^ 
By  the  same  brilliant  light  that  hung  over  it  then— 
The  valley,  the  lake  in  their  tenderest  channs — 
Mont  Blanc  in  his  awfullest  pomp    and  the 
whole  i 

A  bright  picture  of  Beauty,  reclined  in  the  arms 

Of  Sublimity,  Imdegroom  elect  of  her  soul ! 
But  where  are  the  mountains,  that  round  me  at 

fint. 
One  dazzling  horizon  of  miracles,  burst? 
Those  Alps  beyond  Alps,  without  end  swelling  on 
Like  the  waves  of  eternity — ^where  are  they  gone  Y 
Clouds — clouds — they  were  nothing  but  clouds,  af- 
ter all!* 
That  chain  of  Mont  Blanob,  which  my  fancy 
flew  o'er. 
With  a  wonder  that  naught  on  this  earth  can  recaOv 
Were  but  clouds  of  the  evening,  and  now  are  no 
more. 

nificent  scene,  the  clonds  were  so  dliposed  along  the  wbdt 
borison  as  to  deceive  nra  Into  an  idea  of  the  ttnpeadosi 
extent  of  these  monntains,  which  my  snbaeqoent  olMNrva>> 
tioB  was  very  Air,  of  coarse,  firom  ccmflnning. 
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What  a  picture  ti  Life's  jouag  iUonoiu!    Oh, 

Night, 
Drep  thy  CQitain,  at  once,, and  hide  dtX  firom  my 

Aght 


EXTRACT  IV. 


!%•  PiOurt  thtUtrf  •^jflOciif *•  Rap4  »f  FrpBtrphu^-^Rf 
JUctwut.^Umivergal  &^9atU».^^hrakmm  tnding  tuoag 
jf^ttr,  bf  Ouercuf.^OeiUuM, 

Went  to  the  Brero— saw  a  Dance  of  LoVes 
By  smooth  Albano  ;^  him,  whose  pencil  teems 

With  Cupids,  noraeroos  as  in  summer  groyes 
T*he  leaflets  are,  or  motes  in  sonmier  beams. 

Tis  for  the  theft  of  Enna*s  flow'i*  from  earth, 
These  urchins  celebrate  their  dance  of  mirth 
Round  the  green  tree,  like  fays  upon  a  heath — 

Those,  that  are  nearest,  linked  in  order  bright. 
Cheek  after  cheek,  like  rose-buds  in  a  wreath  ; 
And  those,  more  distant,  showing  from  beneath 

The  ethers'  wings  their  little  eyes  of  light 
While  see,  among  the  clouds,  their  eldest  brother, 

But  just  flown  up,  tells  with  a  smile  of  Uiss 
This  prank  of  Pluto  to  his  charmed  mother, 

Whe  turns  to  greet  the  tidings  with  a  kiss ! 

Well  might  the  Loves  rejoice— and  well  did  they. 

Who  wove  these  fables,  picture,  in  their  weaving, 
That  blessed  truth,  (which,  in  a  darker  day, 

OaioEN  lost  his  saintship  for  believing,)' — 
That  Love,  eternal  Love,  whose  fadeless  ray 

Nor  time,  nor  death,  nor  sin  can  overcast 
Ev'n  to  the  deaths  of  hell  will  fiud  his  way, 

And  sooth,  and  heal,  and  triumph  there  at  last ! 

Guncnco's  Agar — ^where  the  bondmaid  hears 

From  Abram's  lips  that  he  and  she  must  part ;' 
And  looks  at  him  with  eyes  all  full  of  tears. 

That  seem  the  very  last  drops  from  her  heart 
Exquisite  picture ! — let  me  not  be  told 
Of  minor  faults,  of  coloring  tame  and  cold — 
If  thus  to  conjure  up  a  face  so  fair,* 
So  fUl  of  sorrow ;  with  the  story  there 
Of  all  that  woman  sufiers,  when  the  stay 
Her  trusting  heart  hath  lean'd  on  falls  away^ 

>  This  picture,  the  Afar  of  Gaerdno,  and  the  Apostlss  ct 
Gnkto,  (the  two  latter  of  which  are  now  the  chiefomaiiMBts 
of  the  Brers,)  were  fonnerly  in  the  Palasao  Zampieri,  at 


that  fhlr  Held 

OTEaaa,  where  Proeerplne,  gatherinf  flowen, 
Benelf  a  fUrer  flower,  by  gloomy  DIs  was  gatlisr'd. 


If  thus  to  touch  the  bosom's  tendVest  ipring. 
By  calling  into  life  such  eyes,  as  bring 
Back  to  our  sad  remembrance  some  of  those 
We've  smiled  and  w^  with,  in  their  joys  and  woes, 
Thutf  filling  them  with  tears,  like  teais  we>e  known. 
Till  all  the  pictured  grief  becomes  our  own — 
If  this  be  deem'd  the  victory  of  Art — 

If  thus,  by  pen  or  pencil,  to  lay  bare 
The  deep,  fresh,  living  fountains  of  the  heart 

Before  all  eyes,  be  Genius — it  is  tkere  I 


EXTRACT  V 

Fadua 
Fkucff  nd  Btalit]f.^Rmim-dnpt  and  Laku^-^fjK.  ^f  s 
$torf,-^frkere  U  flaee  tk$  Seent  9f  iL—Jn  msm  trnkmown 
Re)fion,-^P9alnuMmtmr*9   la^cstnrt  with  ruptct  U  tU 
bland  »f  AraiMS. 

Ths  more  Fve  viow'd  this  worid,  the  more  I've 
found. 

That,  fill'd  as  'tis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare. 
Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  roimd, 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  far  more  fair. 
Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

A  single  charm,  that's  not  from  Nature  won. 
No  more  than  rambows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

A  single  hue  unborrow'd  from  the  sim — 
But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shines  through. 
That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charm  and  hue ; 
As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings. 
Will,  entering  in  the  rounded  rain-drop,  make 

Colors  as  gay  as  those  on  Peris'  wings ! 

And  such,  I  deem,  the  diflT'rence  between  real. 
Existing  Beauty  and  that  form  ideal. 
Which  she  assumes,  when  seen  by  poets'  eyes, 
Like  sunshine  in  t^e  drop — ^with  all  those  dyes, 
Which  Fancy's  variegating  prism  supplies. 

I  have  a  story  of  two  lovers,  fill'd 

With  all  the  pure  romance,  the  blissful  sadness. 
And  the  sad,  doubtful  bliss,  that  ever  thrfll'd 

Two  young  and  longing  hearts  in  that  sweet 
madness. 
But  where  to  choose  the  region  of  my  vision 

In  this  wide,  vulgar  world— what  real  Bpoi 

*  The  extension  of  the  Divine  Love  altimately  even  tc  flie 
region!  of  the  damned. 

*  It  If  probable  that  this  fine  bead  ia  a  portrait,  as  we  find 
It  repeated  in  a  pictore  by  Giiereino»  which  5s  In  the  poiiei 
tlon  of  Signnr  Camnccinl,  the  brother  of  the  celebrated 

at; 


500 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Can  be  found  out  sufficiently  Elyaan 

for  two  such  peffect  lovers,  I  know  not 
Oh  for  some  fair  Formosa,  such  as  he, 
The  young  Jew  fabled  of,  in  th'  Indian  Sea, 
By  nothing,  but  its  name  of  Beauty,  known, 
And  which  Queen  Fancy  might  make  all  her  own, 
Her  fairy  kmgdom — ^take  its  people,  lands, 
And  tenements  into  her  own  bright  hands, 
And  make,  at  least,  one  earthly  comer  fit 
For  Love  to  live  in,  pure  and  exquisite ! 


EXTRACT  VI. 

Venice 

Tk$  FkU  of  Ftniee  not  to  be  lamMnUd,— Farmer  GUrf.—Kx^ 

fodition  againot  Qnutantinople.—OiMoUnianio.—Refiiblie' 

-^Ckaracteriatico  of  the  old  Oover*mefU.—Oolden  Book.— 

Brazen  Mouths.— Spieo^DungeonB.-^Present  DetoUOien. 

Mouuf  not  for  Venice — ^let  her  rest 
In  ruin,  'mong  those  States  unblessed, 
Beneath  whose  gilded  hoofs  of  pride. 
Where'er  they  trampled,  Freedom  died. 
No— let  us  keep  our  tears  for  them. 

Where'er  they  pine,  whose  fall  hath  been 
Not  from  a  Uood-stain'd  diadem. 

Like  that  which  deck'd  this  ocean-queen, 
But  from  high  daring  in  the  cause 

Of  human  Rights — ^the  only  good 
And  blessed  strife,  in  which  man  draws 

His  mighty  sword  on  land  or  flood. 

Mourn  not  for  Venice  ;  though  her  fall 

Be  awful,  as  if  Ocean's  wave 
Swept  o'er  her,  she  deserves  it  all, 

And  Justice  tritfnphs  o'er  her  grave. 

1  Under  the  Doge  Michael!,  in  1171. 

I  *'  La  fiunille  entidro  des  Jostinianl,  Tane  des  plus  illostret 
de  Veniae,  voulnt  marcher  tonte  eotiire  dans  cetta  ex- 
pedition ;  elle  fonmit  cent  combattans ;  c*6tait  renonveler 
I'exemple  d'nne  illastre  famille  de  Rome ;  le  m6me  malheur 
lei  attendait.**— Ifutof  re  de  Veniee,  par  Daru. 

*  The  eelebrated  Fra  Paolo.  The  collection  of  Maxima 
whkh  thii  bold  monk  drew  np  at  the  request  of  tK  ^  Venetian 
Government,  for  the  gtiidance  of  the  Secret  luqutsition  of 
State,  are  lo  atrocioos  as  to  seem  rather  an  over-charged 
satire  npon  despotism,  than  a  system  of  policy,  serionsly 
Incalcated,  and  but  too  readily  and  constantly  porsned. 

The  spirit,  in  which  these  maxims  of  Father  Paal  are  con- 
ceived, may  be  Judged  from  the  instmctions  which  he  gives 
for  the  management  of  the  Venetian  colonies  and  provinces. 
Of  the  former  he  says:— "II  fknt  les  trailer  comme  des 
aaimanx  ftroees,  les  rogner  les  dents,  et  les  griffes,  les  hn- 
miller  sonvent,  svrtont  lenr  6ter  les  occasions  de  s'agnerrir. 
Da  pain  et  le  bftton,  vollA  ce  quMl  lenr  fant ;  gardens  I'ha- 
manite  poor  nne  meiUeure  occasion/' 

For  tiie  treatment  of  the  provinces  he  advises  thns:— 
**  Ten  Ire  &  d6ponlller  les  villes  d^  lean  privileges,  fkire  que 


Thus  perish  ev'ry  King  and  State, 

That  run  the  guDty  race  she  ran, 
Stnmg  but  in  ill,  and  only  great 

By  outrage  against  God  and  man  I 

True,  her  high  spirit  is  at  rest. 

And  all  those  days  of  glory  gone. 
When  the  world's  waters,  east  and  west. 

Beneath  her  white-wmg*d  commerce  shone ; 
When,  with  her  countless  barks  she  went 

To  meet  the  Orient  Empire's  might,' 
And  her  Giustinianis  sent 

Their  hundred  heroes  to  tha  -iigfat* 

Vanish'd  are  all  her  pomps,  'tis  true, 
But  mourn  them  not — for  vanish'd,  too, 
(Thanks  to  that  Pow'r,  who,  soon  or  late, 
Huiis  to  the  dust  the  guilty  Great,) 
Are  all  the  outrage,  falsehood,  fraud, 

The  chains,  the  rapme,  and  the  blood. 
That  fill'd  each  spot,  at  home,  abroad. 

Where  the  Republic's  standard  stood. 
Desolate  Venice  !  when  I  track 
Thy  haughty  course  through  cent*ries  back ; 
Thy  ruthless  pow'r,  obey*d  but  cursed — 

The  stem  machinery  of  thy  State, 
Which  hatred  would,  like  steam,  have  bunt, 

Had  stronger  fear  not  chill'd  ev*n  hate ; — 
Thy  perfidy,  still  worse  than  aught 
Thy  own  unblushmg  Sarpi*  taught ;-« 
Thy  friendship,  which,  o'er  all  beneath 
Its  shadow,  rain'd  down  dews  of  death  f-^ 
Thy  Oligarchy's  Book  of  Gold, 

Closed  against  humble  Virtue's  name,* 
But  open'd  wide  for  slaves  who  sold 

Their  native  land  to  thee  and  shame  ^— 
Thy  all-pervading  host  of  spies, 

Watchmg  o'er  ev'ry  glance  and  breath, 

les  habitans  s*appaavrlssent,  et  qae  leors  biens  aolenC  achelte 
par  les  Vdnitiens.  Ceax  qoi,  dans  les  coaseils  manidpan, 
se  montreront  oa  plas  aadadeax  oa  plus  d^voois  am 
Int^rAts  de  la  population,  il  faut  les  perdra  on  les  gagow  i 
qaelque  prlx  que  ce  soit ;  ei^/En,  s*il  »e  trtmve  dans  lot  fro- 
vtnees  quelpiet  eh^o  de  partis  il  faut  lea  extermnur  omu  «■ 
frHezU  qutiUonque^  maio  en  ivitant  de  reeourir  i  lajnotiee 
ordinaire.  Que  le  poiton  fatee  fiffice  de  bomrreoMt  tda  tot 
mains  odieux  et  beaucoup  plus  prqfUable.''* 

4  Conduct  of  Venice  towards  her  allies  and  dependendM, 
particularly  to  imfortanate  Padua.— Fate  of  Francesco  Oa^ 
rara,  for  which  see  Done,  vol.  iL  p.  141. 

•  "  A  Texception  des  trente  citadins  admis  au  grand  couail 
pendant  la  guerre  di  Chiozzi,  il  n^est  pas  arrive  one  seoii 
fois  que  les  talens  on  les  services  aient  paru  A  cette  ooblesM 
orgneillease  des  litres  sufilsans  poor  s'asseolr  avec  elle.**— 
Daeu. 

•  Among  those  admitted  to  the  honor  of  being  Inacribei 
In  the  Labro  fforo  were  some  families  of  Brescia,  T^wlM^ 
and  other  places,  whose  only  claim  to  that  dlstinctloa  WM 
the  zeal  with  which  they  prostrated  themselves  and  dnfe 
eoDBtry  at  the  feet  of  the  repoblic. 
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Tin  men  Iook*d  in  each  othen*  eyes. 
To  read  their  chance  of  life  or  death  ;— 

Thy  laws,  that  made  a  mart  of  blood, 
And  legalized  th'  aasaasin's  knife  ;'— 

Thy  sunless  cells  beneath  the  flood, 
And  racks,  and  Leads,'  that  burnt  out  life ; — 

When  I  review  all  this,  and  see 

The  doom  that  now  hath  fall'n  on  thee ; 

Thy  nobles,  towering  once  so  proud. 

Themselves  beneath  the  yoke  now  bow'd, — 

A  yoke,  by  no  one  grace  redeemed. 

Such  as,  of  old,  around  thee  beam'd. 

But  mean  and  base  as  e*cr  yet  galPd 

Ekirth's  tyrants,  when,  themselves,  enthralled, — 

I  feel  the  moral  vengeance  sweet. 

And,  smiling  o*er  the  wreck,  repeat, 

"  Thus  perish  ev'ry  Kmg  and  State, 

"  That  tread  the  steps  which  Venice  trod, 
"  Strong  but  in  ill,  and  only  great, 

«  By  outrage  against  man  and  God !" 


EXTRACT  VIL 

Venice. 
Ltrd  BfrmCt  Mtm&irst   wiUen  if  &iflua(f. — ReJUeti«n»i 
wk«H  abcut  to  rgad  tktm. 

LsT  me,  a  moment,— ere  with  fear  and  hope 
Of  gloomy,  glorious  things,  these  leaves  I  ope— 

1  By  the  influnoos  Btatatet  of  the  StaU  Inqnltition,*  not 
only  was  assassination  reoognised  as  a  ref  alar  mode  of  pan- 
ishment,  Irat  this  secret  power  over  lire  was  delegated  to 
their  minions  at  a  distance,  with  nearly  as  mach  facility  as 
a  license  Is  given  under  the  game  laws  of  England.  The  only 
restriction  seems  to  have  been  the  necessity  of  applying  for  a 
new  certificate,  aAer  every  individoal  exerdie  of  the  power 

*  **  Les  prisons  des  plombs ;  c*est-4-dire  ces  fonmaises  ar- 
dentes  qa*on  avait  distritra^es  en  petites  cellules  sous  les  ter- 
rasses  qui  connent  to  palals.** 

*  Psaphon,  In  oeder  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  world, 
tanght  muUltodes  of  birds  to  speak  his  ium,  and  then  let 
them  fly  away  In  varloos  directions ;  whrtce  the  proverb, 
**  Ptaphemit  m»$$  *' 

«  Bruce. 


•  H.  Dam  has  g'vea  an  abstract  of  tUc  s«  fitatutes,  firoin  a 
manuscript  iu  the  Blblioth6que  dn  Rci,  and  it  Is  hardly  cred- 
ible that  siKh  a  system  of  treachery  and  cruelty  should  ever 
have  been  established  by  any  government,  or  submitted  to, 
for  an  Instant,  by  any  people.  Among  various  precautions 
against  the  Intrigues  of  their  own  Nobles,  we  find  the  fol- 
lowing:—** Pour  persuader  aux  6Uangers  qn*il  «tait  dUBeito 
et  dangereux  d*entretenlr  qnelque  Intrigue  secrete  avee  les 
nobles  Venitiens,  on  Imagloa  de  (kire  avertir  mysterleuse- 
BientleNoneedu  Pape  (afin  que  les  auties  minlstres  en  ft»- 
sent  laibnoes)  que  I'lnquUltion  avait  autorlse  les  patridens  A 
poiguarder  quiconque  essalerait  de  tenter  leur  flilllt«.  Mais 
cnlgMuit  que  les  ambassideurs  ne  pr^tassent  fol  dlfleile- 
mutt  k  nne  deliberation,  qui  en  eflbt  n*exlslalt  pas,  riofol- 


As  one,  in  fairy  tale,  to  whom  the  key 

Of  some  enchanter's  secret  halls  is  giv'n. 
Doubts,  while  he  enters,  slowly,  tremblingly, 

If  he  shall  meet  with  shapes  from  hell  or  heaT'c— 
Let  me,  a  moment,  think  what  thousands  Uve 
O'er  the  wide  earth  this  instant,  who  would  give. 
Gladly,  whole  sleepless  nights  to  bend  the  brow 
Over  these  precious  leaves,  as  I  do  now. 
How  all  who  know — and  where  is  he  unknown  7 
To  what  far  region  have  his  songs  not  flown, 
Like  Psaphon's  birds,'  qwaking  their  master's  name, 
In  ev'ry  language,  syllabled  by  Fame  7 — 
How  all,  who've  felt  the  various  epeUa  combined 
Within  the  circ  e  of  that  master- ;mnd« — 
Like  BpeWs,  derived  rom  many  i.  itar,  and  met 
Together  in  some  wondroos  amulet, — 
Would  bum  to  know  when  first  the  Light  awoke 
In  his  young  soul, — and  if  the  gleams  that  broke 
From  that  Aurora  of  his  genius,  raised 
Most  pain  or  bliss  in  those  on  whom  they  blazed ; 
Would  love  to  trace  th'  unfolding  of  that  pow'r. 
Which  hath  grown  ampler,  grander,  ev'ry  hour ; 
And  feel,  in  watching  o'er  his  first  advance. 

As  did  th'  Egyptian  traveller,*  when  he  stood 
By  the  young  Nile,  and  fathom'd  with  his  lance 

The  fast  small  fountains  of  that  mighty  flood. 

They,  too,  who,  mid  the  scornful  thoughts  that 
dweU 
In  his  rich  fancy,  tingmg  all  its  streams, — 

sition  voulait  prouver  qu'elle  en  etalt  capable.  Elle  ordonna 
des  recherches  pour  decouvrlr  s'U  n*y  avait  pas  dans  Venise 
queiqne  exil6  an-dessos  da  comman,  qal  eftt  rompu  son 
ban :  ensuite  nn  des  patriclens  qui  6 talent  aux  gages  du 
tribunal,  re^nt  la  mission  d*assasslner  ce  malheureux,  et 
Pordre  de  s*ea  vanter,  en  disant  quMl  s*etalt  porte  &  cet  acte, 
parce  que  ce  banni  etalt  I'agent  d*un  minlstre  etianger,  et 
avait  cherche  A  le  corrompre.'* — **  Remarqnons,'*  adds  M. 
Dar^  **  qne  cecl  n'est  pas  nne  simple  anecdote ;  c*est  una 
mission  projetie,  deilbdrie,  6crite  d'avance ;  une  rigle  de 
condulte  tracde  par  des  hommes  graves  &  leurs  successetrs, 
et  consignee  dans  des  statute.** 

The  cases,  in  which  assassination  Is  ordered  by  these 
Statutes,  are  as  follow  :— 

**  Un  ouvrier  de  Tarsenal,  un  chef  de  ce  qn*on  appelle  par- 
mi  les  marlns  le  menstrance,  passalt-ll  au  service  d*une 
puissance  ^trangire :  U  fiillalt  le  fiiire  assassiner,  surtout  si 
c*dtalt  un  homme  riputA  brave  et  habile  dans  sa  profession.** 
(jSH.  3,  de*  StatuU.) 

<' AvalMl  commis  qnelque  action  qu'on  ne  Jugeait  pas  A 
propos  de  punlr  Jurldlquement,  on  devait  le  faire  empoison- 
ner.'*  {Art.  14.) 

*'lTn  artisan  passalt-ll  A  Tdtraager  en  y  exportantquelque 
pvoeidd  de  Tlndustrle  natlonale :  c*6talt  encore  un  cijljne 
capital,  que  la  loi  Inconnue  ordonnalt  de  punir  par  un  assas- 
sinat"    (jfrCSe.) 

The  fliclUty  with  which  they  got  rid  of  their  Duke  of  Bed- 
fiwds.  Lord  Fltzwllllams,  Itc.,  was  admirable :  it  was  thus  :— 

**  Le  patrlden  qui  se  permettait  le  molndre  propos  contre 
le  goovemement,  Atait  admooAtA  deux  fols,  et  A  la  trolsMme 
MfAesMMMeerr^iMs.''    (.tfrtSB.) 
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Ai  if  the  Star  of  BittemesB,  which  fell 

On  earth  of  old/  had  touch'd  them  with  iti 
heamsi — 
Can  track  a  spirit,  which,  though  driven  to  hate, 
From  Nature's  hands  came  kind,  affectionate  ; 
And  which,  er'n  now,  strudL  as  it  is  with  Uight, 
Comes  out,  at  times,  in  lore's  own  native  light ; — 
How  gladly  all,  who've  watch'd  these  struggling  rays 
Of  a  bright,  ruin'd  spirit  through  his  lays. 
Would  here  inquire,  as  from  his  own  (rank  lips, 

What  desolating  grief,  what  wrongs  had  driven 
That  noble  nature  into  cold  eclipse ; 

Like  some  fair  orb  that,  once  a  sun  m  heaven, 
And  bom,  not  only  to  surprise,  but  cheer 
With  warmth  and  lustre  all  within  its  sphere, 
Is  now  so  quench'd,  that  of  its  grandeur  lasts 
Naught,  but  the  wide,  cold  shadow  which  it  casts ! 

Lventful  volume !  whatsoe'er  the  change 

Of  scene    and   clime — ^th'  adventures,  boM   and 

strange— 
The  griefo— the  frailties,  but  too  frankly  told — 
The  loves,  the  feuds  thy  pages  may  unfold. 
If  Truth  with  half  so  prompt  a  hand  unlocks 

His  virtues  as  his  failings,  we  shall  find 
The  record  there  of  friendships,  held  like  rocks, 

And  enmities,  like  sun-touch'd  snow,  resign'd ; 
Of  fealty,  cherish'd  without  change  or  chill, 
In  those  wfaa  served  him,  young,  and  serve  him  still ; 
Of  gen'rous  aid,  giv'n  with  that  noiseless  art 
Which  wakes  not  pride,  to  many  a  wounded  heart ; 
Of  acts — ^bnt,  no — not  from  hunself  must  aught 

Of  the  bright  features  of  his  life  be  sought 
While  they,  who  court  the  world,  like  Milton's 

cloud,* 
'  Turn  forth  their  silver  linmg"  on  the  crowd, 
This  gifted  Being  wraps  himself  in  night ; 

And,  keeping  all  that  softens,  and  adorns. 
And  gilds  his  social  nature  hid  fit>m  sight, 

Toms  but  its  darkness  on  a  worki  he  scorns. 


1  "And  the  name  of  the  star  is  called  wormwood,  and  the 
thifd  nart  of  the  waters  became  wonnwood.**~/Z«v.  vUL 


•  *«  Did  a  sable  cloud 
Tom  forth  her  silver  Ihihig  on  the  night  r* 

•  In  the  Tribone  at  Flonaee 
«lAthePalai»>FittL 
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EXTRACT  VIIL 

Tenlee. 
FbmaU  Beautjf  at  Venie9.-^yo  longer  what  it  wm»  ia  tk§ 
Time  of  TUian.-^HU  Mietreoe.-^Fariotu  Fbrwu  in  ttkiek 
ke  hoe  fainted  her. — Vmu*. — Divine  and  prof  one  Leme.-^ 
La  F)ragiliti  d'Jtmore, — Pant  Feroneee. — His  Women. — 
Marriage  of  Cana.—C3uLraUer  of  Italian  B^mtf, — Ra- 
phad  Efmarina. — Modeetp. 

Thy  brave,  thy  leam'd,  have  pass'd  away ; 
Thy  beautiful ! — ah,  where  are  they  ? 
The  forms,  the  faces,  that  once  shone,    . 

Models  of  grace,  in  TiUan*Ji  eye, 
Where  are  they  now  ?  while  flowers  live  on 

In  ruhi'd  places,  why,  oh  why 

Must  Beauty  thus  with  Glory  die  ? 
That  maid,  whose  lips  would  still  have  moved. 

Could  art  have  breathed  a  spirit  througrfa  them ; 
Whose  varying  charms  her  artist  loved 

More  fondly  ev^ry  time  he  drew  them, 
(So  oft  beneath  his  touch  they  pass'd. 
Each  semblance  fairer  than  the  last ;) 
Wearing  each  shape  that  Fancy's  range 

Offers  to  Love — yet  still  the  one 
Fair  idol,  seen  through  every  change. 

Like  facets  of  some  orient  stone, — 

In  each  the  same  bright  image  shown. 
Sometimes  a  Venus,  unarray'd 

But  in  her  beauty* — sometimes  deck'd 
In  costly  raiment,  as  a  maid 

That  kings  might  for  a  throne  select* 
Now  high  and  proud,  like  one  who  thoogfat 
The  worid  should  at  her  feet  be  brought ; 
Now,  with  a  look  reproachful,  sad,* — 
Unwonted  look  from  brow  so  glad ; — 
And  telling  of  a  pain  too  deep 
For  tongue  to  speak  or  eyes  to  weep. 
Sometimes,  through  allegory's  veil. 

In  double  semblance  seen  to  shine. 
Telling  a  strange  and  mystic  tale 

Of  Love  Profane  and  Love  Divines- 
Akin  m  features,  but  in  heart 
As  far  as  earth  and  heav'n  apart 
Or  else  (by  quaint  device  to  prove 
The  frailty  of  all  woridly  love) 
Holding  a  globe  of  glass,  as  thm 

As  aur-blown  bubbles,  in  her  hand. 
With  a  young  Love  confined  therein. 

Whose  wings  seem  waiting  to  expand — 

•  Alludes  partienlariy  to  the  portrait  of  her  in  the  Sdana 
collection  at  Rome,  where  the  loolr  of  rooomfbl  repioach  in 
those  fVill,  ihadowyeyes,  as  if  she  had  been  ui\Jnstlyacca»- 
ed  of  fomethlng  wrong,  ia  exquisite 

•  The  fhi|  picture  in  the  Palaxao  Boif heie,  called  (Uli  til 
easy  to  say  why)  **  Sacred  and  ProfKne  Love,**  la  wbleh  thi 
two  flgnres,  fitting  on  the  edge  of  the  fountain,  am 
portraits  of  the  same  persea.  « 
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And  telling,  by  ber  anzioos  eyes. 

Tbat,  if  that  ihul  oib  breaks,  he  flies  !* 

O'er  thoughts  and  looks  so  bland  a  nigB» 

That  not  a  thought  or  feeUng  loses 

Tboa,  too,  with  tooch  magnificent. 

Its  fredmea  in  that  gentle  chain. 

Paul  of  Veiona  !— where  are  they. 

The  oriental  fonns,*  that  lent 

Thy  canyasB  such  a  bright  array? 

Seems  part  of  theilr  own  loveUness; 

Like  the  son's  drapery,  which,  at  eve, 

EXTRACT  IX. 

The  floatmg  clouds  around  him  weave 

Of  light  they  from  himself  receive ! 

Venice. 

Where  is  there  now  the  living  face 
like  those  that,  in  thy  nuptial  throng, 

tuedU  StreH.^Tke  SimpUn  and  tk«  Stodfc*.— Jby*  for  trw 

By  their  superb,  voluptuous  grace. 

m4  PrrtmU$.-Mr:  Hopkiiu  mdtke  ITtMttf  OUmu 

Make  us  forget  the  time,  the  place. 

The  holy  guests  they  smile  among, — 

And  is  there  then  no  earthly  place. 

Tdl,  in  that  feast  of  heaven-sent  wine. 

Where  we  can  rest,  in  dreun  Elysian, 

We  saw  no  miracles  hut  thine. 

Without  some  cursed,  round  Englidi  £ftce, 

Popping  up  near  to  break  the  vision? 

If  e'er,  except  in  Pamtmg's  dream, 

'Mid  northern  lakes,  ^iiid  southern  vines. 

There  Uoom'd  such  beauty  here,  'tis  gone^— 

Unholy  cits  we're  doom'd  to  meet ; 

Gone,  like  the  face  that  in  the  stream 

Nor  highest  Alps  nor  Apennines 

Of  Ocean  for  an  instant  shone. 

Are  sacred  from  Threadneedle  Street! 

When  Venus  at  that  mirror  gave 

A  last  look,  ere  she  left  the  wave. 

If  up  the  Simplon's  path  we  wmd. 

And  though,  among  the  crowded  ways, 

Fancying  we  leave  this  worid  behmd. 

We  ofl  are  startled  by  the  Uaze 

Such  pleasant  sounds  salute  one's  ear 

Of  eyes  that  pass,  with  fitful  light. 

As—"  Baddidi  news  from  'Change,  my  dear — 

Like  fire-flies  on  the  wing  at  night,* 

«  The  Funds— (phew,  curse  this  ugly  hUl)— 

Tis  not  that  nobler  beauty^  giv'n 

"  Are  low'ring  fast,— -(what,  higher  stiU  ?)— 

"And — (zooks,   we're  mounting  up  to  heav- 

Ev'n in  its  shape  most  pure  and  fair, 

en  !)- 

'Tm  Beauty,  with  but  half  her  zone^— 

"  Win  soon  be  down  to  sixty-eeven." 

All  that  can  warm  the^nse  is  there. 

But  the  Soul's  deeper  charm  is  flown  :— 

Go  where  we  may— rest  where  we  will. 

'TIS  Rathakl's  Fomarina^— warm. 

liuzuriant,  arch,  but  unrefined  ; 

The  trash  of  Almack's  or  Fleet  Ditch— 

A  flower,  round  which  the  noontide  swarm 

And  scarce  a  pin's  head  difierence  whieh^~ 

Of  young  Desires  may  buzz  and  wind. 

Mixes,  though  ev'n  to  Greece  we  run. 

But  where  true  Love  no  treasure  meets, 

With  every  rill  from  Helicon ! 

Worth  hoarding  in  his  hive  of  sweets. 

And,  if  this  rage  for  travelling  lasts. 

If  Cockneys,  of  all  sects  and  castes, 

Ah,  no, — ^for  this,  and  for  the  hue 

Old  maidens,  aldermen,  and  squires. 

Upon  the  rounded  cheek,  which  tells 

Wm  leave  their  puddings  and  coal  files. 

How  fresh,  within  the  heart,  this  dew 

To  gape  at  things  in  foreign  lands, 

Of  Love's  unrifled  sweetness  dwells. 

No  soul  among  them  understands ; 

We  must  go  back  to  our  own  Isles, 

If  Blues  desert  their  coteries, 

Where  Modesty,  which  here  but  gives 

To  show  off 'mong  the  Wahabees; 

A  rare  and  transient  grace  to  smiles. 

In  the  heart's  holy  centre  lives ; 

Nor  fear  of  Mamelukes  foifaidi 

iThUfkBclftal  allegory U the ral^eeto'  a ptetoe by Tl- 

womea  may  be  regarded  as  pvetty  cIom  imltoUoos  of  the 

whoM  colleedon,  though  unaU,  coatoias  sone  bsautifU 

•The  Marriage  of  Ckaa. 

spedineDS  of  all  the  great  maaten. 

« **  Gertain  it  to  (as  Arthur  Toang  tmly  aad  feeliagly  saya) 

one  aow  aad  ihoa  msMs  with  tanlMe  enet  la  Italy.'* 
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Toon;  ladies,  with  pink  paraiob, 

To  glide  among  the  Pyramids' — 
Why,  then,  farewell  all  hope  to  find 
A  spot,  that's  free  from  London-kind ! 
Who  knows,  if  to  the  West  we  roam, 
Bat  we  may  find  some  Blue  "  at  home" 

Among  the  Blacks  of  Carolina — 
Or,  flying  to  the  Eastward,  see 
Some  Mrs.  Hopkins,  taking  tea 
And  toast  upon  the  Wall  of  Chma  i 


EXTRACT  X. 


Bfantna. 


Fiertn  tf  Hippolyta  to  her  Hu§btad, 

Thit  tell  me  thoa'rt  the  favored  guest* 

Of  every  fair  and  brilliant  throng ; 
No  wit,  like  thine,  to  wake  the  jest, 

No  voice  like  thme,  to  breathe  the  song. 
And  none  could  guess,  so  gay  thou  art. 
That  thou  and  I  are  far  apart 
Alas,  alas,  how  different  flows, 

With  thee  and  me  the  time  away. 
Not  that  I  wish  thee  sad,  heaven  knows— 

StiU,  if  thou  canst,  be  light  and  gay ; 
I  only  know  that  without  thee 
The  sun  himself  is  dark  for  me. 

Do  I  pot  on  the  jewels  rare 

Thon'st  always  loved  to  see  me  wear? 

Do  I  perfume  the  locks  that  thou 

So  oft  hast  braided  o'er  my  brow. 

Thus  deck'd,  through  festive  crowds  to  run. 

And  all  th'  assembled  world  to  see, — 
AH  but  the  one,  the  absent  one. 

Worth  more  than  present  worlds  to  me ! 
No,  nothing  cheen  this  widow'd  heart — 
My  only  joy,  from  thee  apart. 
From  thee  thyself,  is  sitting  houn 

And  days,  before  thy  pictured  form — 
That  dream  of  thee,  which  Raphael's  pow'is 

Have  made  with  all  but  life-breath  warm ! 
And  as  I  smile  to  it,  and  say 
The  words  I  q>eak  to  thee  in  play. 


1  It  was  pink  tfentert^  I  believe,  that  the  ImagiaatioB  of 
the  Freneh  traveller  conjured  up.  9 

•  Utqae  femnt  Istos  eoavlvta  Icta 
Et  eelebras  lentU  otia  mista  Jocis ; 
Aut  eithant  cstivom  attenuas  cantaqae  calorem. 

Hel  mlhi,  qaarn  dUpar  nunc  mea  vfta  torn ! 
Nee  mlhi  lUspUceaat  qpm  mat  tibi  grata ;  sed  ipea  eit, 

Te  line,  lax  ocnIU  pene  Inimlca  inels. 
Hon  awo  aat  gemni  eapat  ezornare  nitenti 
He  Juvat,  aut  Aiabo  ipaigere  odore  comas : 


I  fancy  fitxm  their  silent  frame, 
Those  eyes  and  lips  give  back  the  same ; 
And  still  I  gaze,  and  still  they  keep 
Smiling  thus  on  me — till  I  weep ! 
Our  little  boy,  too,  knows  it  well. 

For  there  I  lead  him  every  day, 
And  teach  his  lispmg  lips  to  tell 

The  name  of  one  that's  far  away. 
Forgive  me,  love,  but  thus  alone 
My  time  is  cheer'd,  while  thou  art  gone. 


EXTOACT  XL 

FloieDoe. 
No — ^'tis  not  the  region  where  Love's  to  be  found — 
They  have  bosoms  that  sigh,  they  have  glances 
that  rove. 
They  have   language  a  Sappho's  own  lip  might 
resound. 
When  she  warbled  her  best — ^but  they've  nothmg 
like  Love. 

Nor  is't  that  puro  sentiment  only  they  want. 
Which   Heav'n  for  the  mild  and  the  tranquil 
hath  made — 
Calm,  wedded  afiection,  that  home-rooted  plant, 
Which  sweetens  seclusion,  and  smiles  in  the 
shade; 

That  feelmg,  which,  after  long  years  have  gone  by. 
Remains,  like  a  portrait  we've  sat  for  m  youth. 

Where,  ev'n  though  the  flush  of  the  colors  may  fly, 
The  features  still  live,  in  their  first  smiling  truth ; 

That  union,  where  all  that  in  Woman  is  kind. 
With  all  that  in  Man  most  ennoblingly  tow'rs, 

Grow  wreath'd  into  one— like  the  column,  combined 
Of  the  strength  of  the  shaft  and  the  cental's 
JUno'rs, 

Of  this— bear  ye  witness,  ye  wives,  ev'rywhere. 
By  the  Arno,  the  Po,  l^  all  Italy's  stream»^ 

Of  this  heart-wedded  love,  so  delicious  to  share. 
Not  a  husband  hath  even  one  glimpse  in  his 
dreams. 


Nob  celebres  ludoe  fhstls  ipectare  diebos. 

*  *  •  • 

Sola  taos  vnltos  referens  Raphaelli  imago 

Picta  mana,  coras  allevat  usqne  meas. 
Hole  ego  delicias  fado,  arrldeoqae  Jocorqae, 

AUoqnor  et  tanquam  reddere  verba  queat. 
AsABtQ  nntnqae  mihl  scpe  Ilia  vldetur    ' 

DIcere  velle  allqoid  et  toa  verba  loqai. 
Agnoacit  balboque  patrem  paer  ore  salatat 

Hoe  aolor  loagas  dedpioque  dies. 
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But  it  iff  not  thii,  only  ^bon^  fuU  of  the  light 
Of  a  iiiii,  from  whose  firant  the  Inxoriant  fettoou 

Of  these  beautifal  vaUeys  drink  Instre  so  hright, 
A*hat,  beside  hinii  our  suns  of  the  north  are  hot 
moons* — 

We  might  fancy,  at  least,  like  their  climate  they 
bom'd; 
And  that  hove,  though  unused,  in  this  region  of 
spring, 
To  be  thus  to  a  tame  Household  Deity  tum*d, 
Would  yet  be  all  soul,  when  abroad  on  the  wing. 

And  there  may  be,  there  are,  those  explosions  of 
heart. 
Which  burst,  when  the  senses  have  first  caught 
the  flame; 
Such  fits  of  the  blood  as  those  clhnates  impart, 
Where  Love  is  a  snuHBtroke,  that  maddens  the 
l*ame 

« 

But  that  Pasnon,  which  springs  m  the  depth  of  the 
soul; 

Whose  begmnings  are  yiiginly  pure  as  the  source 
Of  some  small  mountain  rivulet,  destined  to  roll 

As  a  toiient,  ere  long,  losing  peace  m  its 


A  oomse,  te  which  Modesty's  struggle  but  lends 
A  more  headlong  descent,  without  chance  of 
recall; 

But  which  Modesty  eVn  to  the  last  edge  attends. 
And,  then,  throws  a  halo  of  tears  round  its  £bJ1  ! 


This  ezquinte  Pasnon— ay,  exquisite,  even 
Mid  the  ruin  its  madness  too  often  hath  made. 

As  it  keeps,  even  then,  a  bright  trace  of  the  heaven. 
That  heaven  of  Virtue  from  which  it  has  stray'd — 

This  entirenesB  of  love,  which  can  only  be  found. 
Where    Woman,   like   something   that's    holy, 
watch'd  over. 

And  fenced,  fW>m  her  childhood,  with  purity  round. 
Comes,  body  and  soul,  fresh  as  Spring,  to  a  lover ! 

Where  not  an  eye  answers,  where  not  a  hand 


Till  spirit  with  spirit  m  sympathy  move ; 
And  the  Senses,  asleep  in  their  sacred  recesses. 
Can  only  be  reach'd   through  the  temple  of 
Love!— 

« 

This  perfection  of  Pasnon— how  con  it  be  found, 
Where  the  mystery  nature  hath  hung  round  the 
tie 


iBef|Uiio-<lMUrUi|ilMe,iilink   orBsrleqala. 


By  which  souls  are  together  attracted  and  bound* 
Is  laid  open,  forever,  to  heart,  ear,  and  eye ; — 

Where  naught  oT  that  umocent  doubt  can  exist. 
That   ignorance,  even    than   knowledge   more 
bright, 
Which  circles  the  young,  like  the  mom's  sunny 
mist. 
And  curtains  them  round  in  their  own  native 
light;— 

Where  Experience  leaves  nothing  for  Love  to  reveal. 
Or  for  Fancy,  in  visions,  to  gleam  o'er  the  thought ; 

But  the  truths  which,  alone,  we  would  die  to  conceal 
From  the  maiden's  young  heart,  are  the  only  ones 
taught 

No,  nc  Mb  not  here,  howsoever  we  sigh, 
Whether  purely  to  Hymen's  one  planet  we  pray. 

Or  adore,  like  Sateans,  each  light  of  Love's  sky. 
Here  tff  not  the  region,  to  fix  or  to  stray. 

For  faithless  in  wedlock,  m  gallantry  gross, 
Without  honor  to  guard,  or  reserve  to  restrain. 

What  have  they,  a  husband  can  mourn  as  a  lo«7 
What  have  they,  a  lover  can  prize  as  a  gain? 


EXTRACT  XII. 

Florence. 
JUsie  in  JuUf.-^Du^fvinUd  bjf  Uj—RtcoUtctima  ^  atker 
Timet  and  Friend». — JDo/tow.— 5tr  John  Sttv9n»9n.''Hu 
Daughter.— Muneal  Eveninge  t^ether, 

•  •  •  •  • 

Ir  it  6e  true  that  Music  reigns. 

Supreme,  in  Italy's  soft  shades, 
1^  like  that  Harmony,  so  famous. 
Among  the  spheres,  which,  He  of  Samob 
Declared,  had  such  transcendent  merit, 
That  not  a  soul  on  earth  could  hear  it ; 
For,  far  as  I  have  come — ^from  Lakes, 
Whose  sleep  the  Tramontana  breaks. 
Through  Milan,  and  that  land,  which  gave 

The  Hero  of  the  rainbow  vest' — 
By  Mincio's  banks,  and  by  that  wave,* 

Which  made  Verona's  bard  so  bleas'd — 
Places,  that  (like  the  Attic  shore, 

\^%ich  rung  back  music,  when  the  sea 
Struck  on  its  marge)  should  be,  all  o'er, 

Thrilling  alive  with  melody — 
Fve  heard  no  music — ^not  a  note 
Of  such  sweet  native  airs  m  float. 


*Tbs<.«fi»dlOaida. 
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In  my  own  land,  among  the  throng, 
And  speak  our  nation's  aonl  for  song 

Nay,  eVn  in  higher  walks,  whe:e  Art 
Performs,  as  'twere,  the  gardener's  part, 
And  richer,  if  not  sweeter,  makes 
The  flow'n  she  from  the  wild-hedge  takes — 
EVn  there,  no  voice  hath  charm'd  my  ear, 

No^taste  hath  won  my  perfect  praise, 
like  thme,  dear  friend* — long,  troly  dear^ 

Thine,  and  thy  loved  Olivia's  lays. 
She,  always  beautiful,  and  growing 

Still  more  so  ev'ry  note  she  sings- 
Like  an  inspired  young  Sibyl,'  glowing 

With  her  own  bright  imaginings ! 
And  thou,  most  worthy  to  be  tied 

In  music  to  her,  as  in  love, 
Breathing  that  language  by  her  side. 

All  other  language  far  above, 
Eloquent  Song — ^whose  tones  and  words 
In  eVry  heart  find  answering  chords ! 

How  happy  once  the  hours  we  pass'd, 

Singing  or  list'ning  all  day  long,       • 
Till  Time  itself  seem'd  changed,  at  last. 

To  music,  and  we  lived  m  song ! 
Turning  the  leaves  of  Hatdn  o'er. 

As  quick,  beneath  her  master  hand. 
They  open'd  all  their  brilliant  store, 

like  chambers,  touch'd  by  fairy  wand ; 
Or  o'er  the  page  of  Mozart  bending. 

Now  by  Us  airy  warUings  cheer'd, 
Now  in  his  mournful  Requiem  blending 

Voices,  through  which  the  heart  was  heard. 

And  still,  to  lead  our  ev'ning  choir, 

Was  He  invoked,  thy  loved-one's  Sire' — 

He,  wh>)  if  aught  of  grace  there  be 

In  the  wild  notes  I  write  or  sing. 
First  smooth'd  their  links  of  harmony. 

And  lent  them  charms  they  did  not  bring ; — 
He,  of  the  gentlest,  simplest  heart, 
With  whom,  employ'd  in  his  sweet  art, 
(That  ait,  which  gives  this  worid  of  ours 

A  notion  h9w  they  speak  m  heaVn,) 
Fve  pass'd  more  bright  and  charmed  hours 

Than  all  earth's  wisdom  could  have  giv'n. 
Oh  happy  days,  oh  early  friends. 

How  life,  since  then,  hath  lost  its  flow'rs ! 


\  Edward  Taite  Dallon  the  first  hiuband  of  Sir  John 
Stevenson's  dangbter,  the  lata  Marchioness  of  Headfort 

•  Bnch  aa  those  of  Domonichlno  in  the  Palaxzo  Boigheae 
at  the  Capllol,  Ace 

*  BIr  John  Stevenson. 

4  The  *'CoqjQratlon  de  Nicolas  Gabrini.  dit  de  RIenzi/*  by 
Ihe  JtnLt  Dn  Ceiteea,  la  chiefly  taken  firom  the  mnch  mora 


But  yet — though  Tnne  mnne  foliage  rends, 
The  stem,  the  Friendship,  still  is  oms ; 
And  long  may  it  endure,  as  green. 
And  fresh  as  it  hath  always  been ! 

How  I  have  wander'd  from  my  theme ! 

But  where  is  he,  that  could  return 
To  such  cold  subjects  from  a  dream. 

Through  which  these  best  of  feeUngs  bum7- 
Not  all  the  works  of  Science,  Art, 

Or  Genius  in  this  world  are  worth 
One  genuine  sigh,  that  from  the  heart 

Friendship  or  Love  draws  freshly  forth. 


EXTRACT  Xm. 


R^^Uetiont  0%  reading  Du  Cere«au*»  Jlecaunt  •f  fJka  Cmk 
ifiraep  •f  Runti^  in  1347.^— 7%a  Muting  9f  tk»  Ctm 
$pirator»  on  the  J^ht  of  tk«  litk  of  Mt^.^Tktir  Fra- 
euaion  in  (k»  Morning  to  tko  Cofitol» — Riaa,  i 


'TwAS  a  proud  moment— ev'n  to  hear  the  woidi 

Of  Truth    and    Freedom  'mid   these    temples 
breathed. 
And  see,  once  more,  the  Forum  shine  with  Bwold^ 

In  the  Republic's  sacred  name  unsheath'd — 
That  glimpse,  that  vision  of  a  brighter  day. 

For  his  dear  Rome,  must  to  a  Roman  be* 
Short  as  it  was,  worth  ages  pass'd  away 

In  the  dull  lapse  of  hopeless  slavery. 

'Twas  on  a  night  of  May,  beneath  that  moon. 
Which  had,  through  many  an  age,  seen  Time  imtune 
The  strings  of  this  Great  Empire,  tUl  it  fell 
From  his  rude  hands,  a  broken,  silent  shell — 
The  sound  of  the  church  clock,*  near  Aomuii'i 

Tomb, 
Snmmon'd  the  warriors,  who  had  risen  for  Rome, 
To  meet  nnarm'd, — ^with  none   to   watch    them 

there. 
But  God's  own  eye, — and  pass  the  night  m  pnyer; 
Holy  beginning  of  a  holy  cause. 
When  heroes,  girt  for  Freedom's  combat,  paive 
Before  high  Heav'n,  and,  humble  in  their  might* 
Call  down  its  blessing  on  that  coming  fight 


anthentie  work  of  Fortlfiocca  on  the  same  solyecL    SiaasI 
was  the  son  of  a  lanndress. 

*  It  is  not  easy  to  discover  what  ehnrch  ia  maniit  by  Da 
Cercean  here  >-^  II  fit  crier  dans  les  nxes  de  RoiBe,  4  aonds 
trompe,  qne  chacnn  eflt  i  se  troaver,  sans  armes,  la  rndtda 
lendemaln,diz-nenviiroe,  dans  1  Aglise  da  cb&teaa  de  Saial> 
Ange,  an  son  de  la  doche,  afin  de  ponrvoir  au  Boa  S*iaL" 
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At  dawn,  in  armf,  went  forth  the  pstriot  band ; 
And,  as  the  braese,  iVesh  fimn  the  Tnirn,  fum'd 
Their  gilded  gonfalons,  dl  eyei  ooald  see 

The  pohn-tree  there,  the  sword,  the  keye  of 
HeaVn>— 
T^pei  of  the  justice,  peace,  and  liberty. 

That  were  to  bless  them,  when  their  chains  were 
riVn. 
On  to  the  Capitol  the  pageant  moved. 

While  many  a  Shade  of  other  tunes,  that  still 
Aronnd  that  grave  of  grandeur  sighing  roved. 

Hung  o*er  their  footrteps  up  the  Sacred  Hill, 
And  heard  its  mournful  echoes,  as  the  last 
High-minded  heirs  of  the  Republic  pass'd. 
'Twas   then    that   thou,  their   Tribune,*    (name, 

which  brought 
Dreams  of  lost  glory  to  each  patriot's  thought,) 
Didst,  with  a  spirit  Rome  in  vain  shall  seek 
To  wake  up  in  her  sons  again,  thus  speak : — 
"  RoMAMB,  look  round  you-— on  this  sacred  place 

"  There  once  stood  shrines,  and  gods,  and  godlike 
men. 
"  What  see  you  now  ?  what  solitary  trace 

"  Is  left  of  all,  that  made  Rome's  glory  then  7 
«  The  shrines  are  sunk,  the  Sacred  Mount  bereft 

"  Ev*n  of  its  name — and  nothing  now  remams 
"  But  the  deep  mem'ry  of  that  glory,  left 

**  To  whet  our  pangs  and  aggravate  our  chains ! 
*'  But  skdU  this  be  ?— our  sun  and  sky  the  same, — 

**  Treading  the  very  soil  our  fathers  tiod, — 
"  What  with'ring  cuzse  hath  fallen  on  soul  and  frame, 

**  What  visitation  hath  there  come  from  God, 
"  To  blast  our  strength,  and  rot  us  into  slaves, 
**  Here,  on  our  great  forefathers'  glorious  graves? 
"  It  cannot  be — rise  up,  ye  Mighty  Dead, — 

"  If  we,  the  living,  are  too  weak  to  crush 
"  These  tyrant  priests,  that  o*er  your  empire  tread, 

"  Till  all  but  Romans  at  Rome's  tameness  Uush ! 

*<  Happy,  PAUcraA,  in  thy  desert  domes, 
"  Wheie  only  date-trees  sigh  and  serpents  hiss ; 

**  And  thou,  whose  piUais  are  but  silent  homes 
*'  For  the  stork's  brood,  superb  Peasxtolis  ! 


>  **  Let  fentUihomines  eonjar^s  portaient  devant  loi  trols 
iteadarta.  NIcoiaa  Goallato,  attrnomiD^  le  *•»  iittur,  por- 
tait  le  pramler,  qui  ^tait  de  coaleor  rouge,  et  plot  fnnd  que 
lesantrea.  On  y  royait  des  caraet^ras  d*or  avee  mie  IbinnM 
aasiae  anr  deox  lions,  tenant  d'nne  main  le  globe  da  nHmde, 
et  de  rantre  um  Po/sm  poor  repretenter  la  vllle  d«  Ronie. 
C*etait  to  Gonfalon  de  la  Liberti,  Le  ■econd,  i  foods  blane, 
avec  on  St  Panl  tenant  de  la  dfolte  wm  Epi$  nne  et  de  la 
gauche  U  conronne  de  Justice^  etalt  portA  par  Etleane  Maf- 
nacnecla,  notairo  apoatoliqae.  Dans  to  traisMne,  BC  Ftorrs 
avalt  en  main  U*  thfa  de  to  Concorde  et  de  to  Pals.  Toat 
ceto  in^oait  to  desseln  de  Rlenzl,  qol  «tait  de  retabllr  to 
Ibeni,  to  Joatice^  et  to  paiz.**— Do  Csscbav,  Uv.  U. 

•RtonsL 

•  ThsfliieOaaBoneofPetta7eh,beginnlii«  **8plrlOfsnlll,** 


"  Thrice  happy  both,  that  your  eztinguish'd  race 
"  Have  left  no  embers— no  half-living  trace— 
**  No  slaves,  to  crawl  around  the  once  proud  spot, 
"  TUl  past  renown  in  present  shame's  forgot 
'*  While  RoMB,  the  Queen  of  all,  whose  very  wrecks, 

**  If  lone  and  lifeless  through  a  desert  hnri'd, 
"  Would  wear  more  true  magnificence  than  decks 

«  Th' assembled  thrones  of  all  th' existing  worid— 
"  Rome,  Rome  alone,  is  haunted,  stain'd,  and  cursed, 

«  Through  ev'ry  spot  her  princely  Tibee  laves, 
*'  By  living  human  things — the  deadliest,  worst, 

"  This  earth  engenders-— tyrants  and  their  slaves ! 
"And  we— oh  shame! — ^we,  who  have  ponder'd 
o'er 

"  The  patriot's  lesson  and  the  poet's  lay  f 
**  Have  mounted  up  the  streams  of  ancient  lore, 

'*  Tracking  our  country's  glories  all  the  way-« 
«  EVn  we  have  tamely,  basely  kiss'd  the  ground 

"  Before  that  Papal  Power,— that  Ghost  of  Her, 
'*  The  Worid's  Imperial  mistress— sitting,  crown'd 

"  And  ghastly,  on  her  mould'ring  sepukdiro  !^ 

f  But  this  is  past .— ioo  long  have  lordly  priests 
«  And  priestly  lords  led  us,  with  all  our  pride 
"  With'ring  about  us — like  devoted  beasts, 

«  Dragg'd  to  the  shrine,  with  faded  gariands  tied. 
«  *Tis  o'er, — the  dawn  of  our  deliv'rance  breaks ! 
"  Up  from  his  sleep  of  centuries  awakes 
"  The  Genius  of  the  Old  Republic,  free 
"  As  first  he  stood,  in  chainless  majesty, 
"  And  sends  his  voice  through  ages  yet  to  come, 
"  Proclaiming  Rome,  Rome,  Rome,  Eternal  Rome  !" 


to  snppMed,  by  Voltaire  and  others,  to  ha%*e  been  addressed 
to  Rtonxi;  but  there  to  much  more  evidence  of  Its  baring 
been  written,  as  Glngnen*  asserts,  to  the  young  Stephen 
Goloona,  on  bto  being  created  a  Senator  of  Bome.  That 
Petrarch,  however,  was  fiUed  with  high  and  patriotic  hopes 
by  the  first  measures  of  this  eztraonUnary  man,  appears 
from  one  of  hto  letteis,  qnoted  by  Dn  Cercean,  where  be 
says,— *"  Poor  toat  dire,  en  nn  mot,  J*atteste,  non  comoM 
leeteor,  mato  eooune  timoln  oentolre,  qa*ll  noos  a  ramea« 
to  Jnsttoe,  to  palx,to  bonne  Ifal,  to  secoritA,  et  Ions  les  aatvss 
vestiges  de  Tige  d*or.** 

«  Thto  Image  to  borrowed  tnan  Bobbes,  whose  words  are, 
as  near  as  I  can  recollect :— "  For  what  to  the  Papacy,  hot 
the  Obost  of  the  old  Roman  Emptoe,  sitting  crowned  on  the 
grave  Ibsteofr* 
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EXTRACT  XIV. 

Rome. 
R-agwunt  of  a  Dream^-^Thg  great  Painten  atippatoi  to  be 
Magieiam9^-~Tke  B^jrinningt  <^  tie  Jirt  •^OUiiiMge  am  the 
Gioriet  and  Draperiee.—Imprwtmmdt  under  OioUe,  4rc* 
•"Thejirtt  Baton  of  tko  true  S^e  tm  Maeaeeio.StMdied 
bt  all  the  great  ArtieU  wkefoUowei  kirn.— Leonardo  da 
Kinth  »^  whom  eemmgneed  the  Oeiden  J§ge  ef  Painting. 
'Hia  Knowledge  of  MatJUmaiieo  and  of  MueU.-^Hie 
female  Beads  all  like  each  other.— Triangnlar  Facee,— 
Psrtraita  ^  Mona  Liea,  ^"Picture  of  Fanitf  and 
Modeetf.—Hie  ehtf-d^mivre,  tke  Loot  Snpper.^Fkdedand 
a/m0«t  ^aeed 

FiLL*D  with  the  wonden  I  had  seen, 

In  Rome's  stupendous  shrmes  and  halls, 
I  Celt  the  veil  of  sleep,  serene, 
Come  o'er  the  mem'ry  of  each  scene, 

As  twilight  o'er  the  landscape  falls. 
Nor  was  it  slumber,  sound  and  deep. 

But  such  as  suits  a  poet's  rest — 
That  sort  of  thin,  transparent  sleep, 

Through  which  his  day-dreams  shine  the  best 
Methought  upon  a  plain  I  stood. 

Where  certain  wondrous  men,  'twas  said, 
With  strange,  mirac'Ious  pow'r  endued, 

Were  coming,  each  in  turn,  to  shed 
His  arts'  illusions  o'er  the  sight, 
And  call  up  miracles  of  light 
The  sky  above  this  lonely  place, 

Was  of  that  cold,  uncertain  hue. 
The  canvass  wean,  ere,  warm'd  apace. 

Its  bright  creation  dawns  to  view. 

But  soon  a  glhnmer  from  the  east 

Proclaim'd  the  first  enchantments  nigh  ;* 
And  as  the  feeble  light  increased, 

Strange  figures  moved  across  the  sky, 
With  golden  glories  deck'd,  and  streaks 

Of  gold  among  their  garments'  dyes  f 
And  life's  resemblance  tinged  their  cheeks. 

But  naught  of  life  was  in  their  eyes ; — 
like  the  fresh-painted  Dead  one  meets, 
Bome  slow  along  Rome's  mournful  streets. 


1  The  paintings  of  those  artists  who  were  introdaced  into 
Venice  and  Florence  from  Greece. 

>  Margaritone  of  Oreuo,  who  was  a  papil  and  imitator  of 
the  Greelcs,  is  said  to  have  Invented  this  art  of  gilding  the 
ornaments  Ot  pIctorM,  a  practice  wliich,  tlioogh  It  gave  way 
to  a  purer  taste  at  the  beginning  of  the  16th  centory,  was 
still  oecasionally  used  by  many  of  the  great  masters :  as  by 
Raphael  in  the  ornaments  of  the  Fomarina,  and  by  Rnbens 
BOC  vnflreqaenUy  in  glories  and  flames. 

s  Cimabne.  Giotto,  Itc 

*  The  w<mis  of  Masacclo.— For  the  character  of  this 
powerfU  and  original  genius,  see  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds* 
twelfth  dlseoorse.  Bis  celebrated  frescoes  are  in  the  church 
oTBt  Pietro  del  Carmine,  at  Florence. 


But  soon  these  figures  pass'd  away ; 

And  forms  succeeded  to  their  place. 
With  less  of  gold  in  theur  array. 

But  shining  with  more  natural  grace, 
And  all  could  see  the  charming  wands 
Had  pass'd  into  more  gifted  hands.' 

Among  these  visions  there  was  one,* 
Surpassing  fair,  on  which  the  sun, 
That  instant  ris'n,  a  beam  let  fall. 

Which  through  the  dusky  twilight  trembledy 
And  reach'd  at  length  the  spot  where  all 

Those  great  magicians  stood  assembled. 
And  as  they  tum'd  their  heads,  to  view 

The  shining  lustre,  I  could  trace 
The  bright  varieties  it  threw 

On  each  uplifted  studying  face  f 
While  many  a  voice  with  loud  u>cJEum, 
Call'd  forth,  **  Masaccio"  as  the  name 
Of  him,  th'  Enchanter,  who  had  raised 
This  miracle,  on  which  all  gazed. 

'Twas  daylight  now — ^the  sun  had  ris'n. 

From  out  the  dungeon  of  old  Nighty — 
like  the  Apostle,  from  his  prison 

Led  by  the  Angel's  hand  of  Ught ; 
And — as  the  fetters,  when  that  ray 
Of  glory  reach'd  them,  dropp'd  away,* 
So  fled  the  clouds  at  touc  h  of  day ! 
Just  then,  a  bearded  sage''  came  forth, 

Who  oft  in  thoughtful  dream  would  stand, 
To  trace  upon  the  dusky  earth 

Strange  learned  figures  with  his  wand  f 
And  oft  he  took  the  silver  lute^ 

His  little  page  behind  him  bore. 
And  waked  such  music  as,  when  mute, 

Left  in  the  soul  a  thirst  for  more  ! 

Meanwhile,  his  potent  spells  went  on, 
And  forms  and  faces,  that  from  out 

A  depth  of  shadow  mildly  shone. 
Were  in  the  soft  air  seen  about 

Though  thick  as  midnight  stars  they  beam'd. 

Yet  all  like  living  sisters  seem'd. 


*  All  the  great  artists  studied,  and  many  of  them  bonuwed 
fkom  Masaccio.  Several  figures  In  the  Cartoons  of  ff^pha'ri 
are  taken,  with  but  liitie  alteration,  firom  his  fbesooes. 

*  **  And  a  light  shined  in  the  prison  .  .  .  and  his  «'1>**m 
fell  offftom  his  hands."~d4cts. 

'  Leonardo  da  Vinci. 

*  Ills  treatise  on  Blechanics,  Optics,  &c.,  preserved  ia  the 
Ambrosian  library  at  Milan. 

*  On  dit  que  Leonard  parut  pour  la  premidre  fols  i  laeov 
de  Milan,  dans  un  espice  de  concouis  ouvert  entre  lee  bwO- 
leura  joueurs  de  lyre  d'ltalie.  II  se  presenta  avec  une  Ijie 
de  sa  fa^on,  construit  en  argent— IfistotV*  de  la  Pnirfnyv  m 
Jtalie. 
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So  doM,  in  tfvery  point,  XMembling 

Each  other's  beautiey— from  the  eyes 
Lucid  as  if  throogh  cryBtal  trembUng, 

Yet  soft  as  if  sufibsed  with  sighs, 
To  the  long,  fawn-like  mouth,  and  chin, 

Lovely  tapering,  lees  and  less. 

Tin,  by  this  very  charm's  excess, 
Like  virtue  on  the  verge  of  sin, 

It  touch'd  the  bounds  of  ugliness. 
Here  look'd  as  when  they  lived  the  shades 
Of  some  of  Amo's  dark-eyed  maids — 
Such  maids  as  should  alone  live  on, 
In  dreams  thus,  when  their  charms  are  gone : 
Some  Mona  Lisa,  on  whose  eyes 

A  painter  for  whole  years  might  gaze,^ 
Nor  find  in  all  his  palette*s  dyes. 

One  that  could  even  approach  their  Maze ! 

Here  float  two  ttgini  shapes,*  the  one. 
With  her  white  fingers  to  the  sun 
Outspread,  as  if  to  ask  his  ray 
Whether  it  e'er  had  chanced  to  play 
On  lilies  half  so  fair  as  they ! 
This  self-pleased  nymph,  was  Vanity^ 
And  by  her  side  another  smiled. 

In  form  as  beautiful  as  she, 
But  with  that  air,  subdued  and  mild, 

That  still  reserve  of  purity. 
Which  is  to  beauty  like  the  haze 

Of  ev'ning  to  some  sunny  view. 
Soft  'ning  such  charms  as  it  displays. 

And  veiling  others  in  that  hue. 

Which  fancy  only  can  see  through ! 
This  phantom  nymph,  who  could  she  be, 
But  the  bright  Spirit,  Modesty  ? 

Long  did  the  leam'd  enchanter  stay 

To  weave  his  spells,  and  stOl  there  pass'd. 
As  in  the  lantern's  shifting  play. 
Group  after  group  in  close  array. 

Each  fairer,  grander,  than  the  last 
But  the  great  triumph  of  his  pow'r 

Was  yet  to  come : — gradual  and  slow, 
(As  all  that  is  ordain'd  to  tow'r 

Among  the  works  of  man  must  grow,) 
The  sacred  vision  stole  to  view. 

In  that  half  light,  half  shadow  shown, 

1  He  is  said  to  have  been  four  years  employed  upon  the 
portrait  of  this  fUr  Florentine,  witbont  being  able,  after  all, 
to  eooM  np  to  his  idea  of  her  beauty. 

s  Vanity  and  Modesty  in  the  collection  of  Cardinal  Feseh, 
at  Rome.  The  composition  of  the  four  hands  here  is  rather 
awlEward,  bnt  the  picture,  altogetlier,  is  very  dellfhtAiI. 
There  Is  a  repetition  of  the  snbject  in  the  posseaston  of 
Lvcien  Bonaparte. 

•  The  Last  Sapper  of  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  which  Is  la  the 
BeftetoryoftheOonTentdelieGraiieatBlilan.  8eeL*Blt- 


Which  gives  to  ev'n  the  gayest  hue, 

A  sober'd,  melancholy  tone. 
It  was  a  vision  of  that  last,* 
SoRowfid  ni^t  which  Jesus  pass'd 
With  his  disciples,  when  he  said 

Mournfully  to  them— ^<  I  shall  be 
*'  Betray'd  by  one,  who  here  hath  fed 

'*  This  night  at  the  same  board  with  me." 
And  though  the  Saviomr,  in  the  dream 
Spoke  not  these  words,  we  saw  them  beam 
Legibly  in  his  eyes,  (so  well 
The  great  magician  work'd  his  speD,) 
And  read  in  every  thoughtftil  Une 
Imprinted  on  that  brow  divme. 
The  meek,  the  tender  nature,  grieved, 
Not  anger'd,  to  be  thus  deceived* 
Celestial  love  requited  ill 
For  all  its  care,  yet  loving  stfll — 
Deep,  deep  regret  that  there  should  faU 

From  man's  deceit  so  foul  a  blight 
Upon  that  partmg  hour— and  all 

Hi*  Spirit  must  have  felt  that  night, 
Who,  soon  to  die  for  human-kind. 

Thought  only,  'mid  his  mortal  pam. 
How  many  a  soul  was  left  behmd 

For  whom  he  died  that  death  in  vam ! 

Such  was  the  heavenly  scene — alas. 
That  scene  so  bright  so  soon  should  pass ! 
But  pictured  on  the  humid  air, 
Its  tmts,  ere  long,  grew  languid  there  f 
And  storms  came  on,  that,  cold  and  rough, 

Scatter'd  its  gentlest  glories  all — 
As  when  the  baffling  winds  blow  off 

The  hues  that  hang  o'er  Temi's  fall^^ 
Till,  one  by  one,  the  vision's  beams 

Faded  away,  and  soon  it  fled. 
To  join  those  other  vanish'd  dreams 

That  now  flit  palely  'mong  the  dead^* 
The  shadows  of  those  shades,  that  go, 
Around  Oblivion's  lake,  below ! 


tofre  de  la  Felntme  in  Italie,  lir.  ill.  chap.  45.  The  writer 
of  that  interesting  woric  (to  whom  I  take  tl&Ls  oppuitanity  of 
oAring  my  aeknowledpnents,  for  the  copy  he  seat  bm  a 
year  since  ftom  Rome)  will  see  I  have  profitod  by  sooie  of 
his  obsenmtions  on  this  celebfatod  picture. 

*  Leonardo  appears  to  have  osad  a  mixture  of  ?U  and 
vamlsh  for  this  picture,  which  alone,  without  the  vartoos 
other  causes  of  its  rain,  would  have  prevented  any  long 
oflti  beauties.    It  la  now  ahuost  entirely  eflkeed. 
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EXTRACT  XV. 


JIfory  Magdalen.— Her  Storf—Jfitmerout  Pieturet  of  her. 
^Qnreff£io.— Guide.— Raphael,  ^.--Canova*i  two  ox- 
quieiU  SUtuee.—Tke  Somariva  MagdaUm.—C^Mtnfi** 
Adadratimi  ef  Cmova^t  fTorko. 

No  wonder,  Mart,  that.thy  ftory 
Touches  all  hearts— for  there  we  see 

The  soul's  corruption,  and  its  glory, 
Its  death  aud  life  combined  in  thee. 

From  the  first  moment,  when  we  find 

Thy  spirit  haunted  by  a  swarm 
Of  dark  desires, — like  demons  shrined 

Unholily  in  that  fair  form^— 
Till  when,  by  touch  oC  Heay'n  set  free. 

Thou  earnest,  with  those  bright  locks  of  gold 
(So  oft  the  gaze  of  Bbtbant,) 

And,  covering  in  their  precious  fold 
Thy  Saviour's  feet,  didst  shed  such  tears 
As  paid,  each  drop,  the  sins  of  yean ! 
Thence  on,  through  all  thy  course  of  love 

To  Hitai,  thy  Heavenly  Master^— Him, 
Whose  bitter  death-cup  from  above 

Had  yet  this  cordial  round  the  brim. 
That  woman's  faith  aud  love  stood  fast 
And  fearless  by  Him  to  the  last: — 
Till,  oh,  bless'd  boon  for  truth  like  thine ! 

Thou  wert,  of  all,  the  chosen  one. 
Before  whose  eyes  that  Face  Divine, 

When  risen  from  the  dead,  first  shone ; 
That  thou  might*st  see  how,  like  a  cloud, 
Had  pass'd  away  its  mortal  shroud, 
And  make  that  bright  revealment  known 
To  hearts,  less  trusting  than  thy  own. 
All  is  afiectmg,  cheering,  grand ; 

The  kindliest  record  ever  giv'n, 
Ev'n  under  God*s  own  kindly  hand, 

Of  what  Repentanoe  wins  from  Heaven 

No  wonder,  Mart,  that  thy  face. 

In  all  its  touching  light  of  tears, 
Should  meet  us  m  each  holy  place, 

Where  Man  before  his  God  appears, 
Hopeless— were  he  not  taught  to  see 
All  hope  in  Him,  who  pardon'd  thee  ! 
No  wonder  that  the  painter's  skill 

Should  oft  have  triumph'd  m  the  pow'r 
Of  keeping  thee  all  lovely  still 

Ev'n  in  thy  sorrow's  bitt'rest  hour ; 

1  This  lUtoe  U  one  of  the  tert  works  of  Ganora,  and  was 
not  yet  in  marble  when  I  left  Rome.  The  other,  which  seems 
to  prove,  hi  contradictkm  to  very  high  anthorlty,  that  ezpnt- 
sloo,  of  the  intensest  kind,  U  Iblly  within  the  sphere  of 


That  soft  CouLCOOio  should  difibse 

His  melting  shadows  round  thy  form ; 
That  GuiDo's  pale,  unearthly  hues 

Should,  in  portraying  thee,  grow  warm ; 
That  all— from  the  ideal,  grand, 
Inimitable  Roman  hand, 
Down  to  the  small,  enamelling  touch 

Of  smooth  Caruno— should  delight 
In  picturing  her,  who  "  loved  so  much*** 

And  was,  in  spite  of  sin,  so  bright ! 

Blpt,  Mart,  'mong  these  bold  eosays 

Of  Genhis  and  of  Art  to  raise 

A  semblance  of  those  weeping  eye»— 

A  vision,  worthy  of  the  sphere 
Thy  faith  has  eam'd  thee  in  the  skies. 

And  in  the  hearts  of  all  men  here^ — 
None  e'er  hath  match'd,  in  grief  or  grace, 
Canova's  day-dream  of  thy  face» 
In  those  bright  sculptured  formi  more  brigh 
With  true  expression's  breathing  light. 
Than  ever  yet,  beneath  the  stroke 
Of  chisel,  mto  hfo  awoke. 
The  one,*  portraying  what  thou  wert 

In  thy  first  grief, — while  yet  the  flow'r 
Of  thoee  young  beauties  was  unhurt 

By  sorrow's  slow,  consuming  pow'r ; 
And  mingling  earth's  seductive  grace 

With  heav'n's  sublimmg  thoughts  so  weU, 
We  doubt,  while  gazing,  in  which  place 

Such  beauty  was'most  form'd  to  dwell ! 
The  other,  as  thou  look'dst  «!i^  yean 
Of  fasting,  penitence,  and  tears 
Had  worn  thy  frame ; — and  ne'er  did  Art 

With  half  such  speaking  pow'r  ezpreai 
The  ruin  which  a  breaking  heart 

Spreads,  by  degrees,  o'er  loveliness. 
Those  wasting  arms,  that  keep  the  trace, 
Ev'n  still,  of  all  their  youthful  grace. 
That  loosen'd  hair,  of  which  thy  brow 
Was  once  so  proud, — neglected  now ! — 
Those  features,  ev'n  in  fadmg  worth 

The  freshest  Uoom  to  others  giVn, 
And  those  eunk  eyes,  now  lost  to  earth, 

But,  to  the  last,  still  full  of  heaVn  I 

Wonderful  artist !  praise,  like  mine- 
Though  springing  from  a  soul,  that  feels 
Deep  worship  of  those  works  divine, 

Where  Genius  all  his  light  reveals- 
How  weak  'tis  to  the  words  that  came 
From  him,  thy  peer  in  art  and  fame,' 

tenlpCoie,  was  executed  many  years  ago,  and  is  la  the 
sion  of  the  Coont  Somarlva,  at  Paris. 
t  Chanttey. 
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Whom  I  have  known,  by  day,  by  night, 
Hang  o'er  thy  marble  with  delight ; 
And,  while  his  ling'iing  hand  would  steal 

O'er  every  grace  the  taper's  rays,' 
Gire  thee,  with  all  the  gen'rons  xeal 
Sach  master-spirits  only  feel. 

That  best  of  fame,  a  rival's  praise ! 


EXTRACT  XVL 

Let  Charmettei. 
«f  Fisit  to  tks  House  where  Rouooeau  lived  with  Madame  do 
JVarreno.—noir  Mtnage^—Ito  Orootneoo^—Oamdo  ^keL 
— Reverence  with  tffAtcA  tko  6)p0(  io  now  vioited.-^^benrd' 
ity  of  tkio  blind  Devotion  to  Fame,— Fringe  excited  by  tko 
Seanif  and  Seeluoion  of  the  Seme.— Disturbed  bjf  its  JSe- 
soeiations  with  Rousseau*s  Historf.—Iv^fostures  of  Men 
^  Oenius. — Their  power  of  mimicking  all  ths  best  FM- 
ingSt  Love,  Independoneo,  ire 

Strangb  power  of  Genius,  that  can  throw 
Round  all  that's  vicious,  weak,  and  low. 
Such  magic  lights,  such  rainbow  dyes 
As  dazzle  eVn  the  steadiest  eyes ! 


Tia  wonn  than  weak — ^'tis  wrong,  'tis 
This  mean  prostration  before  Fame ; 
This  castmg  down,  beneath  the  car 
Of  Idols,  whatsoe'er  they  are, 
life's  purest,  holiest  decencies. 
To  be  career'd  o'er,  as  they  please. 
No — give  triumphant  Genius  all 
For  which  his  loftiest  wish  can  call : 
If  he  be  worshipp'd,  let  it  be 

For  attributesr  his  noblest,  fint ; 
Not  with  that  base  idolatry. 

Which  sanctifies  hb  last  and  worst 


I  may  be  cold ; — ^may  want  that  glow 

Of  high  romance,  which  bards  should  know  ; 

That  holy  homage,  which  is  felt 

In  treading  where  the  great  have  dwelt ; 

This  rev'rence,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 

I  fear,  I  feel,  I  have  it  jwt : — 
For  here,  at  this  still  hour,  to  me 

The  charms  of  this  delightful  spot ; 
Its  caUn  seclusion  from  the  throng. 

From  all  the  heart  would  fain  forget ; 
This  narrow  valley,  and  the  song 

Of  its  small  murm'r  ug  rivulet ; 
The  flitting,  to  and  liro,  of  birds. 

Tranquil  and  tame  as  they  were  once 

>  Canora  always  shows  his  flne  statue,  the  Vesevs  Vfai- 
dtrlee,  by  the  Ufht  of  a  small  candle. 


In  Eden,  ere  the  startlmg  words 

Of  Man  disturb'd  their  orisons ; 
Those  little,  shadowy  paths,  that  wmd 
Up  the  hill-side,  with  fruit-trees  lined, 
And  lighted  only  by  the  breaks 
The  gay  wmd  in  the  foliage  makes. 
Or  vistas,  here  and  there,  that  ope 

Through  weeping  willows,  like  the  snatehe* 
Of  far-off  scenes  of  light,  which  Hope 

Ev'n  through  the  shade  of  sadness  catches  !— 
All  this,  which — could  I  once  but  lose 

The  memory  of  those  vulgar  ties. 
Whose  grossnesB  all  the  heavenliest  hues 

Of  Genius  can  no  more  disguise. 
Than  the  sun's  beams  can  do  away 
The  filth  of  fens  o'er  which  they  play— 
This  scene,  which  would  have  fill'd  my  heart 

With  thoughts  of  all  that  happiest  is  ;^ 
Of  Love,  where  self  hath  only  part. 

As  echoing  back  another's  bUw ; 
Of  solitude,  secure  and  sweet. 
Beneath  whose  shade  the  Virtues  meet ; 
Which,  while  it  shelters,  never  chills 

Our  sympathies  with  human  wo. 
But  keeps  them,  like  sequester'd  rills. 

Purer  and  f:«sher  in  Uieir  flow ; 
Of  happy  days,  that  share  their  beams 

'Twixt  quiet  mirth  and  wise  employ ; 
Of  tranquil  nights,  that  give,  in  dreams, 

The  moonlight  of  the  morning's  joy  !— 
All  this  my  heart  could  dwell  on  here. 
But  for  those  gross  mementoes  near ; 
Those  sullying  truths,  that  cross  the  track 
Of  each  sweet  thought,  and  drive  them  back 
Full  into  all  the  mire,  and  strife. 
And  vanities  of  that  man's  life. 
Who,  more  than  all  that  e'er  have  glow'd 

With  Fancy's  flame,  (and  it  was  hit, 
In  fullest  warmth  and  radiance,)  show'd 

What  an  impostor  Genius  is ; 
How,  with  tliat  strong,  mimetic  art. 

Which  forms  its  life  and  soul,  it  takes 
All  shapes  of  thought,  all  hues  of  heart. 

Nor  feels,  itself,  one  throb  it  wakes ; 
How  like  a  gem  its  light  may  smile 

O'er  the  dark  path,  by  mortals  trod. 
Itself  as  mean  a  worm,  the  while. 

As  crawls  at  midnight  o'er  the  sod ; 
What  gentle  words  and  thoughts  may  faU 

From  its  lalse  lip,  what  zeal  to  Uess, 
While  home,  firiends,  kindred,  country,  aU, 

Lie  waste  beneath  its  selfishness ; 
How,  with  the  pencU  hardly  dry 

From  coloring  up  such  scenes  of  love 
And  beanty,  as  make  young  hearts  sigh. 

And  dream,  and  think  through  heav'n  they 
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They,  who  can  thus  describe  and  move, 
The  very  worken  of  these  charms, 

Nor  seek,  nor  know  a  joy,  above 
Some  Maman's  or  Theresa's  arms ! 


How  all,  in  short,  that  makes  the  boast 
Of  their  false  tongaee,  they  want  the  most ; 
And,  while  with  freedom  on  their  lips, 

Soonding  their  timbrels,  to  set  free 
This  bright  world,  laboring  in  th'  eclipse 

Of  priestcraft,  and  of  davery, — 


They  may,  themselves,  be  slaves  as  low 

As  ever  Lord  or  Patron  made 
To  blossom  in  his  smile,  or  grow. 

Like  stanted  brushwood,  in  his  shade 
Out  on  the  craft ! — Fd  rather  be 

One  of  those  hmds,  that  round  me  tread. 
With  just  enough  of  sense  tO  see 

The  noonday  sun  that's  o'er  his  head, 
Than  thus,  with  high-built  genius  cursed, 

That  hath  no  heart  for  its  foundation. 
Be  all,  at  once,  that's  brightest,  worst, 

Sublimest,  meanest  in  creation  I 
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OCCASIONAL  EPILOGUE. 

■TOKEN  BT  MR.  CORRT,  IN  THE  CHAaAOTBa  OF  VAPID, 
ATTBa  THE  PLAT  OF  THE  DRAMATIST,  AT  THE  KIL- 
KENNT  THEATRE. 

{EnUring  as  if  to  annouius  the  Pla:^) 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  on  Monday  night. 
For  the  ninth  time — oh  accents  of  delight 
To  the  poor  author's  ear,  when  three  times  three 
With  a  full  bumper  crowns  his  Comedy ! 
When,  long  by  money,  and  the  muse,  forsak'n, 
He  finds,  at  length,  his  jokes  and  boxes  tak'n, 
And  sees  his  play-bill  circulate — alas. 
The  only  bill  on  which  his  name  will  pass ! 
Thus,  Vapid,  thus  shall  Thespian  scrolls  of  fame 
Through  box  and  gall'ry  waft  your  well-known 

name. 
While  critic  eyes  the  happy  cast  shall  con. 
And  learned  ladies  spell  your  Dram.  Person. 

"fis  said  our  worthy  Manager*  intends 
To  help  my  night,  and  Ae,  you  know,  has  friends. 
Friends,  did  I  say  7  for  fixing  friends,  or  parts^ 
Engaging  actors,  or  engaging  hearts, 


>  The  late  Mr.  Richard  Power. 

•  The  brief  appellation  by  which  those  penoni  were  dit- 
tingolshed  who,  at  the  opealag  of  the  new  theatre  of  Oo- 
veat  Garden,  clamored  for  the  continuance  of  the  old  prices 
of 


There's  nothing  like  him  \  wits,  at  his  request. 
Are  tum*d  to  fools,  and  dull  dogs  leam  to  ieat ; 
Soldiers,  for  him,  good  "  trembling  cowards"  make, 
And  beaus,  tum'd  clowns,  look  ugly  for  his  aake ; 
For  him  eVn  lawyera  talk  without  a  fee. 
For  him  (oh  friendship !)  /  act  tragedy ! 
In  short,  like  Orpheus,  his  perauasive  tricka 
Make  hoars  amusing,  and  put  life  in  stickw. 

With  such  a  manager  we  can't  but  please. 
Though  London  sent  us  all  her  loud  O.  P.'s,* 
Let  them  come  on,  like  snakes,  all  hiss  and  rattle, 
Arm'd  with  a  thousand  fans,  we'd  give  them  battle; 
You,  on  our  side,  R.  P.'  upon  our  bannere, 
Soon  should  we  teach  the  saucy  O.  P.*s  mannerB: 
And  show  that,  here — ^howe'er  John   Bull  may 

doubt — 
In  all  OUT  plays,  the  Riot- Act's  cut  out ; 
And,  while  we  skim  the  cream  of  many  a  jest. 
Your  well-timed  thunder  never  sours  its  zest 

Oh  gently  thus,  when  three  short  weeks  are  past. 
At  Shakspeare's  altar,*  shall  we  breathe  our  last ; 
And,  ere  this  long-loved  dome  to  ruin  nods^ 
Die  all,  die  nobly,  die  like  demigods ! 


*  The  initials  of  onr  manager's  name. 

*  This  alludes  to  a  scenic  representatioa  i 
for  the  last  night  of  the  performances. 
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EXTRACT 

nOM  A  nOLOOCB  WRITTEN  AND  BPOKBN  BT  THB 
AUTHOR,  AT  THE  OPENEfG  OF  THE  KILKEMNT 
THEATRE,   OCTOBER,  1809. 

•  ••••••• 

Yet,  even  here,  though  Fiction  rules  the  hour, 
There    shine    some   genuine   smiles,  beyond    her 

power; 
And  there  are  tears,  too— tears  that  Memory  sheds 
Ev'n  o'er  the  feast  that  mimic  fancy  spreads, 
When  her  heart  misses  one  lamented  guest,* 
Whose  eye  so  long  threw  light  o*er  all  the  rest ! 
There,  there,  mdeed,  the  Muse  forgets  her  task. 
And  drooping  weeps  behind  Thalia's  mask. 

Forgive  this  gloom — forgive  this  joyless  strain, 
Too  sad  to  welcome  pleasure's  smiling  train. 
But,  meeting  thus,  our  hearts  will  part  the  lighter. 
As  mist  at  dawn  but  makes  the  setting  brighter ; 
Gay  Epilogue  will  shine  where  Prologrue  fails— 
As  glow-worms  keep  their  splendor  for  their  tail& 

I  know  not  why — but  time,  mothinks,  hath  pMs'd 

More  fleet  than  usual  since  we  parted  last 

It  seems  but  like  a  dream  of  yester-night. 

Whose  charm  still  hangs,  with  fond,  delaying  light } 

And,  ere  the  memory  lose  one  glowing  hue 

Of  former  joy,  we  come  to  kmdle  new. 

Thus  ever  may  the  flying  moments  haste 

With  trackless  foot  along  life's  vulgar  waste. 

But  deeply  print  and  lingeringly  move. 

When  thus  they  reach  the  sunny  spots  we  love^ 

Oh  yes,  whatever  be  oar  gay  career. 

Let  this  be  still  the  solstice  of  the  year, 

Where  Pleasure's  sun  shall  at  its  height  remain, 

And  slowly  sink  to  level  life  again. 


THE  SYLPH'S  BALL 

A  Stlph,  as  bright  as  ever  sported 
Her  figure  through  the  fields  of  air. 

By  an  old  swarthy  Gnome  was  courted, 
And,  strange  to  say,  he  won  the  fait. 

The  annals  of  the  oldest  witch 
A  pair  so  sorted  conld  not  show. 

But  how  refuse? — the  Gnome  was  rich, 
The  Rothschikl  of  the  world  below; 

>  The  late  Mr.  John  Lyitsr,  ooe  of  the  oldest 
and  best  acton  ot  the  KlUminy  Theatrical  Society. 


And  Sylphs,  like  other  pretty  creatores, 
Are  told,  betimes,  they  must  consider 

Love  as  an  auctioneer  of  features, 
Who  knocks  them  down  to  the  best  bidder. 

Home  she  was  taken  to  his  Mine — 
A  Palace,  paved  with  diamonds  all — 

And,  proud  as  Lady  Gnome  to  shine. 
Sent  out  her  tickets  for  a  Ball 

The  lower  world,  of  course,  was  there. 
And  all  the  best ;  but  of  the  upper 

The  sprinkling  was  but  shy  and  rare, 
A  few  old  Sylphids,  who  loved  supper. 

As  none  yet  knew  the  wondrous  Lamp 
Of  Daw,  that  renown'd  Aladdin, 

And  the  Gnome's  Halls  exhaled  a  damp. 
Which  accidents  from  fire  were  bad  in ; 

The  chambers  were  supplied  with  light 
By  many  strange  but  safe  devices; 

Large  fire-flies,  such  as  shine  at  night 
Among  the  Orient's  flowers  and  spices ; — 

Musical  flint-mills— swiftly  play'd 
By  elfin  hands — that,  flashing  round. 

Like  certain  fire-eyed  minstrel  maids, 
Gave  out,  at  once,  both  light  and  sound. 


Bologna  stones,  that  drink  the  sun ; 

And  water  from  that  Indian  sea. 
Whose  waves  at  night  hke  wild-fire 

Cork'd  up  in  crystal  carefully. 


Glow-worms,  that  round  the  tiny  dishes. 
Like  little  light-houses,  were  set  up ; 

And  pretty  phosphorescent  fishes. 
That  by  their  own  gay  light  were  eat  up. 

'Mong  the  few  guests  from  Ether,  came 
That  wicked  Sylph,  whom  Love  wo  call ; 

My  Lady  knew  him  but  by  name. 
My  Lord,  her  husband,  not  at  all. 

Some  prudent  Gnomes,  'tis  said,  apprized 
That  he  was  coming,  and,  no  doubt, 

Alarm'd  about  his  touch,  advised 
He  should,  by  all  means,  be  kept  out 

But  others  disapproved  this  plan. 

And,  by  his  flame  though  somewhat  (righted^ 
Thought  Love  too  much  a  gentleman. 

In  such  a  dangerous  place  to  light  it 
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However,  then  he  was— end  dancing 

With  the  fair  Sylph,  light  as  a  feather ; 
They  look'd  like  two  freah  siinbeaiiis,  glandng, 
,  At  daybreak,  down  to  earth  together. 

And  all  had  gone  offaafe  and  well. 
But  for  that  plaguy  torch,  whose  light, 

Though  not  yet  kindled — who  could  tell 
How  soon,  how  devilishly,  it  might  ? 

And  80  it  chanced — which,  in  those  dark 
And  firelesB  halls,  was  quite  amazing ; 

Did  we  not  know  how  small  a  spark 
Can  set  the  torch  of  Love  a-Uazing. 

Whether  it  came  (when  close  entangled 
In  the  gay  waltz)  from  her  bright  eyes, 

Or  from  thelueeiole,  that  qpangied 
Her  locks  of  jet — is  all  sunnise ; 

But  certain  'tis  th'  ethereal  girl 
Did  drop  a  spark,  at  some  odd  turning. 

Which,  by  the  waltz's  windy  whiii, 
Was  fann'd  up  into  actual  burning. 

Oh  for  that  Lamp's  metallic  gauze. 

That  curtain  of  protecting  wire. 
Which  Davt  delicately  draws 

Around  illicit,  dangerous  fire ! — 

The  wall  he  sets  'twixt  Flame  and  Air, 

(Like  that,  which  barr'd  young  Thisbe's  bliss,) 

Through  whose  small  holes  this  dangerous  pair 
May  see  each  other,  but  not  kiss.' 

At  first  the  torch  look'd  rather  Uuely, 
A  sign,  they  say,  that  no  good  boded — 

Then  quick  the  gas  became  unruly, 
And,  crack !  the  ball-room  all  exploded. 

Sylphs,  gnomes,  and  fiddlers  mix'd  together. 
With  all  their  aunts,  sons,  cousins,  nieces, 

like  butterflies  in  stormy  weather. 
Were    blown  —  legs,    wings,    and    tails — to 
pieces! 

While,  'mid  these  vicUms  of  the  torch. 
The  Sylph,  alas,  too,  bore  her  part — 

Found  lying,  with  a  livid  scorch, 
As  if  from  lightnmg,  o'er  her  heart ! 


^  PantqnedeMra 

Oseola  qnlsque  ni»,  aoa  psnrealentia  contriL 

Ovid 


•         •         •         •         •         • 

«  Well  done"— a  laughing  Goblin  said— 

Elscaping  from  this  gaseous  strife— 
« 'Tis  not  the  first  time  Love  has  mi^dft 

"  A  hloW'Up  m  connubial  life !" 


REMONSTRANCE. 

J9/Ur  a  Qmvertatw*  with  I^ord  John  RM»»eU,invki€kk0kMd 
intinuted  tome  Idea  of  giving  trp  all  political  PnrswiU. 

What  !  thou,  »nL-  thy  genius,  thy  youth,  and  thy 
name — 

Thou,  bom  of  a  Russell— whose  instinct  to  nm 
The  accustom'd  career  of  thy  sires,  is  the  same 

As  the  eaglet's,  to  soar  with  his  eyes  on  the  son  ! 

Whose  nobility  comes  to  thee,  stamp'd  with  a  seal. 
Far,  far  more  ennoblmg  than  monarch  e'er  set ; 

With  the  blood  of  thy  race,  offered  up  for  the  weal 
Of  a  nation,  that  swears  by  that  martyrdom  yet! 

Shalt  thou  be  faint-hearted,  and  turn  fix>m  the  stzifis 
From  the  mighty  arena,  where  all  that  is  grand. 

And  devoted,  and  pure,  and  adorning  in  life. 
Is  for  high-thoughted  spirits  like  thine  to  oom* 
mand? 

Oh  no,  never  dream  it — ^while  good  men  despair 
Between  tyrants  and  traitors,  and  timid  men  bow, 

Never  think,  for  an  instant,  thy  country  can  ipaze 
Such  a  light  from  her  darkening  horixon   li 
thou. 

With  a  spirit,  as  meek  as  the  gentlest  of  those 
Who  in  life's  sunny  valley    lie    sheltered    and 
warm ; 
Yet  bold  and  heroic  as  ever  yet  rose 
To  the  top  cli£5s  of  Fortune,  and  breasted  her 
storm  I 

With  an  ardor  for  liberty,  fresh  as,  in  youth, 
It  first  kindles  the  bard  and  gives  life  to  ha 
lyre; 

Yet  mellow'd,  eVn  now,  by  that  mildness  of  troth, 
Which  tempers,  but  chills  not,  the  patriot  fire ; 

With  an  eloquence— ^not  like  those  riDs  from  a 
height. 
Which  sparide,  and  foam,  and  in  vapor  are  o'er; 
But  a  current,  that  works  out  its  way  into  light 
Through  the  filtering  recesses  of  thought  and  oT 
lore. 
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Thus  gifted,  thon  never  cansf  deep  in  the  shade ; 

Those  IHendships,  in  my  boyhood  twined. 

If  the  Btirringe  of  Geniue,  the  music  of  fame, 

And  kept  till  now  unchangmgly ; 

And  the  channs  of  thy  cause  have  not  power  to 

And  that  dear  home,  that  saving  aik, 

penaade^ 

Where  Love's  true  light  at  last  Vve  found. 

Yet  think  how  to  Freedom  thou'rt  pledged  by  thy 

Cheering  within,  when  all  grows  dark. 

Name. 

And  comfortless,  and  stormy  round ! 

Like  the  boughs  of  that  laurel,  by  Delphi's  decree 
Set  apart  for  the  Fane  and  its  service  divine. 

So  the  branches,  that  spring  from  the  old  Russell 

tree, 

FANCY. 

Are  by  liberty  elaim*d  for  the  use  of  her  Shrine. 

Th«  more  Fve  view'd  this  world,  the  more  Tve 

found, 
That,  fill'd  as  'tis  with  scenes  and  creatures  rare. 

Fancy  commands,  within  her  own  bright  round, 

MY  BIRTH-DAY. 

A  world  of  scenes  and  creatures  far  more  fSur. 

Nor  is  it  that  her  power  can  call  up  there 

**  Mt  birth-day"— what  a  diflfrent  sound 

A  single  charm,  that's  not  finom  nature  wony— 

That  word  bad  in  my  youthful  ears ! 

No  more  than  rainbows,  in  their  pride,  can  wear 

And  how,  each  time  the  day  comes  round. 

A  single  tint  unborrow'd  from  the  sun ; 

Less  and  less  white  its  mark  appean ! 

But  'tis  the  mental  medium  it  shUies  through. 

That  lends  to  Beauty  all  its  charms  and  hue ; 

When  first  our  scanty  yean  are  told, 

As  the  same  light,  that  o'er  the  level  lake 

It  seems  like  pastime  to  grow  old ; 

One  dull  monotony  of  lustre  flings. 

And,  as  Youth  counts  the  shining  links, 

WiU,  entering  in  the  rounded  rain-drop,  make 

That  Time  around  him  binds  so  fast, 

Colors  as  gay  as  those  on  angels'  wings! 

Pleased  with  the  task,  he  little  thinks 

How  hard  that  chain  will  press  at  last 
Vain  was  the  man,  and  false  as  vam. 

Who  said*— >*  were  he  ordain'd  to  run 

«  His  long  career  of  life  again. 

SONG. 

«  He  would  do  all  that  he  had  done."— 

Ah,  'tis  not  thus  the  voice,  that  dwells 

FAlfNT,  DEAUST! 

In  sober  birth-days,  speaks  to  me ; 

Far  otherwise— of  time  it  tells. 

Yks  !  had  I  leisure  to  sigh  and  mourn. 

Lavish*d  unwisely,  carelessly ; 

Fanny,  dearest,  for  thee  I'd  sigh ; 

Of  counsel  mock'd ;  of  talents,  made 

And  every  smile  on  my  cheek  should  turn 

Haply  for  high  and  pure  designs, 

To  tears  when  thou  art  nigh. 

But  oft,  like  Israel's  incense,  laid 

But,  between  love,  and  wine,  and  sleep. 

Upon  unholy,  earthly  shrines ;                   • 

So  busy  a  life  I  live. 

Of  nuising  many  a  wrong  desire ; 

That  even  the  tune  it  would  take  to  weep 

Of  wandering  after  Love  too  far, 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give. 

And  takmg  every  meteor  fire. 

Then  wish  me  not  to  deqwir  and  pine, 

That  cross'd  my  pathway,  for  his  star-— 

Fanny,  dearest  of  all  the  dean ! 

All  this  it  tells,  and,  could  I  trace 

The  Love  that's  order'd  to  bathe  in  wine, 

Th*  imperfect  picture  o'er  again. 

Would  be  sure  to  take  cold  in  tears. 

With  pow'r  to  add,  retouch,  eflBuse 

The  lights  and  shades,  the  joy  and  pain. 

Reflected  bri^t  m  this  heart  of  mine, 

How  little  of  the  past  would  stay! 

Fanny,  dearest,  thy  image  lies ; 

How  quickly  all  should  melt  away- 

But,  ah !  the  mirror  would  cease  to  shme. 

All— but  that  Freedom  of  the  Mind, 

If  dimm'd  too  often  with  sighs. 

Which  hath  been  more  than  wealth  to  me; 

They  kise  the  half  of  beauty's  hgfat. 

Who  view  it  through  sorrow's  tear ; 

And  'tis  but  to  see  thee  truly  bri^t 

lal  tout  ce  que  J*ai  &lt.** 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beams  clear. 
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Tlien  wait  no  longer  till  tean  Bhall  flow— 

Like  a  fair  flow'r,  the  meadow's  last. 

Fanny,  dearest !  the  hope  is  vain ; 

Which  feels  the  ploughshare's  edge,  andAfls! 

If  sunshine  cannot  disMlve  thy  snow. 

I  shall  neyer  attempt  it  with  rain 

Carm.  29. 

OeeUe. 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  CATULLUS. 

SwKET  Sirmio !  thou,  the  very  eye 

Of  all  peninsulas  and  isles, 

Carm,  70. 

That  in  our  lakes  of  silver  lie. 

Or  sleep,  enwreath'd  by  Neptune's  smiles— 

How  gladly  back  to  thee  I  fly ! 

TO  LSSBIA. 

Slill  doubting,  asking — can  it  be 

Taou  told'st  me,  in  oar  days  of  love, 
That  I  had  aU  that  heart  of  thine; 

That  I  have  left  Bithynia's  sky, 
And  gaze  m  safety  upon  thee  7 

That,  ev'n  to  share  the  couch  of  Jove, 

Oh !  what  is  happier  than  to  find 

Thou  wouldst  not,  Lesbia,  part  fit>m  mina 

Our  hearts  at  ease,  our  perils  past ; 

When,  anxious  long,  the  Jghten'd  mind 

How  purely  wert  thou  worshipp*d  then ! 

Lays  down  its  load  of  care  at  last : 

Not  with  the  vague  and  vulgar  fires 

When,  tired  with  toil  o'er  land  and  deep. 

Bat  loved,  as  children  by  their  sires. 

Of  our  own  home,  and  sink  to  sleep 

That  flatt*ring  dream,  alas,  is  o'er;— 

On  the  long-wish'd-for  bed  <mce  more.' 

I  know  thee  now — and  though  these  eyes 

Doat  on  thee  wildly  as  before, 

This,  this  it  is,  that  pays  alone 

Yet,  even  in  doating,  I  despise. 

The  ills  of  all  life's  former  tracks— 

Shme  out,  my  beautiful,  my  own 

Yes,  sorceress — ^mad  as  it  may  seem — 

Sweet  Sirmio !  greet  thy  master  baek. 

With  all  thy  craft,  such  spells  adorn  thee, 

That  passion  even  outlives  esteem, 

And  thou,  foir  Lake,  whose  water  qoaflGi 

And  I,  at  once,  adore— and  scorn  thee. 

The  Ught  of  heaVn,  like  Lydia's  sea. 

Rejoice,  rejoice— let  all  that  laughs 

Abroad,  at  home,  laugh  out  for  me !  * 

Carm.  11. 
Pauca  nundate  mtm  fwUm 

TIBULLUS  TO  SULPICIA. 

CoMEADsa  and  friends !  with  whom,  where'er 

The  fates  have  will'd  through  life  I've  roved, 

Nolla  tnnm  nobis  sabdacet  femina  lectain,  Ibc  &e. 

Lib.  iv.  Cum.  12. 

Now  speed  ye  home,  and  with  you  bear 

These  bitter  words  to  her  I've  loved. 

"  Nbvkr  shall  woman's  smile  have  pow'r 

• 

"  To  win  me  fit>m  those  gentle  charms  !**— 

Tell  her  fiom  fool  to  fool  to  run, 

Thus  swore  I,  m  that  happy  hour. 

Where'er  her  yahi  caprice  may  call ; 

When  Love  first  gave  thee  to  my  anna. 

Of  all  her  dopes  not  lovmg  one. 

But  mining  «>"<1  m^dd'^^i^g  alL 

And  still  alone  thou  charm'st  my  sight- 

Still,  though  our  city  proudly  shine 

With  forms  and  faces,  fair  and  bright. 

Oor  once  dear  love,  whose  rum  lies 

I  see  none  fair  or  bright  but  thine. 

1 0  iiold  icdutis  est  beatfofl  curls, 

Labora  ibsal  venimot  larem  ad  nostram. 

Cmn  BBens  ooas  leponit,  ae  pencrino 
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Wonld  Ihou  wert  fair  for  only  me, 

And  conldst  no  heart  but  mine  allure  !— 

Done  in  its  own  celestial  ashes ; 

To  all  men  else  unpleasing  be, 

At  foot,  a  cygnet,  which  kept  singing 

So  ihall  I  feel  my  prize  Becure.* 

All  the  time  its  neck  was  wringing. 

Side  dishes,  thus— Minerva's  owl. 

Oh,  love  like  mine  ne*er  wants  the  zest 

Or  any  such  like  learned  fowl : 

Of  others'  envy,  othen'  praise ; 

Doves,  such  as  heaven's  poulterer  gets, 

Eut,  in  its  sUence  safely  Ueas'd, 

When  Cupid  shoots  his  mother's  pets. 

Broods  o'er  a  bliss  it  ne'er  betrays. 

Larks,  stew'd  in  Morning's  roseate  breath, 

Or  roasted  by  a  sunbeam's  splendor ; 

Chann  of  my  life !  by  whose  sweet  pow'r 

And  nightingales,  berhymed  to  death- 

All cares  are  hush'd,  all  ills  subdued— 

like  young  pigs  whipp'd  to  make  them  tender. 

My  light,  in  ey'n  the  darkest  hour. 

My  crowd,  in  deepest  solitude  I* 

To  banquet  at  Duke  Humphrey's  table ; 

No,  not  though  heav'n  itself  sent  down 

But  as  for  me,  who've  long  been  taught 

Some  maid,  of  more  than  heav'nly  charms. 

To  eat  and  drink  like  other  people ; 

With  bliss  undreamt  thy  bard  to  crown, 

And  can  put  ap  with  mutton,  bought 

Would  he  for  her  foisake  those  arms ! 

Where  Bromham*  rears  its  ancient  steepl»« 

If  Lansdowne  will  consent  to  share 

My  humble  feast,  though  rude  the  fare, 
Yet,  season'd  by  that  salt  he  brings 

From  Attica's  salinest  springs. 

IMITATION. 

'Twill  turn  to  dainties  y — while  the  cup 

Beneath  his  influence  bright'ning  up. 

FROM  THK  FRENCH. 

like  that  of  Baucis,  touch'd  by  Jove, 

WiU  sparkle  fit  for  gods  above! 

Wrra  women  and  apples  both  Paris  and  Adam 

Made  mischief  enough  in  their  day : — 

God  be  praised  that  the  fate  of  mankind,  my  dear 

Madam, 

Depends  not  on  fM,  the  same  way. 
For,  weak  as  I  am  with  temptation  to  grapple. 
The  worid  would  have  doubly  to  rue  thee ; 

VERSES  TO  THE  POET  CRABBE'S 
INKSTAND.* 

like  Adam,  Fd  gladly  take  from  thee  the  apple. 

Like  Paris,  at  once  give  it  to  thee. 

WRTTTEN  MAT,  1832. 

All,  as  he  left  it !— ev'n  the  pen. 
So  lately  at  that  mmd's  command, 

Carelessly  lying,  as  if  then 

INVITATION  TO  DINNER. 

Just  fallon  from  his  gifted  hand. 

ADDRESSED  TO  LORD  LAN'SDOWNB. 

Have  we  then  lost  him  7  scarce  an  hour, 

A  little  hour,  seems  to  have  pass'd. 

Since  life  and  Impiration's  power 

Some  think  we  bards  have  nothing  real ; 

Around  that  relic  breathed  their  last. 

That  poets  live  among  the  stars  so. 

Their  very  dinneri  are  ideal, — 

Ah,  poweriesB  now— like  talisman. 

(And,  heaven  knows,  too  oft  they  ore  soO— 

Found  m  some  vanish'd  wizard's  halls, 

For  instance,  that  we  have,  instead 

Whose  mighty  charm  with  him  began, 

Of  vulgar  chops,  and  stews,  and  hashes. 

Whoie  charm  with  him  extinguish'd  ftJk 

>        Disi^ceas  allis,  tie  ego  tntos  ero. 

«  Boob  after  Mr.  Cmbbe*!  death,  the  BOBi  of  that  geode- 

maa  did  me  the  honor  of  pmeDtlag  to  me  the  Inkstand, 

LnineD,  et  In  folb  ta  mlhl  tnrte  locii. 

pendl,  kJt^  which  their  dlsUognlahml  Aither  had  long  beea 

A  t  tetnrawiue  vUUfe  la  sight  of  my  cottage,  sad  ftom 

lathebabltofatlng. 

wkleh  It  li  Mpaiatml  trat  by  a  iiMai  vOTdaat  valley. 
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Tet  though,  alas !  the  gifts  that  shone 

Seems  still  to  sound— immortal  dwells 

Around  that  pen's  exploring  track, 

Old  Albion's  Spirit  of  the  Sea. 

Be  now,  with  its  great  master,  gone, 

Nor  living  hand  can  call  them  back ; 

Slight  clouds  have  ris'n  twixt  him  and  me. 

Who  does  not  feel,  while  thus  his  eyes 

Who  would  not  grasp  such  hand  again. 

Rest  on  the  enchanter's  broken  wand, 

Stretch'd  forth  again  in  amity  ? 

Each  earth-bom  i^U  it  workM  anse 

Before  hun  in  succession  grand? — 

Who  can,  m  this  short  life,  afford 

To  let  such  mists  a  moment  stay. 

Grand,  from  the  Truth  that  reigns  o'er  all ; 

When  thus  one  frank,  atoning  word. 

The  unshrinking  Truth,  that  lets  her  light 

Like  sunshine,  melts  them  all  away  7 

Through  Life's  low,  dark  interior  fall, 

Opening  the  whole,  seyerely  bright : 

Bright  was  our  board  that  day-— though  one 

Unworthy  brother  there  had  place ; 

Yet  softening,  as  she  frowns  along. 

As  'mong  the  horses  of  the  Sun, 

O'er  scenes  which  angels  weep  to  see 

One  was,  they  say,  of  earthly  race. 

Where  Truth  heiself  half  yeils  the  Wrong, 

In  pit>' of  the  Misery. 

Yet,  next  to  Genius  is  the  power 

Of  feelmg  where  true  Genius  lies ; 

True  bard  ;'-and  simple,  as  the  race 

And  there  was  light  around  that  hour 

Of  tme-boin  poets  ever  are. 

Such  as,  in  memory,  never  dies ; 

When,  stooping  from  their  starry  place. 

They're  children,  near,  though  gods,  afar. 

Light  which  comes  o'er  me,  as  I  gaxe, 

Thou  Relic  of  the  Dead,  on  thee, 

How  freshly  doth  my  mind  recall. 

Like  all  such  dreams  of  vanish'd  days. 

'Mong  the  few  days  I've  known  with  thee, 

Brightly,  mdeed— but  mournfully ! 

One  that,  most  buoyantly  of  all. 

Floats  in  the  wake  of  memory  ;^ 
When  he,  ^lo  poet,  doubly  graced, 

In  life,  as  in  his  perfect  stram. 

With  that  pure,  mellowing  power  of  Taste, 

TO 

Without  which  Fancy  shines  in  vain  j 

CAROLINE,  VISCOUNTESS  VAH.ETORT 

Who  in  his  page  will  leave  behind, 

WRITTKN  AT  LACOCK  ▲BBKT,  JAMUiOlT,  183S. 

IVegnant  with  genius  though  it  be. 

But  half  the  treasures  of  a  mind, 

When  I  would  smg  thy  beauty's  light. 

Where  Sense  o'er  all  holds  mastery  :— 

Such  various  forms,  and  all  so  bright. 

I've  seen  thee,  from  thy  childhood,  wear. 

Friend  of  long  years !  of  friendship  tried 

I  know  not  which  to  call  most  fair. 

Through  many  a  bright  and  dark  event ; 

Nor  'mong  the  countless  charms  that  spring 

In  doubts,  my  judge — ^in  taste,  my  guide- 

Forever  round  thee,  which  to  sing. 

In  all,  my  stay  and  ornament ! 

When  I  would  paint  thee,  as  thou  art. 

He,  too,  was  of  our  feast  that  day. 

Then  all  thou  wert  comes  o'er  my  heart— . 

And  all  were  guests  of  one,  whose  hand 

The  graceful  child,  in  beauty's  dawn. 

Hath  shed  a  new  and  deathless  ray 

Within  the  nursery's  shade  withdrawn, 

Around  the  lyre  of  this  great  land ; 

Or  peepmg  out — ^like  a  young  moon 

Upon  a  worid  'twill  brighten  soon. 

In  whoie  8ea-ode»— as  in  those  shells 

Then  next,  in  girihood's  blushing  hour. 

Where  Ocean's  voice  of  majesty 

As  from  thy  own  loved  Abboy-tow'r 

^  The  Uses  that  follow  allude  to  a  day  passed  in  company 

verses,  had  the  pleasure  of  dining  with  Mr.  Thomts  fhs^ 

with  Bfr.  Crabbe,  many  years  since,  when  a  party,  consist- 

bell,  at  his  house  at  Sydenham. 

inf  only  of  Bfr  Sofen,  Bfr.  Ciabbe,  and  the  anther  of  these 

* 
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Fve  Men  thee  look,  all  ndiant,  down. 

Far  better  bvM  to  bend  its  amw 

With  nmles  tliat  to  the  hoary  fiown 

Downward  again  to  that  dear  earth. 

Of  centuriee  roimd  thee  lent  a  ray, 

From  which  the  life,  that  fills  and  waruM 

Chafling  even  Age's  gloom  away ; — 

Its  grateful  being,  first  had  birth. 

Or,  in  the  world's  resplendent  throng, 

As  I  have  mark'd  thee  glide  along, 

TSs  thus,  though  woo'd  by  flattering  Iriendsb 

Among  the  crowds  of  fair  and  great 

And  fed  with  fame  {if  fame  it  be) 

A  spirit,  pure  and  separate. 

This  heart,  my  own  dear  mother,  bends, 

To  which  even  Admiration's  eye 

With  love's  true  instinct,  back  to  thee ! 

Was  fearful  to  approach  too  nigh  j— 

A  creature,  circled  by  a  spell 

Within  which  nothing  wrong  cookl  dweU ; 

And  fresh  and  clear  as  from  the  source, 

Holding  through  Ufe  her  limpid  conne, 
Like  Arethusa  through  the  sea. 

LOVE  AND  HYMEN. 

Stealing  in  fountain  purity. 

LovK  had  a  fever— ne'er  could  close 

His  Uttle  eyes  till  day  was  breaking ; 

Now,  too,  another  change  of  light ! 

And  wild  and  strange  enough,  Heav'n  knowi^ 

As  noble  bride,  stiU  meekly  bright, 

The  things  he  raved  about  while  waking. 

Thou  brin^st  thy  Lord  a  dower  above 

All  earthly  price,  pure  woman's  love ; 

To  let  hun  pine  so  were  a  sin  ^ 

And  show'st  what  lustre  Rank  receives^ 

One,  to  whom  all  tiie  W(»ld's  a  debtor— 

When  with  his  proud  Corinthian  leaves 

So  Doctor  Hymen  was  call'd  m. 

Her  rose  thus  high-bred  Beauty  weaves. 

And  Love  that  night  slept  rather  better. 

Wonder  not  if,  where  all's  so  fair 

Nexl  day  the  case  gave  further  hope  yet, 

To  choose  were  more  than  bard  can  dare ; 

Though  stm  some  ugly  fever  latent  ;— 

Wonder  not  if,  while  every  scene 

"  Dose,  as  before"— «  genUe  opiate, 

I've  watch'd  thee  through  so  bright  hath  been, 

For  whksh  old  Hymen  has  a  patent 

Th'  enamored  Muse  shodd,  in  her  quest 

Of  beauty,  know  not  where  to  rest. 

After  a  month  of  daily  call,           ^ 

But,  dazzled,  at  thy  feet  thus  fall. 

So  fast  the  dose  went  on  lestoring, 

HaUing  thee  beautiful  in  aU  ! 

That  Love,  who  fiist  ne'er  slept  at  all. 

Now  took,  the  rogue !  to  downright  snoring. 

A  SPECULATION 

LINES 

Of  all  speculations  the  market  holds  forth, 

OH  TBS 

The  best  that  I  know  for  a  lover  of  pelf. 

Is  to  buy  Marcus  up,  at  the  price  he  is  worth. 

ENTRY  OF  THE  AUSTRIANS  IJNTO  NAPLES,  1831. 

And  then  sell  him  at  that  which  he  seta  on 

Cart^nentmL 

himself! 

At— down  to  the  dust  with  them,  slaves  as  they 
are, 
From  this  hour,  let  the  Uood  in  their  dastardly 

TO  MY  MOTHER. 

veins. 
Be  wasted  for  tyrants,  or  stagnate  in  chains. 

WRITTEM  IN  A  rOCKET  BOOK,  1822. 

On,  on  4ike  a  cloud,  thrangfa  their  bemtifol  vales, 

Thbt  tell  US  of  an  Indian  tree. 

Ye  kMSusts  of  tyranny,  blastmg  them  o'er— 

Which,  howsoo'er  the  sun  and  sky 

Fill,  fin  up  their  wide  sunny  waters,  ye  sails 

May  tempt  its  boughs  to  wander  free. 

From  each  slave-mart  of  Europe,  and  shadow 

And  shoot,  and  bkMsom,  wide  mod  higfa» 

their  shore* 
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Lot  their  fate  be  a  mock-woid— 4et  men  of  all  lands 
Laugh  out,  with  a  scorn  that  shall  ring  to  the 
poles, 
When  each  sword,  that  the  cowards  let  fall  from 
their  hands, 
Shall  be  forged  mto  fetters  to  enter  their  souls. 

And  deep,  and  more  deep,  as  the  iron  is  driv'n, 
Base  slaves !  let  the  whet  of  their  agony  be, 

To  think — as  the  Doom'd  often  think  of  that  hoav'n 
They  had  once  within  reach — ^that  they  might 
have  been  free. 

Oh  shame!  when  there  was  not  a  bosom,  whose 
heat 

Ever  rose  Tiove  the  zero  of  C h's  heart. 

That  did  not,  like  echo,  your  war-hymn  repeat. 
And  send  all  its  prayers  with  your  Liberty's 
start; 

When  the  worid  stood  in  hope— when  a  spirit, 
that  breathed 

The  fresh  air  of  the  olden  time,  whisper'd  about ; 
And  the  swords  of  all  Italy,  half-way  unsheath'd, 

But  waited  one  conquering  cry,  to  flash  out ! 

When  around  you  the  shades  of  your  Mighty  in 
fame, 
FojOAjAS  and  Pktrarchs,  seem'd  bunting  to 
view, 


And  their  words,  and  their  warnings,  like  tongtMS 
of  bright  flame 
Over  Freedom's  apostles,  fell  kindling  on  yoa ! 

Oh  shame !  that,  m  such  a  proud  moment  of  life. 
Worth  the  hist'ry  of  ages,  when,  had  yw  but 
hurl'd 
One  bolt  at  your  tj^rant  invader,  that  strife 
Between  freemen  and  tyrants  had  spread  throngh 
the  world— 

That   then— oh!    disgrace    upon   manhood— ev^ 
then. 
You  should  falter,  should  cling  to  your  pitifnl 
breath; 
Cow'r  down  mto  beecls,  when  you  might  h  tve  stood 
men, 
And  prefer  the  slave's  life  of  prostration  to  death. 


It  is  strange,  it  is  dreadful : — shout.  Tyranny, 
Through  your  dungeons  and  palaces,  **  Freedom 
is  o'er;"— 
If  there  lingers  one  spark  of  her  light,  tread  it  ooty 
And  return  to  your  empire  of  darkness  onoe 
more. 

For,  if  9uch  are  the  braggarts  that  claim  to  be  free, 
Come,  Despot  of  Ruana,  thy  feet  let  me  kiss ; 

Far  nobler  to  live  the  brute  bondman  of  theo. 
Than  to  sully  ev'n  chains  by  a  struggle  like  this ! 


THE  LOVES  OF  THE  ANGELS. 


PREFACE. 

Thk  Eastern  story  of  the  angels  Harut  and  Ma- 

M't   and  the  Rabbinical  fictions  of  the  loves  of 

Uzziel  and  Sh&mchazai,*  are  the  only  sources  to 

which  I  need  refer,  for  the  origin  of  the  notion  on 

!   which  this  Romance  is  founded    In  addition  to  the 


>  See  note  oa  page  SM. 

s  Hyde,  de  Rellg.  Vet  Penanun,  p.  S7S. 

•  The  accoiuit  which  Ifacrobiof  gives*  of  the  downward 
Journey  of  the  Bool,  through  that  gate  of  the  xodiae  which 
opeai  into  the  lower  apheres,  la  a  vjUkom  apeclmen  of  the 
wild  fkndea  paaaed  for  phlloaophy  m  ancient  timea. 
•  la  Somn.  SdpioBl^  cap.  II. 


fitness  of  the  subject  for  poetry,  it  struck  me  ain 
as  capable  of  aflbrding  an  allegorical  mefimii, 
through  which  might  be  shadowed  out  (as  I  have 
endeavored  to  do  in  the  followmg  stories)  the 
fall  of  the  Soul  from  its  original  purity* — the  ksi 
of  light  and  happiness  which  it  sufiers  in  the  pur- 
suit of  this  worid's  perishable  pleasures — and  tiw 

In  the  ayatem  of  Manes,  the  Imninoos  or  aplritual  piiBeiiiio 
owea  ita  coimption  not  to  any  evil  tendency  of  ita  own,  bntio 
a  violent  Inroad  of  the  apirlu  of  darkneas,  who,  fiadlBg  Ike** 
aelvea  In  the  neighborhood  of  this  pare  light,  and  liiii  iwiiln 
paaalonately  enamored  of  Its  beauty,  break  the  bonndailei 
between  them,  and  take  forcible  possession  of  It.^ 

b  Sm  a  TnatiM  •*  D«  la  Rclifioa  dct  Pama,**  by  the  AbM  IVaehSk 

•  da  rAcad^mit,  torn.  xzxL  p.  456. 
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poniihinonts,  both  from  conseience  and  Divine 
joftice,  with  which  impurity,  pride,  and  presomp- 
tooni  inquiry  into  the  awful  secrets  of  Heaven  are 
■ore  to  be  visited.  The  beautiful  story  of  Cupid 
and  Psyche  owes  its  chief  charm  to  this  sort  of 
*<  veiled  meaning,"  and  it  has  been  my  wish  (how> 
ever  I  may  have  failed  m  the  attempt)  to  com- 
mnnicate  to  the  following  pages  the  same  moral 
mterest 

Among  the  doctrines,  or  notions,  derived  by 
Plato  from  the  East,  one  of  the  most  natural  and 
sublime  is  that  which  inculcates  the  pro-existence 
of  the  soul,  and  its  gradual  descent  into  this  dark 
material  worid,  from  that  region  of  spirit  and  light 
which  it  is  supposed  to  have  once  inhabited,  and 
to  which,  after  a  long  lapse  of  purification  and 
trial,  it  will  return.  This  belief,  under  various 
symbolical  forms,  may  be  traced  through  almost 
all  the  Oriental  theologies.  The  Chaldeans  repre- 
sent the  Soul  as  originally  endowed  with  wings, 
which  fall  away  when  it  sinks  from  its  native 
element,  and  must  be  reproduced  before  it  can 
hope  to  return.  Some  disciples  of  Zoroaster  once 
inquired  of  him,  *<How  the  wings  of  the  Soul 
might  be  made  to  grow  again  7" — "  By  sprinkling 
them,"  he  replied,  "  with  the  Waten  of  Life."— 
**  But  where  are  those  Waten  to  be  found?"  they 
asked.— ^<  In  the  Garden  of  God,"  replied  Zoro- 
aster. 

The  mythology  of  the  Persians  has  allegorized 
the  same  doctrine,  in  the  history  of  those  genii  of 
light  who  strayed  from  their  dwellmgs  in  the  stars, 
and  obscured  their  original  nature  by  mixture 
with  this  material  sphere ;  while  the  Egyptians, 
connecting  it  with  the  descent  f  nd  ascent  of  the 
son  in  the  zodiac,  considered  Avfumn  as  emblem- 
atic of  the  Soul's  declme  towr  ^  darkness,  and 
the  re-appearance  of  Spring  as  its  return  to  life  and 
light 

Besides  the  chief  spirits  of  the  Mahometan 
heaven,  such  as  Gabriel,  the  angel  of  Revelation, 
Israfi],  by  whom  the  last  trumpet  is  to  be  sounded, 
and  Azrael,  the  angel  of  death,  there  were  also  a 
number^  of  subaltern  intelligences,  of  which  tra- 
dition has  preserved  the  names,  appointed  to  pre- 
side over  the  difierent  stages,  or  ascents,  into 
which  the  celestial  world  was  supposed  to  be 
divided.'  Thus  Kelail  governs  the  fifth  heaven; 
whUe  Sadiel,  the  presidmg  spirit  of  the  third,  is 
also  employed  in  steadying  the  motions  of  the 
•aith,  which  would  be  in  a  constant  state  of 
agitation,  if  this  angel  did  not  keep  his  foot  planted 
upon  its  orb.* 


1  **  We  sdomed  the  lower  heaven  with  lights,  sad  placed 
IksfTsln  a  guard  of  angela.**— JT^raN,  chap.  xiL 


Among  other  miraculous  mterpositions  in  fiivor 
of  Mahomet,  we  find  commemorated  in  the  pages 
of  the  Koran  the  appearance  of  five  thousand 
angels  on  his  side  at  the  battle  of  Bedr. 

The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  Ormuzd 
appomted  thirty  angels  to  preside  successively 
over  the  days  of  the  month,  and  twelve  greater 
ones  to  assume  the  government  of  the  months 
themselves;  among  whom  Bahman  (to  whom 
Ormuzd  committed  the  custody  of  all  animals, 
except  man)  was  the  greatest  Mihr,  the  angel 
of  the  7th  month,  was  also  the  spirit  that  watched 
over  the  afiairs  of  friendship  and  love ; — Chdr 
had  the  care  of  the  disk  of  the  sun ;'— Mah  was 
agent  for  the  concerns  of  the  moon; — Iq>han- 
d&rmaz  (whom  Cazvin  calls  the  Spirit  of  the 
Earth)  was  the  tutelar  genius  of  good  and  virtuous 
women,  &c.  &c  &c.  For  all  this  the  reader  may 
consult  the  19th  and  20th  chapten  of  Hyde  de 
Relig.  Vet  Persarum,  where  the  names  and  attri- 
butes of  these  daily  and  monthly  angels  are  with 
much  minuteness  and  erudition  explained.  It  ap- 
pears, from  the  Zend-avesta,  that  the  Persians  had 
a  certain  office  or  prayer  for  every  day  of  the 
month,  (addressed  to  the  particular  angel  who  pre- 
sided over  it,)  which  they  called  the  Sirouz^. 

The  Celestial  Hierarchy  of  the  Syrians,  as 
described  by  Kircher,  appears  to  be  the  most  reg- 
ulariy  graduated  of  any  of  these  systems.  In  the 
sphere  of  the  Moon  they  placed  the  angels,  in  that 
of  Mercury  the  archangels,  Venus  hj^  the  Sun 
contained  the  Principalities  and  the  Powers ; — and 
so  on  to  the  summit  of  the  planetary  system, 
where,  in  the  sphere  of  Saturn,  the  Thrones  had 
their  station.  Above  this  was  the  habitation  of 
the  Cherubim  in  the  sphere  of  the  fixed  stars ;  and 
still  liigher,  in  the  region  of  those  stars  which  are 
80  distant  as  to  be  imperceptible,  the  Seraphim, 
we  are  told,  the  most  perfect  of  all  celestial  crea- 
tures, dwelt 

The  Sabeans  also  (as  D*Herbelot  tells  us)  had 
their  classes  of  angels,  to  whom  they  prayed  as 
mediators,  or  intercesson;  and  the  Arabians  wor- 
shipped female  angels,  whom  they  called  Benad 
Hasche,  or,  Daughten  of  God. 


•  See  D*Herbelot,  pasnm. 
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TwAS  when  the  worid  was  m  'Hm  prime, 

lilies  the  freih  sUn  bad  jnt  began 
Their  nc&  oi  glory,  and  young  Time 

Told  hii  fint  birth-days  by  the  son ; 
When,  in  the  light  of  Natore's  dawn 

Rejoicing,  men  and  angeb  met' 
On  the  high  IlH  and  mnny  Uwn^ — 
Ere  mKTOw  came,  or  Sin  had  drawn 

'Twixt  man  and  hear'n  her  curtain  yet ! 
When  eaith  lay  nearer  to  the  akies 

Than  in  theae  daya  of  crime  and  wo. 
And  mortab  aaw,  without  aorpriae, 
In  the  mid-air,  angetie  eyes 

Gazing  upon  this  world  below. 

Alaa,  that  Paanon  ahonid  profane, 
Ev'n  then,  the  morning  of  the  earth ! 

That,  aadder  atill,  the  fatal  atam 

Should  (all  on  hearta  of  heay  nly  birth — 

And  that  from  Woman'a  lore  afaonld  fall 

So  daik  a  atain,  moat  aad  of  all ! 

One  ev'ning,  in  that  primal  hour, 

On  a  hill'a  aide,  where  hung  the  ray 
Of  aunaet,  bright'ning  rill  and  bow'r, 

Three  noble  yontba  conyernng  lay ; 
And,  as  they  lookM,  from  time  to  time, 

To  the  far  aky,  where  Daylight  furi'd 
Hia  radiant  wing,  their  browa  sublime 

Beqwke  them  of  that  distant  worid — 
Spirits,  who  once,  in  brotherhood 
Of  faith  and  bliai,  near  Alla  atood,  « 

And  o'er  whose  cheeka  full  oft  had  blown 
The  wmd  that  breathes  from  Alla's  throne,* 
Creatures  of  light,  such  as  tiUl  play. 

Like  motes  in  aunabine,  round  the  Lord, 
And  through  their  infinite  array 
Transmit  each  moment,  night  and  day. 

The  echo  of  His  luminous  word  ! 

Of  Heaven  they  spoke,  and,  still  more  oft, 
Of  the  bright  eyes  that  charm'd  them  thence ; 

1  The  Mahometans  believe,  lays  D*Herbelott  that  in  that 
early  period  of  the  world,  ^  let  hororoet  n*enrent  qii*ane 
Mule  religion,  et  taxent  loavent  viait^s  det  Anges,  qui  leor 
donnolent  la  main." 

I  *'  To  which  will  be  Joined  the  lonnd  of  the  bells  hanging 
on  the  trees,  which  will  be  pat  in  motion  by  the  wind  pro- 
ceeding from  the  Throne,  so  often  as  the  Blessed  wish  for 
mnsic.**    Bee  Salg't  KarcMy  Prelim.  DUtert 

S  The  ancient  Persians  supposed  that  this  Throne  was 
placed  in  the  San,  and  that  through  the  stars  were  distributed 
the  various  classes  of  Angels  that  encircled  it 


TO,  yieiifing  gradnl  to  the  mail 
And  bahny  ewning'a  infloence 
The  flOent  fafcathing  of  the  fiow'is. 

The  melting  bgfat  that  braiQ-d  above. 
As  on  their  fint,  food,  cnin^  boors. 

Each  told  the  auiry  of  hia  low. 
The  history  of  that  boor  nnUeaa'd, 
When,  like  a  bird,  from  its  high  neat 
Won  down  by  fascinating  eyes. 
For  Womaui'a  amUe  be  loet  the  ekjes. 

The  First  who  apoke  was  one,  with  kwk 

The  least  celestial  of  the  thrve — 
A  Spirit  of  light  mould,  that  took 

The  prints  of  earth  most  yieldingly  ; 
VThOt  ev'n  in  beav  n,  was  nut  of  those 

Nearest  the  Throne,*  bat  held  a  place 
Far  off,  among  thoee  shining  rows 

That  circle  out  through  endless  ^lace. 
And  o*er  whoee  wings  the  light  from  Hie 
Li  HeaYen*8  centre  falls  nxist  dim. 

Still  fair  and  gloriona,  he  bat  ahone 
Among  those  yoatha  th*  unbeavenliest  om 
A  creature,  to  whom  light  remain*d 
From  Eden  still,  bat  alter  d,  stain*d. 
And  o'er  wK  *«e  brow  not  Lore  alone 

A  blight  had,  in  his  transit,  ca^t. 
But  other,  earthlier  joys  had  gone. 

And  left  their  foot-priuts  as  they  paas'd 
Sighing,  as  back  through  ages  flown, 

Like  a  tomb-aearcher,  Mem'r>-  ran, 
lifting  each  shroud  that  Time  had  throwi 

O'er  buried  hopes,  he  thus  began : — 


FIRST  ANGEUS  STORY. 

"  *TwAB  in  a  land,  that  far  away 

Into  the  golden  orient  lies. 
Where  Nature  knows  not  night's  delay, 
liut  springs  to  meet  her  bridegroom.  Day, 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies. 
One  mom,  on  earthly  mission  sent,* 

And  midway  choosiug  where  to  light, 

The  Basilidians  supposed  that  there  were  three 
and  sixty-five  orders  of  angels,  "  dont  la  perfection 
d^croissant,  4  mesare  qu'Us  s*61oignoient  dc  la 
classe  d'esprits  places  dans  le  premier  cicl.'*  See 
Orig.  dea  Cultes,  torn.  il.  p.  112. 

4  It  appears  that,  in  most  langungex,  the  term  < 
for  an  angel  means  also  a  messenger.    Firischteh. 
sian  word  for  angel,  is  delved  (says  D*Hcrbelot) 
verb  Firlschtin,  to  send.    The  Hebrew   terui,  too 
has  the  same  signification 
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from  the  blae  element — 
3eauliful,  but  fatal  sight ! 
'  earth's  fairest  womankind, 
eird  from  view,  or  rather  shrined 
clear  crystal  of  a  brook ; 
ch,  while  it  hid  no  single  gleam 
young  beauties,  made  them  look 
e  spirit-like,  as  they  might  seem 
)ugh  the  dim  shadowing  of  a  dream, 
g  m  wonder  I  look*d  on, 
le,  playfully  around  her  breaking 
aters,  that  like  diamonds  shone, 
moved  in  light  of  her  own  making, 
^h,  as  from  that  airy  height 
y  lower'd  my  breathless  flight, 
emble  of  my  wing  all  o'er 
through  each  plume  I  felt  the  thrill) 
d  her,  as  she  reach'd  the  shore 
hat  small  lake — her  mirror  still — 
whote  brink  she  stood,  like  snow 
rosy  with  a  sunset  glow, 
shall  I  forget  those  eyes ! — 
ame,  the  innocent  surprise 
t  bright  face,  when  in  the  air 
ing,  she  beheld  me  there, 
rd  as  if  each  thought,  and  look, 
motion,  were  tLat  minute  chain*d 
the  ^K>t,  such  root  she  took, 
like  a  sunflower  by  a  brook, 
I  face  uptum'd — so  still  remaiuM ! 

to  the  wond*ring  maid, 

igh  loath  from  such  a  vision  turning, 

irard  I  bent,  beneath  the  shade 

ly  spread  wings  to  hide  the  burning 

ices,  which — I  well  could  feel — 

nne,  for  her,  too  warmly  shOne  ; 

e  I  could  again  unseal 

tlcss  eyes,  or  even  steal 

sidelong  look,  the  maid  was  gone^ 
•m  mo  in  the  forest  leaves, 
Icn  OS  when,  in  all  her  channs 
•blown  light,  some  cloud  receives 

Moon  into  his  dusky  i 


t  in  words  to  tell  the  power, 
•spotism  that,  from  that  hour, 
k  held  o'er  me.     Day  and  night 
ight  around  each  neighboring  spot ; 

mc  Riven  by  tho  Mahometans  to  the  infernal  re- 
which,  they  say,  tho  angel  Tabhek  presides, 
even  gates  of  hoU,  mentioned  In  the  Koran,  the 
tors  underetand  seven  different  departments  at 
A  hich  seven  different  sorts  of  sinners  are  to  be 
Tltc  first,  called  Gehenncm,  is  for  sinnU  Mos- 
the  second,  Ladha,  for  Christian  odbnderi;  the 


And,  in  the  chase  of  this  sweet  light. 

My  task,  and  heaven,  and  all  forgot  ;-^ 
All,  but  the  one,  sole,  haunting  dream 
Of  her  I  saw  in  that  bright  stream. 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  by  her  side 

I  found  myself,  whde  happy  days, 
List*ning  to  words,  whose  music  vied 

With  our  own  Eden's  seraph  lays, 
When  seraph  lays  are  warm'd  by  love. 
But,  wanting  that,  far,  far  above ! — 
And  looking  into  eyes  where,  Uue 
And  beautiful,  like  skies  seen  through 
The  sleeping  wave,  for  me  there  shone 
A  heaven,  more  worshipp'd  than  my  own. 
Oh  what,  while  I  could  hear  and  see 
Such  words  and  looks,  was  heav'n  to  me  7 
Though  gross  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
'Twas  blessed,  while  she  breathed  it  too ; 
Though  dark  the  flow'rs,  though  dim  the  sky, 
Love  lent  tliem  light,  while  she  was  nigh. 
Throughout  creation  I  but  knew 
Two  separate  worids — ^the  one,  that  small. 

Beloved,  and  consecrated  spot 
Where  Lka  tea* — ^the  other,  all 

The  dull,  wide  waste,  where  she  was  not ! 

But  vain  my  suit,  my  madness  vain ; 
Though  gladly,  from  her  eyes  to  gain 

One  earthly  look,  one  stray  desire, 
I  would  have  torn  the  wings,  that  hung 

Furi'd  at  my  back,  and  o'er  the  Fire 
In  Gehim's'  pit  their  fragments  flung ; — 
'Twas  hopeless  all — pure  and  onmoved 

She  stood,  as  lilies  in  the  light 

Of  the  hot  noon  but  look  mora  white ; 
And  though  she  loved  me,  deeply  loved, 
'Twas  not  as  man,  as  mortal-HBO, 
Nothing  of  earth  was  in  that  glow- 
She  loved  me  bat  as  one,  of  laee 
Angelic,  from  that  radiant  place 
She  saw  so  oft  m  dreams— that  Heaven, 

To  which  her  prayers  at  mom  were  sent. 
And  on  whose  light  she  gazed  at  even, 
Wishmg  for  wings,  that  she  might  go 
Out  of  this  shadowy  world  below. 

To  that  free,  glorious  element ! 

Well  I  remember  by  her  side 
Sitting  at  rosy  even-tide, 

third,  Hothama,  is  appointed  for  Jews ;  and  the  fourth  and 
flAh,  called  Sair  and  Sacar,  are  destined  to  receive  the  8a- 
bcant  and  the  worshlppen  of  Are :  in  the  aiith,  named 
Gehim,  those  pagans  and  idolaters  who  admit  a  plondity  of 
fods  are  placed ;  while  Into  the  abyss  of  the  seventh,  ei^led 
Derk  Asfiil,  or  the  Deepest,  the  hypocrltkal  canten  of  all 
Mllgioat  are  thrown. 
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When* — ^tnming  to  the  star,  whose  head 

Look'd  out,  as  from  a  bridal  bed. 

At  that  mute,  blushing  hour, — she  said, 

*  Oh !  that  it  were  my  doom  to  be 

<  The  Spirit  of  yon  oeauteous  sta« 
<  Dwelling  up  there  m  purity, 

*  Alone,  as  all  such  bright  things  are ; — 

*  My  sole  employ  to  pray  and  shine, 

'  To  light  my  censer  at  the  sun, 

*  And  cast  its  fire  towards  the  shrine 

<  Of  Him  in  heav'n,  th'  Eternal  one !' 

So  innocent  the  maid,  so  firee 

From  mortal  taint  in  soul  and  frame, 
Whom  'twas  my  crime— my  destiny — 
To  love,  ay,  bum  for,  with  a  flame, 
To  which  earth's  wildest  fires  are  tame. 
Had  you  but  seen  her  look,  when  first 
From  my  mad  lips  th'  avowal  buret ; 
Not  anger*d — ^no— the  feeling  came 
From  depths  beyond  mere  anger's  flame^ 
It  was  a  sorrow,  calm  as  deep, 
A  moumfulneas  that  could  not  weep, 
So  fiird  her  heart  was  to  the  brink, 
So  fix'd  and  froz'n  with  grief,  to  think 
That  angel  natures — ^that  ev'n  I, 
Whose  love  she  clung  to,  as  the  tie 
Between  her  spirit  and  the  sky — 
Should  fall  thus  headlong  from  the  height 
Of  all  that  heav'n  hath  pure  and  bright ! 

That  very  night — ^my  heart  had  grown 

Impatient  of  its  inward  burning ; 
The  term,  too,  of  my  stay  was  flown, 
And  the  bright  Watchers  near  the  throne, 
Already,  if  a  meteor  shone 
Between  them  and  this  nether  zone. 

Thought  'twas  their  herald's  wing  returning. 
Oft  did  the  potent  spell-word,  giv'n 

To  Envor/8  hither  from  the  skies, 
To  be  prom  onced,  when  back  to  heav'n 

It  is  their  time  or  wish  to  rise. 
Come  to  my  lips  that  fatal  day ; 

And  once,  too,  was  so  neariy  spoken. 
That  my  spread  plumage  in  the  ray 
And  breeze  of  heav'n  began  to  play ; — 

When  my  heart  fail'd — the  spell  was  broken- 
The  word  unfinish'd  died  away, 
And  my  check'd  plumes,  ready  to  soar. 
Fell  slack  and  lifeless  as  before. 


>  I  have  already  mentioned  that  lome  of  the  circnrostances 
of  this  story  were  suggested  to  me  by  the  eastern  legend  of 
the  two  angels,  Hamt  and  Mamt,  as  given  by  Mariti,  who 
■ays  that  the  author  of  the  Taallm  founds  upon  it  the  Ma- 
hometan prohibition  of  wine.*    I  have  since  found  that 


How  could  I  leave  a  world  which  Ae, 

Or  lost  or  won,  made  all  to  me? 

No  matter  where  my  wand'rings  were, 

So  there  she  look'd,  breathed,  moved  abc 
Wo,  ruin,  death,  more  sweet  with  her. 

Than  Paradise  itself,  without  I 

But,  to  return — ^that  very  day 

A  feast  was  held,  where,  foil  of  mifth,  ' 
Came— crowdmg  thick  as  flow'is  that  play 
In  summer  winds — the  young  and  gay 

And  beautiful  of  this  bright  earth. 
And  she  was  there,  and  'mid  the  young 

And  beautiful  stood  firat,  alone ; 
Though  on  her  gentle  brow  still  hung 

The  shadow  I  that  morn  had  thrown* 
The  first,  that  ever  shame  or  wo 
Had  cast  upon  its  vernal  snow. 
My  heart  was  madden'd ; — in  the  floah 

Of  the  wild  revel  I  gave  way 
To  all  that  frantic  mirth — that  mdi 

Of  desp'rate  gayety,  which  they. 
Who  never  felt  how  pain's  ezceas 
Can  break  out  thus,  think  hapfunea ! 
Sad  mimicry  of  mirth  and  life. 
Whose  flashes  come  but  from  the  strife 
Of  inward  passions — ^like  the  light 
Struck  out  by  clashing  swords  in  fight 

Then,  too,  that  juice  of  earth,  the  bane 
And  blessing  of  man's  heart  and  brain-^ 
That  draught  of  sorcery,  which  brings 
Phantoms  of  fair,  forbidden  things— 
Whose  drops,  like  those  of  rainbows,  smile 

Upon  the  mists  that  circle  man, 
Bright'ning  not  only  Earth,  the  whUe, 

But  grasping  Heav'n,  too,  in  their  ^hui  ! 
Then  firet  the  fatal  wine-cup  rain'd 

Its  dews  of  darkness  through  my  lips,' 
Casting  whate'er  of  light  remain'd 

To  my  lost  soul  into  eclipae ; 
And  filling  it  with  such  wild  .ireams. 

Such  fantasies  and  wrong  desires, 
As,  in  the  absence  of  heav'n's  beams. 

Haunt  us  forever — like  wild-fires 

That  walk  this  earth,  when  day  retires 

Now  hear  the  rest ;— our  banquet  done, 
I  sought  her  in  th'  accustom'd  bow'r. 


Mariti's  version  of  the  tale  (wliich  differs  also  ttpm  t 
Dr.  Prideanz,  in  his  Life  of  Muhomet)  is  taken  fl« 
French  Encyclop^die,  in  which  worlc,  under  the  h»d 
ot  Marot,'*  the  reader  will  find  it. 

•  The  BahanUouih  (ella  the  ftblc  diflncndy. 
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Into  Tve  oft,  when  day  was  gone, 

'  Already,  see,  my  plumes  have  stirr'd. 

e  worid  hush'd,  had  met  alone, 

*  And  tremble  for  their  home  on  high. 

he  same  silent,  moonlight  hour. 

*  Thus  be  our  parting— cheek  to  cheek — 

es,  as  usual,  were  uptum'd 

<  One  mmute's  lapse  will  be  foigiv'n, 

loved  star,  whose  lustre  burnM 

*  And  thou,  the  next,  shalt  hear  me  ipeak 

r  than  ever  on  that  night ; 

*  The  1^11  that  plumes  my  wing  for  Heav'n !' 

le  she,  in  looking,  grew  more  bright, 

tiough  she  borrowed  of  its  light 

While  thus  I  spoke,  the  fearful  maid, 

Of  me,  and  of  herself  afraid, 

was  a  virtue  in  that  scene. 

Had  shrinking  stood,  like  flow'n  beneath 

ell  of  hoUness  around. 

The  scorching  of  the  south-wind's  breath : 

,  had  my  burning  bram  not  been 

But  when  I  named — alas,  too  well. 

i  madden'd,  would  have  held  me  bound. 

I  now  recall,  though  wilder*d  then,— 

lOugh  I  trod  celestial  ground. 

Instantly,  when  I  named  the  spell. 

i  it  was,  with  soul  all  flame. 

Her  brow,  her  eyes  uprose  again, 

lips  that  bum'd  in  their  own  sighs, 

And,  with  an  eagerness,  that  spoke 

to  gaze,  with  awe  and  shame— 

The  sudden  light  that  o'er  her  broke. 

smory  of  £2den  came 

<  The  speU,  the  i^U !— oh,  speak  it  now, 

o*er  me  when  I  saw  those  eyes ; 

<  And  I  wUl  bless  thee !'  she  exclaim'd— 

ough  too  well  each  glance  of  mine 

Unknowing  what  I  did,  inflamed. 

tie  pale,  shrinking  maiden  proved 

And  lost  aheady,  on  her  brow 

ir,  alas,  from  aught  divine, 

I  stamp'd  one  bummg  kiss,  and  named 

worthy  of  so  pure  a  shrine. 

The  mystic  word,  till,  then  ne'er  told 

the  wild  love  with  which  I  loved. 

To  Uving  creature  of  earth's  mould ! 

ist  she,  too,  have  seen — oh  yes. 

Scarce  was  it  said,  when,  quick  as  thought. 

soothing  but  to  think  she  saw 

Her  lips  from  mine,  like  echo,  caught 

ep,  true,  soul-felt  tenderness, 

The  holy  sound— her  hands  and  eyes 

homage  of  an  Angel's  awe 

Wore  mstant  Ufted  to  the  skies, 

a  mortal,  whom  pure  love 

And  thrice  to  heav'n  she  spoke  it  out 

laced  above  him — ^far  above — 

With  that  triumphant  look  Faith  wean, 

that  struggle  to  repress 

When  not  a  cloud  of  fear  or  doubt. 

1  spirit's  mad  excess. 

A  vapor  from  this  vale  of  tears. 

work'd  within  me  at  that  hour. 

Between  her  and  her  God  appears ! 

Q,  with  a  voice,  where  Passion  shed 

That  very  moment  her  whole  frame 

melancholy  power— I  said. 

All  bright  and  glorified  became,                              • 

be  it  BO ;  if  back  to  heaven 

And  at  her  back  I  saw  unclose 

ust  unloved,  unpitied  fly, 

Two  wings,  magnificent  as  those 

ut  one  blest  memorial  giv'n 

That  sparkle  around  Alla's  Throne, 

sooth  me  m  that  lonely  sky ; 

Whose  plumes,  as  buoyantly  she  rose, 

>ok,  like  those  the  young  and  fond 

B  when  they're  parting— which  would  be, 

With  a  pure  light,  which— from  its  hue. 

a  remembrance,  far  beyond 

Unknown  upon  this  earth — I  knew 

heav'n  hath  left  of  Uiss  for  me ! 

Was  light  from  Eden,  glist'ning  through ! 

Most  holy  vision !  ne'er  before 

It  to  see  that  head  recline 

Did  aught  so  radiant — since  the  day 

linute  on  this  trembling  arm. 

When  Ebus,  in  his  downfall,  bore 

lose  mild  eyes  look  up  to  mine. 

The  third  of  the  bright  stars  away — 

hout  a  dread,  a  thought  of  harm ! 

Rise,  hi  eartli's  beauty,  to  repair 

«t,  but  once,  the  thrillmg  touch 

That  km  of  light  and  glory  there! 

ips  too  purely  fond  to  fear  me— 

that  boon  be  all  too  much, 

But  did  I  tamely  view  her  flight  7 

Q  thus  to  bring  their  fragrance  near  me ! 

Did  not  /,  too,  proclaim  out  thrice 

slirink  not  so— a  look — a  word — 

The  pow'rful  words  that  were,  that  night«~ 

B  them  but  kindly  and  I  fly ; 

Oh,eT'n  for  heaven  too  much  delight !— 
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Again  to  bring  us,  eyes  to  eyes, 

That  holy  Shame,  which  ne'er  forgets 

And  soul  to  soul,  in  Paradise? 

Th'  unblench'd  renown  it  and  to  wear ; 

I  did — ^I  spoke  it  o'er  and  o'er — 

Whose  blush  remains,  when  Yirtne  sets. 

I  pray*d,  I  wept,  but  all  in  vam ; 

For  me  the  spell  had  pow'r  no  more. 

There  secm*d  around  me  some  dark  cham 

Once  only,  while  the  tale  he  told, 

Which  still,  as  I  essay'd  to  soar, 

Were  his  eyes  Ufted  to  behold 

Baffled,  alas,  each  wild  endeavor: 

That  happy,  stainless  star,  where  she 

Dead  lay  my  wings,  as  they  have  Iain 

Dwelt  in  her  bower  of  purity ! 

Since  that  sad  hour,  and  will  remain — 

One  minute  did  he  look,  ard  then — 

So  wUls  th'  offended  God— for  ever ! 

As  though  he  felt  some  deadly  pain 

From  its  sweet  light  through  heart  and  bnu»« 

It  was  to  yonder  star  I  traced 

Shrunk  back,  and  never  look'd  again. 

Her  journey  up  th'  illumined  waste — 

That  isle  in  the  blue  firmament, 
To  which  so  oft  her  fancy  went 

In  wishes  and  in  dreams  before. 

And  which  was  now— such.  Purity, 

Who  was  the  Second  Spin  7  be 

Thy  bless'd  reward— ordain'd  to  be 

With  the  proud  front  and  piercing  glaaee- 

Her  home  of  light  for  evermore  ! 

Who  seem'd,  when  viewing  heaven's  ^"T***^ 

Once— or  did  I  but  fancy  so? — 

As  though  his  far-sent  eye  oould  see 

Ev'n  in  her  flight  to  that  fair  sphere, 

On,  on  into  th'  Immensity 

'Mid  aU  her  spirit's  new-felt  glow. 

Behind  the  veils  of  that  blue  sky. 

A  pitying  look  she  tum'd  below 

Where  Alla's  grandest  secrets  lie  7— 

On  him  who  stood  in  darkness  here ; 

His  wings,  the  while,  thongh  day  was  gone, 

Him  whom,  perhaps,  if  vain  regret 

Flashing  with  many  a  various  hue 

Can  dwell  in  heaven,  she  pities  yet ; 

Of  light  they  from  themselves  alone, 

And  oft,  when  looking  to  this  dim 

Instinct  with  Eden's  brightness,  drew. 

And  distant  world,  remembers  hun. 

'Twas  RuBi — once  among  the  prime 

And  flow'r  of  those  bright  creatuzes,  named 

But  soon  that  passing  dream  was  gone  ; 

Spirits  of  Knowledge,*  who  o'er  Time 

Farther  and  farther  off  she  shone, 

And  Space  and  Thought  an  empire  claim*4 

TiU  lessened  to  a  poipt,  as  smaU 

Second  alone  to  Him,  whose  light 

As  are  those  specks  that  yonder  bum,— 

Was,  ev'n  to  theirs,  as  day  to  night ; 

Those  vivid  drops  of  light,  that  faU 

'Twixt  whom  and  them  was  distance  far 

'     The  last  from  Day's  exhausted  urn. 

And  when  at  length  she  merged,  afar. 

To  reach  from  any  island  star 

The  vague  shores  cf  Infinity ! 

And  when  at  length  my  straining  sight 

Had  caught  her  wing*s  last  fading  ray. 

'Twas  Run,  in  whose  mournful  eye 

That  m'mute  from  my  soul  the  light 

Slept  the  dim  light  of  days  gone  by ; 

Of  heav'n  and  love  both  pass'd  away ; 

Whose  voice,  though  sweet,  fell  on  the  ear 

And  I  forgot  my  home,  my  birth. 

Like  echoes,  in  some  silent  place. 

Profaned  my  spirit,  sunk  my  brow, 

When  first  awaked  for  many  a  year ; 

And  revell'd  in  gross  joys  of  earth. 

And  when  he  smiled,  if  o'er  his  face 

Till  I  became— what  I  am  now !" 

Smile  ever  shone,  *twas  like  the  grace 

Of  moonlight  rainbows,  fair,  but  wan. 

The  Spuit  bow'd  his  head  in  shame  ; 

The  sunny  life,  the  glory  gone. 

A  shame,  that  of  itself  would  tell— 

Ev*n  o'er  his  pride,  though  still  the  same. 

Were  there  not  ev'n  those  breaks  of  flame, 

A  soft'ning  shade  from  sorrow  came ; 

Celestial,  through  his  clouded  frame- 

And  though  at  times  his  spirit  knew 

How  grand  the  height  from  which  he  fel 

The  kindlings  of  disdam  and  iie. 
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Short  WM  the  fitful  glare  they  threw— 
Like  the  last  flashef ,  fierce  but  few, 
Seen  through  some  noble  pile  on  fire ! 

Sach  was  the  Angel,  who  now  broke 

The  silence  that  had  come  o'er  all. 
When  he,  the  Spirit  that  last  spoke, 

Closed  the  sad  hist'ry  of  his  fall ; 
And,  while  a  sacred  lustre,  flown 

For  many  a  day,  relumed  his  cheek — 
Beautiful,  as  in  days  of  old  ; 
And  not  those  eloquent  lips  alone 

But  every  feature  seem'd  to  speak— 
Thus  his  eventful  story  told : — 


SECOND  ANGEL'S  STORY. 

"  You  both  remember  well  the  day. 

When  unto  Eden's  new-made  bow'rsy 
Alla  convoked  the  bright  array 

Of  his  supreme  angelic  pow'rs. 
To  witness  the  one  wonder  yet. 

Beyond  man,  angel,  star,  or  sun. 
He  must  achieve,  ere  he  could  set 

His  seal  upon  the  worid,  as  done — 
To  see  that  last  perfection  rise. 

That  crowning  of  creation's  birth. 
When,  mid  the  worship  and  surprise 
Of  circling  angels.  Woman's  eyes 

First  open'd  upon  heav'n  and  earth ; 
And  from  their  lids  a  thrill  was  sent. 
That  through  each  living  spirit  went. 
Like  first  light  through  the  firmament ! 

Can  yon  forget  how  gradual  stole 
The  fresh-awaken'd  breath  of  soul 
Throughout  her  perfect  form — ^which  seem'd 
To  grow  transparent,  as  there  beam'd 
That  dawn  of  Mind  within,  and  caught 
New  loveliness  from  each  new  thought  7 
Slow  as  o'er  summer  seas  we  trace 

The  progrees  of  the  noontide  air. 
Dimpling  its  bright  and  silent  face 
fUich  minute  into  some  new  grace. 

And  varying  heav'n's  reflections  there-^ 
Or,  like  the  light  of  evening,  stealing 

O'er  some  fair  temple,  which  all  day 
Hath  slept  in  shadow,  slow  revealing 

Its  several  beauties,  ray  by  ray, 
Till  it  shines  out,  a  thing  to  bless. 
All  full  of  light  and  lovelinen. 


>  "(Test  an  (kit  Indnbltable  que  U  plnpart  des 
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Can  yon  forget  her  blush,  when  roond 
Through  Eden's  lone,  enchanted  ground 
She  look'd,  and  saw,  the  sea— the  skies — 

And  heard  the  rush  of  many  a  wing. 

On  high  behests  then  vanishuig ; 
And  saw  the  last  few  angel  eyes. 
Still  Ung'ring— mine  among  the  resty— 
Reluctant  leaving  scenes  so  blest  7 
From  that  miraculous  hour,  the  fate 

Of  this  new,  glorious  Being  dwelt 
Forever,  with  a  spel  -.ike  weight. 
Upon  my  spiritr-^ariy,  late, 

Whate'er  I  did,  or  dream'd,  or  felt. 
The  thought  of  what  might  yet  befall 
That  matchless  creature  mix'd  witk  alL— 
Nor  she  alone,  but  her  whole  race 

Through  ages  yet  to  come— whate'er 

Of  feminine,  and  fond,  and  fair. 
Should  spring  from  that  pure  mfaid  and  face. 

All  waked  my  soul's  intensest  care ; 
Their  forms,  souls,  feelings,  still  to  me 
Creation's  strangest  mystery  I 

It  was  my  doom— ev'n  from  the  first. 
When  witnessing  the  primal  burst 
Of  Nature's  wonders,  I  saw  rise 
Those  bright  creations  in  the  skies, — 
Those  worids  instinct  with  life  and  light. 
Which  man,  remote,  but  sees  by  night,^- 
It  was  my  doom  still  to  be  haunted 
By  some  new  wonder,  some  sublime 
And  matchless  work,  that,  for  the  time 
Held  all  my  soul,  enchain'd,  enchanted. 
And  left  me  not  a  thought,  a  dream, 
A  word,  but  on  that  only  theme  I 

The  wish  to  know-— that  endless  thint. 

Which  ev'n  by  quenching  is  awaked. 
And  which  becomes  or  bless'd  or  cursed, 

As  is  the  fount  whereat  'tis  daked — 
Still  urged  me  onward,  with  desire 
Insatiate,  to  explore,  inquire— 
Whate'er  the  wondrous  things  might  be 
That  waked  each  new  idolatry — 

Their  cause,  aim,  source,  whence-ever  sprang— 
Their  inmost  pow'rs,  as  though  for  me 

Existence  on  that  knowledge  hung. 

Oh  what  a  visioil  were  the  stars. 
When  first  I  saw  them  bum  on  high. 

Rolling  along,  like  living  ears 
Of  light,  for  gods  to  journey  by !' 
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They  were  my  heart's  first  paaioii— days 
And  nights,  unwearied,  in  their  rays 
Have  I  hung  floating,  till  each  sense 
SeemM  full  of  their  bright  influence. 
Innocent  joy !  alas,  how  much 

Of  misery  had  I  shunn'd  below, 
Could  I  have  still  lived  bless'd  with  such ; 

Nor,  proud  and  restless,  bum'd  to  know 

The  knowledge  that  brings  goilt  and  wo. 
Often — BO  much  I  loved  to  trace 
The  secrets  of  this  starry  race — 
Have  I  at  mom  and  evening  run 
Along  the  lines  of  radiance  spuh 
like  webs,  between  them  and  the  sun, 
Untwisting  all  the  tangled  ties 
Of  light  into  their  different  dyes — 
Then  fleetly  wing'd  I  off,  in  quest 
Of  those,  the  farthest,  loneliest, 
That  watch,  like  winking  sentmels,' 
The  void,  beyond  which  Chaos  dwells ; 
And  there,  with  noiseless  plume,  pursued 
Their  track  through  that  grand  solitude, 
Asking  intently  all  and  each 

What  soul  within  their  radiance  dwelt, 
And  wishing  their  sweet  light  were  speech, 

That  they  might  tell  me  all  they  felt 

Nay,  oft,  so  paaionate  my  chase 
Of  these  resplendent  heirs  of  space, 
Oft  did  I  follow— lest  a  ray 

Should  'scape  me  in  the  farthest  night- 
Some  pilgrim  Comet,  on  his  way 

To  visit  distant  shrines  of  light, 
And  well  remember  how  I  sung 

Exultingly,  when  on  my  sight 
New  worids  of  stars,  all  firesh  and  3roung, 
As  if  just  bom  of  darkness,  sprung! 

Such  was  my  pure  ambition  then. 

My  smless  transport,  night  and  mom ; 
Ere  yet  this  newer  worid  of  men. 

And  that  most  fair  of  stars  was  bom 
Which  I,  in  fatal  hour,  saw  rise 
Among  the  flow'rs  of  Paradise  I 
Thenceforth  my  nature  all  was  changed, 

My  heart,  soul,  senses  tum'd  below ; 
And  he,  who  but  so  lately  ranged 

Yon  wonderful  expanse,  where  glow 
Worids  upon  worids^— yet  found  his  mind 
Ev'n  in  that  luminous  range  oautnodr— 
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Now  bless'd  the  humblest,  meanest  sod 
Of  the  dark  earth  where  Woman  trod ! 
In  vain  my  former  idols  glisten'd 

From  their  far  thrones ;  in  vain  these  aa 
To  the  once-thrilling  music  listen'd. 

That  hymn'd  around  my  favorite  qAtera 
To  earth,  to  earth  each  thought  was  giVn, 

That  in  this  half-lost  soul  had  birth  ; 
Like  some  high  mount,  whose  head's  in  lie 

While  its  whole  shadow  rests  on  earth ! 

Nor  was  it  Love,  ev'n  yet,  that  thrall'd 

My  spirit  in  his  burning  ties  ; 
And  leas,  still  less  could  it  be  call'd 

That  grosser  flame,  round  which  Love  fl 

Nearer  and  nearer,  till  he  dies — 
No,  it  was  wonder,  such  as  thrill'd 

At  all  God's  works  my  dazzled  sense  ; 
The  same  rapt  wonder,  only  fill'd 

With  passion,  more  profound,  intenser^ 
A  vehement,  but  wand'ring  fire. 
Which,  though  nor  love,  nor  yet  desire, — 
Though  through  all  womankind  it  took 

Its  range,  as  lawless  lightnings  run, 
Yet  wanted  but  a  touch,  a  look. 

To  fix  it  burning  upon  One, 

Then,  too,  the  ever-restless  zeal, 

Th'  insatiate  curiosity 
To  know  how  shapes,  so  fair,  most  feel-« 
To  look,  but  once,  beneath  the  seal 

Of  so  much  loveliness,  and  see 
What  souls  belong'd  to  such  bright  eyee^ 

Whether,  as  sunbeams  find  their  way 
Into  the  gem  that  hidden  lies. 

Those  looks  could  mward  turn  their  ray, 

And  make  the  soul  as  bright  as  they : 
All  this  impeli'd  my  anxious  chase, 

And  still  the  more  I  saw  and  knew 
Of  Woman's  fond,  weak,  conqu'ring  race, 

Th'  intenser  still  my  wonder  grew. 

I  had  beheld  their  First,  their  Eve, 

Bom  m  that  splendid  Paradise, 
Which  sprang  there  solely  to  receive 

The  first  light  of  her  waking  eye& 
I  had  seen  purest  angels  lean 

In  worship  o'er  her  from  above ; 
And  man—oh  yes,  had  envying  seen 

Proud  man  possess'd  of  all  her  love. 
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1  nw  their  hap|niiij«y  so  brief, 

So  ezquinte,— her  error,  too, 
That  easy  trust,  that  prompt  belief 

In  what  the  warm  heart  wishes  true ; 
That  faith  in  words,  when  kindly  said, 
By  which  the  whole  fond  sex  is  led — 
Mingled  with — what  I  durst  not  Uame, 

For  'tis  my  own — that  zeal  to  know, 
Sad,  fatal  zeal,  so  sure  of  wo ; 
Which,  though  from  heaven  all  pure  it  came, 
Yet  stain*d,  misused,  brought  sin  and  shame 

On  her,  on  me,  on  all  below  ! 

I  had  seen  this ;  had  seen  Man,  arm'd. 

As  his  soul  is,  with  strength  and  sense. 
By  her  Eist  words  to  ruin  charm'd ; 

His  vaimted  reason's  cold  defence. 
Like  an  ice-barrier  in  the  ray 
Of  melting  summer,  smiled  away 
Nay,  stranger  yet,  spite  of  all  this — 

Though  by  her  counsels  taught  to  err. 

Though  driy'n  from  Paradise  for  her, 
(And  with  her — that,  at  least,  was  bliss,) 
Had  I  not  heard  hhn,  ere  he  cross'd 

The  threshold  of  that  earthly  heav'n. 
Which  by  her  wildering  smile  he  lost — 

So  quickly  was  the  wrong  forgiy'n.! — 
Had  I  not  heard  him,  as  he  pressed 
The  frail,  fond  trembler  to  a  breast 
Which  she  had  doom'd  to  sin  and  strife, 
Call  her— eVn  then-^his  Life !  his  Life  !' 
Ves,  such  the  love-taught  name,  the  fust. 

That  ruin'd  Man  to  Woman  gave, 
Ev'n  in  his  outcast  hour,  when  cursed 
By  her  fond  witchery,  with  that  worst 

And  earliest  boon  of  love,  the  grave ! 
She,  who  brought  death  mto  the  world, 

There  stood  before  him,  with  the  light 

Of  their  lost  Paradise  still  bright 
Upon  those  suimy  locks,  that  curl'd 
Down  her  white  shoulders  to  her  feet — 
So  beautiful  in  form,  so  sweet 
In  heart  and  voice,  as  to  redeem 

The  loss,  the  death  of  all  things  dear, 
E::cept  herself — and  make  it  seem 

life,  endless  Life,  while  she  was  near ! 
Could  I  help  wond'ring  at  a  creature. 

Thus  circled  round  with  spells  so  strong — 
One,  to  whose  eVry  thought,  word,  feature, 

In  joy  and  wo,  through  right  and  wrong. 
Such  sweet  omnipotence  heaven  gave, 
T«  bless  or  ruin,  cuise  or  save  7 
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Nor  did  the  marvel  cease  with  her— 

New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came. 
As  strong  to  charm,  as  weak  to  err. 

As  sure  of  man  through  praise  and  blame, 

Whate'er  they  brought  hhn,  pride  or  shance, 
He  still  th'  unreasonmg  wonoipper, 

And  they,  throughout  all  time,  the  same, 

Enchantresses  of  soul  and  frame. 
Into  whose  hands,  from  first  to  last. 

This  world  with  all  its  destmies, 
Devotedly  by  heav'n  seems  cast. 

To  save  or  ruin,  as  they  please ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  to  be  told  how  k>ng. 

How  restlessly  I  sigh'd  to  find 
Some  one,  from  out  that  witchmg  throng, 

Some  abstract  of  the  form  and  mind 
Of  the  whole  matchless  sex,  from  which 

In  my  own  arms  beheld,  possess'd, 
I  might  learn  all  the  powers  to  witch. 

To  warm,  and  (if  my  fate  unUess'd 

Would  have  it)  ruin,  of  the  rest ! 
Into  whose  inward  soul  and  sense 

I  might  descend,  as  doth  the  bee 
Into  the  flower's  deep  heart,  and  thence 

Rifle,  in  all  its  purity. 
The  prime,  the  quintessence,  the  whole 
Of  wondrous  Woman's  frame  and  soul ! 


At  length,  my  burning  wish,  my  prayer — 
(For  such — oh  what  will  tongues  not  dare. 
When  hearts  go  wrong  7 — this  lip  preferr'd)— 
At  length  my  ominous  prayer  was  heard-~ 
But  whether  heard  m  heaven  or  hell, 
listen — and  thou  wilt  know  too  well 


There  was  a  maid,  of  all  who  move 

Like  visions  o'er  this  orb,  most  fit 
To  be  a  bright  young  angel's  love. 

Herself  so  bright,  so  ezquinte ! 
The  pride,  too,  of  her  step,  as  light 

Along  th*  unconscious  earth  she  went, 
Seem'd  that  of  one,  bom  with  a  right 

To  walk  some  heavenlier  element. 
And  tread  m  places  where  her  feet 
A  star  at  ev'ry  step  should  meet 
'Twas  not  alone  that  loveliness 

By  which  the  wilder'd  sense  is  caught — 
Of  Ups,  whose  very  breath  could  bless ; 

Of  playful  blushes,  that  seem'd  naught 

But  luminous  escapes  of  thought ; 
Of  eyes  that,  when  by  anger  stirr'd, 
Were  fire  itself,  but,  at  a  word 

Of  tenderness,  all  soft  became 
As  though  they  cooM,  like  the  son's  hud, 

DiMolve  away  in  their  own  flame— 
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Of  form,  as  pliant  as  the  shoots 

Of  a  young  tree,  in  vernal  flower ; 
Yet  round  and  glowing  as  the  fruits. 

That  drop  from  it  in  summer's  hour ;— > 
'Twas  not  alone  tjfja  loveliness 

That  falls  to  loveliest  women's  share, 

Though,  even  here,  her  form  could  spare 
From  its  own  beauty's  rich  excess 

Enough  to  make  ev'n  them  more  fair — 
But  'twas  the  Mind,  outshining  clear 
Through  her  whole  frame — ^the  soul,  still  near, 
To  light  each  charm,  yet  independent 

Of  what  it  lighted,  as  the  sun 
That  shines  on  flowers,  would  be  resplendent 

Were  there  no  flowers  to  shine  upon — 
'Twas  this,  all  this,  in  one  combined — 

Th'  unnumber'd  looks  and  arts  that  form 
The  glory  of  young  woman-kind. 

Taken,  in  their  perfection,  warm. 

Ere  time  had  chill'd  a  single  charm. 
And  stamp'd  with  such  a  seal  of  Mind, 

As  gave  to  beauties,  that  might  be 
Too  sensual  else,  too  unrefined. 

The  impress  of  Divinity ! 

'Twas  this — a  union,  which  the  hand 

Of  Nature  kept  for  her  alone. 
Of  every  thmg  most  playful,  bland. 
Voluptuous,  spiritual,  grand. 

In  angel-natures  and  her  own — 
Oh  this  it  was  that  drew  me  nigh 
One,  who  seem'd  kin  to  heaven  as  I, 
A  bright  twin-sister  from  on  high — 
One,  in  whose  love,  I  felt,  were  given 

The  mix'd  deUghts  of  either  sphere. 
All  that  the  spirit  seeks  in  heaven. 

And  all  the  senses  bum  or  here. 

Had  we — but  hold — hear  every  part 

Of  our  sad  tale — spite  of  the  pain 
Remembrance  gives,  when  the  fix'd  dart 

Is  stirr'd  thus  in  the  wound  again — 
Hear  every  step,  so  full  of  bliss. 

And  yet  so  ruinous,  that  led 
Down  to  the  last,  dark  precipice, 

Where  perish'd  both — ^the  fallen,  the  dead ! 

From  the  first  hour  she  caught  my  sight, 
I  never  left  her — day  and  night 
Hovering  unseen  around  her  way. 

And  'mid  her  loneliest  musings  near, 
I  soon  could  track  each  thought  that  lay. 

Gleaming  within  her  heart,  as  clear 

As  pebbles  within  brooks  appear ; 
And  there,  among  the  countless  things 

Tliat  keep  yoonir  heaiti  lirover  glowing, 


Vague  wishes,  fond  imaginings, 

Love-dreams,  as  yet  no  object  knoirnif 
Light,  winged  hopes,  that  come  when  bid, 

And  rainbow  joys  that  end  in  weeping ; 
And  passions,  among  pure  thoughts  hid. 

Like  serpents  under  flowerets  sleeping  > 
'Mong  all  these  feelings — ^felt  where'er 
Young  hearts  are  beating — I  saw  there 
Proud  thoughts,  aspirings  high — beyond 
Whate'er  yet  dwelt  m  soul  so  fond-« 
Glimpses  of  glory,  far  away 

Into  the  bright,  vague  future  given ; 
And  fancies,  free  and  grand,  whose  play. 

Like  that  of  eaglets,  is  near  heaven ! 
With  this,  too — ^what  a  soul  and  heart 
To  fall  beneath  the  tempter's  art ! — 
A  zeal  for  knowledge,  such  as  ne'er 
Enshrined  itself  in  form  so  fair. 
Since  that  first,  fatal  hour,  when  E?a 

With  every  fruit  of  Eden  bless'd. 
Save  one  alone — rather  than  leave 

That  one  unreached,  lost  all  the  rest 

It  was  in  dreams  that  first  I  stole 

With  gentle  mastery  o'er  her  mind — 
In  that  rich  twilight  of  the  soul. 

When  reason's  beam,  half  hid  behind 
The  clouds  of  sleep,  obscurely  grilds 
Each  shadowy  shape  the  Fancy  buildi — 
*Twas  then,  by  that  soft  light,  I  faroogfat 

Vague,,  glimmering  visTons  to  her  view ; 
Catches  of  radiance,  lost  when  caught. 
Bright  labyrinths,  that  led  to  naught. 

And  vistas,  with  no  pathway  through  ^ 
Dwellings  of  bliss,  that  opening  shone. 

Then  closed,  dissolved,  and  left  no  trao 
AH  that,  in  short,  could  tempt  Hope  on. 

But  give  her  wing  no  resting-place  ; 
Myself  tlie  while,  with  brow,  as  yet. 
Pure  as  the  young  moon's  coronet. 
Through  every  dream  still  in  her  sight, 

Th'  enchanter  of  each  mocking  scene, 
AVho  gave  the  hope,  then  brought  the  bli| 
Who  said,  *  Behold  yon  worid  of  light,' 

Then  sudden  dropp'd  a  veil  between ! 

At  length,  when  I  perceived  each  thought 
Waking  or  sleeping,  fix'd  on  naught 

But  these  illusive  scenes,  and  me — 
The  phantom,  who  thus  came  and  went, 
In  half  revealments  only  meant 

To  madden  curiosity — 
When  by  such  various  arts  I  found 
Her  fancy  to  its  utmost  wound. 
One  night — 'twas  in  a  holy  spot. 
Which  she  for  prayer  had  chosen — a  grot 
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Of  poreBt  marble,  built  below 

Her  garden  beds,  through  which  a  glow 

From  lamps  invisible  then  stole, 

Brightly  pervading  all  the  place — 
Like  that  m3rBterioti8  light  the  soul, 

Itself  unseen,  sheds  through  the  face 
There,  at  her  altar,  while  she  knelt, 
And  all  that  woman  ever  felt. 

When  God  and  man  both  claim'd  her  sigfa»-* 
Every  warm  thought,  that  ever  dwelt. 

Like  summer  clouds,  'twixt  earth  and  skiea^ 

Too  pure  to  fall,  too  gross  to  rise. 

Spoke  in  her  gestures,  tones,  and  eyes-* 
Then,  as  the  mystic  light's  soft  ray 
Grew  softer  still,  as  though  its  ray 
Was  breathed  from  her,  I  heard  her  say : — 

<  Oh  idol  of  my  dreams !  whate*er 

*  Thy  nature  be — human,  divine, 

<  Or  but  half  heav'nly—fitill  too  fair, 

'  Too  heavenly  to  be  ever  mine ! 

*  Wonderful  Spirit,  who  dost  make 

'  Slumber  so  lovely  that  it  seems 

*  No  longer  life  to  live  awake, 

*  Since  heaven  itself  descends  in  dreams, 

*  Why  do  I  ever  lose  thee  7  why 

'  When  on  thy  realms  and  thee  I  gaze 

*  Still  drops  that  veil,  which  I  could  die, 

<  Oh  gladly,  but  one  hour  to  raise  7 


'  Long  ere  such  miracles  as  thou 

*  And  thine  came  o*er  my  thoughts,  a  thirst 
For  light  was  m  this  soul,  which  now 

'  Th  '  *€oks  have  into  passion  nursed. 

*  There's  nothing  bright  above,  below, 

*  In  sky— earth— ocean,  that  this  breast 

*  Doth  not  intensely  bum  to  know, 

*  And  thee,  thee,  thee,  o'er  all  the  rest ! 

*  Then  come,  oh  Spirit,  from  behind 

*  The  curtains  of  thy  radiant  home, 
'  If  thou  wouldst  be  as  angel  shrined, 

'  Or  loved  and  clasp'd  as  mortal,  come ! 

*  Bring  all  thy  dazzling  wonders  here, 

*  That  I  may,  waking,  know  and  see ; 

*  Or  waft  me  hence  to  thy  own  q»here, 

*  Thy  heaven,  or — ay,  even  that  with  thee ! 

Demon  or  God,  who  hdd'st  the  book 

*  Of  knowledge  q>read  beneath  thine  ey«» 
'  Give  me,  with  thee,  but  one  bright  look 

*  Into  its  leaves,  and  let  me  die ! 


*  By  thoee  ethereal  wings,  whose  way 

'  I^Afi  thmnorh  itn  AlAtriAnf.  on  4 


y  uioee  etnereai  wmgs,  wbose  way 
Lies  through  an  element,  so  fraught 
Hh  living  Mind,  that,  as  they  play. 
Their  every  movement  is  a  thought ! 


*  By  that  bright,  wreathed  hair,  between 

*  Whose  sonny  clusters  the  sweet  wind 
<Of  Paradise  so  late  hath  been, 

<  And  left  its  fragrant  soul  behind ! 

*  By  those  impassion'd  eyes,  that  melt 

<  Their  light  into  the  inmost  heart ; 
<  Like  sunset  in  the  waters,  felt 

<  As  molten  fire  through  every  part— 

'  I  do  implore  thee,  oh  most  bright 

<  And  worshipp'd  Spirit,  shine  but  o'er 
'  My  waking,  wondering  eyes  this  night, 

<  This  one  blest  night — ^I  ask  no  more !' 

Ehdiausted,  breathless,  as  she  said 
These  burning  words,  her  languid  head       * 
Upon  the  altar's  steps  she  cast. 
As  if  that  bnun-throb  were  its  last — 

Till,  startled  by  the  breathmg,  nigh, 
Of  lips,  that  echoed  back  her  sigh. 
Sudden  her  brow  agam  she  raised ; 

And  there,  just  lighted  on  the  shrine, 
Beheld  me— not  as  I  had  blazed 

Around  her,  full  of  light  divine. 
In  her  late  dreams,  but  soflen',d  down 
Into  more  mortal  grace ; — ^my  crown 
Of  flowers,  too  radiant  for  this  worid. 

Left  hanging  on  yon  starry  steep ; 
My  wings  shut  up,  like  banners  furi'd. 

When  Peace  hath  put  their  pomp  to  sleep ; 

Or  like  autunmal  clouds,  that  keep 
Their  lightnings  sheath'd,  rather  than  mar 
The  dawning  hour  of  some  young  star ; 
And  nothing  left,  but  what  beseem'd 

Th'  accessible,  though  glorious  mate 
Of  mortal  woman — ^whose  eyes  beam'd 

Back  upon  hera,  as  passionate  ; 
Whose'ready  heart  brought  flame  for  flame, 
Whose  sin,  whose  madness  was  the  same ; 
And  whose  souF  lost,  m  that  one  hour. 

For  her  and  for  her  love— oh  more 

Of  heaven's  light  than  ev'n  the  power 

•Of  heav'n  itself  could  now  restore ! 

And  yet,  that  hour !" 

The  Spirit  hero 
Stopp'd  in  his  utterance,  as  if  wofdi 
Gave  way  beneath  the  wild  career 
^Of  his  then  mshing  thought*— like  ehotdi, 
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Midway  in  some  enthusiast's  song, 
Breaking  beneath  a  touch  too  strong ; 
While  the  clench'd  hand  upon  the  brow 
Told  how  remembrance  throbb*d  there  now ! 
But  soon  'twas  o'er — ^that  casual  blaze 
From  the  sunk  fire  of  other  days — 
That  relic  of  a  flame,  whose  bummg 

Had  been  too  fierce  to  be  relumed  / 

Soon  pass'd  away,  and  the  youth,  turning 

To  his  bright  listeners,  thus  resumed : — 

"  Days,  months  elapsed,  and,  though  what  most 

On  earth  I  sighM  for  was  mine,  all — 
Yet — ^was  I  happy?    God,  thou  know'st, 
Howe'er  they  smile,  and  feign,  and  boast, 

What  happiness  is  theirs,  who  fall ! 
'Twas  bitterest  anguish — made  more  keen 
Ev'n  by  the  love,  the  bliss,  between 
Whose  throbs  it  came,  like  gleams  of  hell 

In  agonizing  cross-light  given 
Athwart  the  glimpses,  they  who  dwell 

In  purgatory*  catch  of  heaven ! 
The  only  feeling  that  to  me 

Seem*d  joy— or  rather  my  sole  rest 
From  aching  misery — ^was  to  see 

My  young,  proud,  bloommg  Lius  blest 
She,  the  fair  fountain  of  all  ill 

To  my  lost  soul — ^whom  yet  its  thirst 
Fervidly  panted  after  still, 

And  found  the  charm  fresh  as  at  first — 
To  see  her  happy — to  reflect 

Whatever  beams  still  round  me  play'd 
Of  former  pride,  of  glory  wreck'd. 

On  her,  my  Moon,  whose  light  I  made. 

And  whose  soul  worshipp'd  even  my  shade — 
This  was,  I  own,  enjoyment — this 
My  sole,  last  lingering  glimpse  of  bliss. 
And  proud  she  was,  fair  creature  ! — ^proud, 

Beyond  what  ev'n  most  queenly  stirs 
In  woman's  heart,  nor  would  have  bow'd 

That  beautiful  young  brow  of  hers 
To  aught  beneath  the  First  above. 
So  high  she  deom'd  her  Cherub's  love ! 

Then,  too,  that  passion,  hourly  growing 
Stronger  and  stronger — to  which  even 

>  Called  by  the  Massulmans  Al  Araf— a  sort  of  wall  or 
partition  which,  according  to  the  7th  chapter  of  the  Koran, 
separates  hell  from  paradise,  and  where  they,  who  have 
not  merits  snfflclent  to  gain  them  immediate  admittance  in- 
to heaven  are  supposed  to  stand  for  a  certain  period,  alter- 
nately tantalized  and  tormented  by  the  sighu  that  are  on 
either  side  presented  to  them. 

Manes,  who  borrowed  in  many  Instances  from  the  Plato- 
Bisbi,  placed  his  porgatories,  or  places  of  purification,  in  the 
Bim  and  Moon.— J?aait#o^,  liv.  iii.,  chap.  8. 

s  **  Qnelqaes  gnomes  d^shrenz  de  devenir  immortels,  av- 
dent'voula  gagner  lea  bonnes  graces  de  nos  fllles,  et  leor 


Her  love,  at  times,  gave  way— of  knowin 

Every  thing  strange  in  earth  and  heaTi 
Not  only  all  that,  full  reveal'd, 

Th'  eternal  Alia  loves  to  show, 
But  all  that  He  hath  wisely  seal'd 

In  darkness,  for  man  not  to  £now — 
Ev'n  this  desire,  alas,  ill-starPd 

And  fatal  as  it  was,  I  sought 
To  feed  each  minute,  and  nnban'd 

Such  realms  of  wonder  on  her  thooght. 
As  ne'er,  till  then,  had  let  their  light 
Escape  on  any  mortal's  sight ! 
In  the  deep  earth — ^beneath  the  sea — 

Through  caves  of  fire — ^throngh  wildi  o 
Wherever  sleeping  Mystery 

Had  spread  her  curtain,  we  were  there 
Love  still  beside  us,  as  we  went, 
At  home  in  each  new  element. 

And  sure  of  worship  everywhere  I 

Then  first  was  Nature  taught  to  lay 

The  wealth  of  all  hor  kingdoms  down 
At  woman's  worshipp'd  feet,  and  say, 

<  Bright  creature,  this  is  all  thine  own ! 
Then  first  were  diamonds,  from  the  nigfat' 
Of  earth's  deep  centre  brought  to  light. 
And  made  to  grace  the  conquering  way 
Of  proud  young  beauty  with  their  ray. 

Then,  too,  the  peari  from  out  its  shell 

Unsightly,  in  tlie  sunless  sea, 
(As  'twere  a  spirit,  forced  to  dwell 

In  form  unlovely,)  was  set  free, 
And  round  the  neck  of  woman  threw 
A  light  it  lent  and  borrow'd  too. 
For  never  did  this  maid — whate'er 

Th'  ambition  of  the  hour — forget 
Her  sex's  pride  in  being  fair ; 
Nor  that  adornment,  tasteful,  rare. 
Which  makes  the  mighty  magnet,  set 
In  Woman's  form,  more  mighty  yet. 
Nor  was  there  aught  within  the  range 

Of  my  swift  wing  in  sea  or  air. 
Of  beautiful,  or  grand,  or  strange^ 
That,  quickly  as  her  wish  could  change, 

I  did  not  seek,  with  such  fond  care, 

avoient  apporti  des  pierreries  dont  Us  sont  gardiens  a 
et  CCS  Buteurs  ont  era,  8*appuyant  snr  le  line  d^Eao 
entendn,  que  c*(itoient  des  pi^ges  que  les  anges  ano 
tec  &.c.—ComU  de  Gabalis. 

As  the  fiction  of  the  loves  of  angels  with  woav 
birth  to  the  fanciful  world  of  sylphs  and  gnomes, 
owe  to  it  also  the  invention  of  those  beautiful  Ge 
Peris,  which  embellish  so  much  the  mythology  of  d» 
for  in  the  fabulous  histories  of  Caidumarath,  ofl 
rath,  Ate.,  these  spiritual  creatures  arc  always  rejpn 
as  the  descendants  of  Seth,  and  called  the  Baai  All 
children  of  Giann. 
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IVe  seen  her  look  above 

Some  gleams  of  pure  religion  broke — 

bright  star  admiringly, 

Glimpses,  that  have  not  yet  awoke, 

Nay,  look  not  there,  my  love, 

But  starUed  the  stilj  dreaming  world ! 

cannot  give  it  thee  ." 

Oh,  many  a  truth,  remote,  sublime. 

)ne  the  wonders  found 

Have  kept  conceal'd,  till  its  own  time, 

Nature's  realm — th*  unveil'd,  material, 

Stole  out  in  these  revealments  then— 

ies,  that  abound, 

Revealments  dim,  that  have  forerun, 

11  her  vast,  enchanted  ground — 

By  ages,  the  great,  Sealing  One  I^ 

itsoe'or  unseen,  ethereal. 

Like  that  imperfect  dawn,  or  light* 

away  from  human  sense, 

Escaping  from  the  Zodiac's  signs, 

I  its  own  intelligence — 

Which  makes  tlie  doubtful  east  half  brij(h  « 

ry  of  that  Fountain-head, 

Before  the  real  morning  shines* 

lich  all  vital  spirit  runs. 

of  Life,  where'er  'tis  spread 

Thus  did  somf  moons  of  bliss  go  by— 

1  men  or  angels,  flowers  or  suns — 

Of  bliss  to  her,  who  saw  but  love 

ngs  of  lb'  Almighty  Mmd, 

And  knowledge  throughout  earth  and  sky ; 

o'er  Chaos  he  design'd 

To  whose  enamor'd  soul  and  eye, 

P8  of  this  world  ;  and  through 

I  seem'd — as  is  the  sun  on  high — 

ptli  of  darknsss, — like  the  bow, 

The  light  of  all  below,  above, 

of  rain-clouds,  hue  by  hue' — 

The  spirit  of  sea,  and  land,  and  air. 

gland,  gradual  picture  grow ; — 

Whose  influence,  felt  everywhere, 

ant  with  human  kind 

Spread  from  its  centre,  her  own  heart, 

\  made'— the  chains  of  Fate 

Ev'n  to  the  world's  extremest  part  * 

iiimself  and  them  hath  twined, 

While  through  that  worid  her  r^  jiless  mind 

ligh  task  he  consummate ; — 

Had  now  career'd  so  fast  iind  far, 

1  from  evil,  love  from  hate. 

That  earth  itself  seem'd  left  behind, 

ork'd  out  through  sin  and  pain, 

And  her  proud  fancy,  imconfined, 

shall  loose  her  iron  cham, 

Already  saw  Heaven's  gates  ajar ! 

free,  bo  bright  again ! 

Happy  enthusiast !  still,  oh,  still 

the  deep-drawn  m}'Bteries, 

Spite  of  my  own  heart's  mortal  chill. 

le,  ev'n  more  obscure,  profound. 

Spite  of  that  double-fronted  sorrow, 

ring  to  the  mind  than  these. 

Which  looks  at  once  before  and  back. 

-far  as  woman's  thought  could  sound. 

Beholds  the  yesterday,  the  morrow. 

,  outlawed  spirit  reach — 

And  sees  both  comfortless,  both  blacks 

to  leani,  and  I  to  teach. 

Spite  of  all  this,  I  could  have  stUl 

with  such  unearthly  lore, 

In  her  delight  forgot  aU  ill ; 

jgling  the  pure  light  it  brings 

Or,  if  pain  would  not  be  forgot. 

I  that  fancy  had,  before. 

At  least  have  borne  and  murmur'd  not 

false,  tinted  glimmerings — 

When  thoughts  of  an  ofiended  heaven. 

liast  girl  spoke  out,  as  one 

Of  sinfulness,  which  I — ev'n  I, 

,  among  her  own  dark  race. 

While  down  its  steep  most  headlong  driven— 

their  ancient  shrines  would  run. 

Well  knew  could  never  be  forgiven. 

,eir  holy  rites  undone, 

Came  o'er  me  with  an  agony 

upon  her  holier  face. 

Beyond  all  reach  of  mortal  we — 

r\\  hut  wild  the  things  she  spoke, 

A  torture  kept  for  those  who  know. 

that  play  of  error's  smoke 

Know  every  thmg,  and—worst  of  all — 

shapes  by  fancy  curi'd. 

Know  and  love  Virtue  while  they  fall ! 

»  For  the  terms  of  this  compact,  of  which  the  ansels  wn 

o(  Its  grace  and  playfulness,  by  being  pat  into 

rappoaed  to  be  witnesses,  see  the  chapter  of  the  Korno,  en- 

f  any  but  a  hnman  lover. 

tided  Al  Ami;  and  the  article  **  Adam**  in  D*H«rbtloL 

ig  to  Whltchursl's  theory,  the  mention  of  rato- 

4  In  sckDowledging  the  authority  of  the  great  Prophets 

anTediluvian  angel  Is  an  anachronism;  as  he 

who  had  preceded  him,  Mahomet   represented  his  own 

c  was  no  rain  before  the  flood,  and  eonsequeDtly 

,  which  accounts  for  the  novelty  of  this  sight 

f  The  Zodiacal  Light 

lugo  ** 

• 
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Even  then,  her  presence  had  the  power 

To  sooth,  to  warm — ^nay,  even  to  blesB — 
If  ever  bliss  could  graft  its  flower 

On  stem  so  full  of  bitterness — 
Even  then  her  glorious  smile  to  me 

Brought  warmth  and  radiance,  if  not  balm ; 
like  moonlight  o*er  a  troubled  sea, 

Brightening  the  storm  it  cannot  calm. 

Oft,  too,  when  that  disheartenmg  fear, 

Which  all  who  love,  beneath  yon  sky. 
Feel,  when  they  gaze  on  what  is  dear — 

The  dreadful  thought  that  it  must  die ! 
That  desolating  thought,  which  comes 
Into  men's  happiest  hours  and  homes ; 
Whose  melancholy  boding  flings 
Death's  shadow  o'er  the  brightest  things, 
Sicklies  the  infant's  bloom,  and  spreads 
The  grave  beneath  young  lovers'  heads ! 
This  fear,  so  sad  to  all — to  me 

Most  full  of  sadness,  from  the  thought 
That  I  must  still  live  on,'  when  she 
Would,  like  the  snow  that  on  the  sea 

Fell  yesterday,  m  vam  be  sought ; 
That  heaven  tp  me  this  final  seal 

Of  all  earth's  sorrow  woulJ  deny. 
And  I  eternally  must  feel 

The  death-pang,  without  power  to  die ! 
Ev'n  this,  her  fond  endearments— fond 
As  ever  cherish'd  the  sweet  bond 
'Twixt  heart  and  heart— could  charm  away ; 
Before  her  look  no  clouds  would  stay. 
Or,  if  they  did,  their  gloom  was  gone. 
Their  darkness  put  a  glory  on  ! 
But  'tis  not,  'tis  not  for  the  wrong, 
The  guilty,  to  be  happy  long ; 
And  she,  too,  now,  had  sunk  within 
The  shadow  of  her  tempter's  sin. 
Too  deep  for  ev'n  Omnipotence 
To  snatch  the  fated  victim  thence ! 

Listen,  and,  if  a  tear  there  be 
Left  in  your  hearts,  weep  it  for  me. 

*Twas  on  the  evening  of  a  day. 
Which  we  in  love  had  dreamt  away  ; 
In  that  same  garden,  where — ^the  pride 
Of  seraph  splendor  laid  aside. 
And  those  wings  furl'd,  whose  open  light 
For  mortal  gaze  were  else  too  bright — 
I  first  had  stood  before  her  sight. 
And  found  myself— oh,  ecstasy. 
Which  even  in  pain  I  ne'er  forget — 


1  Poeoelw,  however,  gives  It  aa  the  opinloii  of  the  Maho- 
metan doeton,  that  all  10018,  not  only  of  men  and  of  anlmali, 


Worshipp'd  as  only  God  should  be. 
And  loved  as  never  man  was  yet ! 

In  that  same  garden  were  we  now. 
Thoughtfully  side  by  side  rech'ning. 

Her  eyes  tum'd  upward,  and  her  brow 
With  its  own  silent  fancies  shining. 

It  was  an  evening  bright  and  still 

As  ever  blush'd  on  wave  or  bower. 
Smiling  from  heaven,  aa  if  naught  ill 

Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hour. 
Yet,  I  remember,  both  grew  sad 

In  looking  at  that  light — even  she. 
Of  heart  so  fresh,  and  brow  so  glad, 

Felt  the  still  hour's  solemnity. 
And  thought  she  saw,  in  that  repose. 

The  death -hour  not  alone  of  light. 
But  of  this  whole  fair  world — the  close 

Of  all  things  beautiful  and  bright — 
The  last,  grand  sunset,  in  whose  ray 
Nature  herself  died  calm  away ! 

At  length,  as  though  some  livelier  though 
Had  suddenly  her  fancy  caught. 
She  tum'd  upon  me  her  dark  eyes. 

Dilated  into  that  full  shape 
They  took  in  joy,  reproach,  surprise. 

As  'twere  to  let  more  soul  escape. 
And,  playfully  as  on  my  head 
Her  white  hand  rested,  smiled  and  said : — 

<  I  had,  last  night,  a  dream  of  thee, 

<  Resembling  those  divine  ones,  given, 

<  Like  preludes  to  sweet  nunstrelsy, 

*  Before  thou  cam'st,  thyself  from  heave 

*  The  same  rich  wreath  was  on  thy  brow, 

*  Dazzling  as  if  of  starlight  made  ; 

'  And  these  wings,  lying  darkly  now, 

*  Like  meteors  round  thee  flash'd  and  pit 

*  Thou  stood*8t  all  bright,  as  in  those  dream 

'  As  if  just  wafted  from  above ; 

*  Mingling  earth's  warmth  with  heaven's  b 

*  A  creature  to  adore  and  love. 

'  Sudden  I  felt  thee  draw  me  near 

*  To  thy  pure  heart,  where,  fondly  place 

*  I  seem'd  within  the  atmosphere 

*  Of  that  exhaling  light  embraced ; 

*  And  felt,  methought,  th'  ethereal  flamo 

*  Pass  from  thy  purer  soul  to  mine ; 


living  either  on  land  or  in  the  sea,  bat  of  the  aifri 
must  necessarily  taste  of  death. 
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<  TUI— oh,  too  Uiflrful— I  became, 

'  Tike  thee,  all  spirit,  all  divine ! 

*  Say,  why  did  dream  so  bless'd  come  o'er  me, 

*  If,  now  I  wake,  'tis  faded,  gone  7 

'  When  will  my  Cherab  shine  before  me 

<  Thns  radiant,  as  in  heaven  he  shone  7 

<  When  shall  I,  waking,  be  allow'd 

'  To  gaze  upon  those  perfect  charms, 

*  And  cla^  thee  once,  without  a  cloud, 

<  A  chill  of  earth,  within  these  arms  7 

<  Oh  what  a  pride  to  say,  this,  this 

*  Is  my  own  Angel — all  divine, 
'  And  pure,  and  dazzling  as  he  is, 

'  And  firesh  from  heaven — he's  mine,  he's  mine  1 

*  Think'st  thou,  were  Lius  in  thy  place,        x 

*  A  creature  of  yon  lofty  skies, 

*  She  would  have  hid  one  single  grace, 

'  One  glory  from  her  lover's  eyes  7 

'  No,  no— 4hen,  if  thou  lov'st  like  me, 

<  Shine  out,  young  Spirit,  in  the  blaze 
'  Of  thy  most  proud  divinity, 

<  Nor  think  thoult  wound  this  mortal  gaze. 

'  Too  long  and  oft  I've  look'd  upon 

*  Those  ardent  eyes,  intense  eVn  thus— 

<  Too  near  the  stars  themselves  have  gone, 

'  To  fear  aught  grand  or  luminous. 

'  Then  doubt  me  not— oh,  who  can  say 

'  But  that  this  dream  may  yet  come  true, 
'  And  my  bless'd  spirit  drink  thy  ray, 

*  Till  it  becomes  all  heavenly  too  7 

*  Let  me  this  once  bpt  feel  the  flame 

*  Of  those  spread  wings,  the  very  pride 

<  Will  change  my  nature,  and  this  frame 

*  By  the  mere  toucl^be  deified !' 

Thus  spoke  the  maid,  as  one,  not  used 
To  be  by  earth  or  heaven  refused — 
As  one,  who  knew  her  influence  o'er 

All  creatures,  whatsoe'er  they  were. 
And,  though  to  heaven  she  could  not  soar. 

At  least  would  bring  down  heaven  to  her. 


>  The  Dove,  or  pigeon  which  attended  Mahomet  as  his 
Familiar,  nn*  waa  freqnently  aeen  lo  whisper  io  hit  ear,  was^ 
if  I  recolleo  nfht,  one  of  that  lelect  nomlwr  ofanimalt  (l»- 
doding  also  the  ant  of  Bolonion,  the  dog  of  the  BsviA 
Sleepers,  Itc.)  which  were  thought  by  the  Prophet  worthy 
of  admission  into  Paradise. 

**  The  Moslems  have  a  tradition  that  Mahomet  was  saved 


Little  did  she,  alas,  or  I — 

£v'n  I,  whose  soul,  but  half-way  yet 
Immeiged  in  sin's  obscurity 
Was  as  the  earth  whereon  we  lie, 

O'er  half  whose  disk  the  sun  is  set — 
Little  did  we  foresee  the  fate, 

The  dreadful — how  can  it  be  told  ? 
Such  pain,  such  anguish  to  relate 

Is  o'er  again  to  feel,  behold  I 
But,  charged  as  'tis,  my  heart  must  speak 
Its  sorrow  out,  or  it  will  break ! 
Some  dark  misgivings  had,  I  own, 

Pasi'd  for  a  moment  through  my  breast— 
Fe;^  of  some  danger,  vague,  unknown, 

To  one,  or  both — something  imUess'd 

To  happen  from  this  proud  request 
But  soon  these  boding  fancies  fled ; 

Nor  saw  I  aught  that  could  forbid 
My  full  revealment,  save  the  dread 

Of  that  first  dazzle,  when,  unhid. 

Such  light  should  burst  upon  a  lid 
Ne'er  tried  in  heaven ; — and  even  this  glare 
She  might,  by  love's  own  nursing  care. 
Be,  like  young  eagles,  taught  tc  bear. 
For  well  I  knew,  the  lustre  shed 
From  Cherub  wings,  when  proudlie^  spread. 
Was,  in  its  nature,  lambent,  pure. 

And  innocent  as  is  the  light 
The  glow-worm  hangs  out  to  allure 

Her  mate  to  her  green  bower  at  night 
Oft  had  I,  in  the  mid-aur,  swept 
Through  clouds  in  which  the  lightning  slept, 
As  in  its  lair,  ready  to  spring. 
Yet  waked  it  not — though  from  my  wing 
A  thousand  sparks  fell  glittering ! 
Oft  too  when  round  me  from  above 

The  feather'd  snow,  m  all  its  whiteness. 
Fell,  like  the  moultings  of  heaven's  Dove,'— 

So  harmless,  though  so  full  of  brightness. 
Was  my  brow's  wreath,  that  it  would  shake 
From  off  its  flowers  each  downy  flake 
As  delicate,  unmelted,  fair. 
And  cool  as  they  had  lighted  there. 

Nay  Qv'n  with  Lilis— had  I  not 
Arotmd  her  sleep  all  radiant  beam'd, 

Hung  o'er  her  slumbers,  nor  forgot 
To  kiss  her  eyelids,  as  she  dream'd? 


(whea  he  hid  himself  in  a  cave  in  Mount  Shor}  by  his  por- 
soen  ftndlag  the  month  of  the  cave  covered  by  a  spider's  web. 
and  a  nest  built  by  two  pigeons  at  the  entrance,  with  two 
ens  nafaroken  in  It,  which  made  them  think  no  ^ne  eonld 
have  eateied  it  In  consequence  of  this,  they  say.  Mahomet 
enjoined  his  followers  to  look  upon  pigeons  as  sacred,  and 
never  to  kUl  a  spider.**— JIIM«ns  DmiMrml  Hittgrp,  vol  t 
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And  yet,  at  mom,  from  that  repoae, 
Had  she  not  waked,  mwcathed  and  brijrht* 

As  doth  the  pure,  unconscious  rose. 
Though  by  the  fire-fly  kissed  all  night  7 

Thus  having — as,  alas,  deceived 
By  my  sin's  blindness,  I  believed — 
No  cause  for  dread,  and  those  dark  eyes 

Now  fix*d  upon  me,  eagerly 
As  though  th*  unlocking  of  the  skies 

Then  waited  but  a  sign  from  me —    , 
How  could  I  pause  ?  how  ev'n  let  fall 

A  word,  a  whisper  that  could  stir 
In  her  proud  heart  a  doubt,  that- all 

I  brought  from  heaven  belonged  to  her. 
Slow  from  her  side  I  rose,  while  she 
Arose,  too,  mutely,  tremblingly. 
But  not  with  fear — all  hope,  and  pride, 

She  waited  for  the  awful  boon, 
like  priestesses,  at  eventide, 

Watching  the  rise  of  the  full  moon, 
Whose  light,  when  once  its  orb  hath  shone, 
'Twill  madden  them  to  look  upon ! 

Of  all  my  glories,  the  bright  crown, 

Which,  when  I  last  from  heaven  came  down, 

Was  left  behind  me,  in  yon  star 

That  shines  from  out  those  clouds  afar, — 

Where,  relic  sad,  'tis  treasured  yet. 

The  downfallon  angel's  coronet ! — 

Of  all  my  glories,  this  alone 

Was  wanting: — ^but  th'  illumined  brow. 

The  sun-bright  locks,  the  eyes  that  now 
Had  love's  spell  added  to  their  own. 
And  pour'd  a  light  till  then  unknown  ; — 

Th'  unfolded  wings,  that,  in  their  play. 
Shed  sparkles  bright  as  Alla's  tlirone  ; 

All  I  could  bring  of  heaven's  array. 

Of  that  rich  panoply  of  charms 
A  Cherub  moves  in,  on  the  day 
Of  his  best  pomp,  I  now  put  on  ; 
And,  proud  that  in  her  eyes  I  shone 

Thus  glorious,  glided  to  her  arms ; 
Which  still  (though,  at  a  sight  so  splendid, 

Her  dazzled  brow  had,  mstantly. 
Sunk  on  her  breast)  were  wide  extended 

To  clasp  the  form  she  duist  not  see  !* 
Great  Heaven !  how  could  thy  vengeance  light 
So  bitterly  on  one  so  bright  7 
How  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms. 
Blast  them  again,  in  love's  own  arms  ? 
Scarce  had  I  touch'd  her  shrinking  frame 

When— oh  most  horrible ! — ^I  felt 

>  **  Mohammed,  (says  Bale,)  though  a  prophet,  was  not 
able  to  bear  the  tight  of  Gabriel,  when  he  appeared  in  his 
aoper  fonn,  mueb  esa  woold  othen  be  able  to  rapport  it.** 


That  every  spark  of  that  pure  i 

Pure,  while  among  the  stars  I  dwelt— 
Was  now,  by  my  transgression,  tom'd 
Into  gross,  earthly  fire,  which  bnm'd, 
Bum'd  all  it  touch'd,  as  fast  as  eye 

Could  follow  the  fierce,  ravening  flashes  } 
Till  there— oh  God,  I  still  ask  why 
Such  doom  was  hers  7 — I  saw  her  lie 

Blackening  within  my  arms  to  ashes  ! 
That  brow,  a  glory  but  to  see — 

Those  lips,  whose  touch  was  what  the  first 
.Fresh  cup  of  immortality 

Is  to  a  new-made  angel's  thint ! 
Those  clasping  arms,  within  whose  zound— 
My  heart's  horizon — the  whc/e  boimd 
Of  its  hope,  prospect,  heaver  was  found ! 
Which,  even  in  this  dread  moment,  fond 

As  when  they  first  were  round  me  cast, 
Loosed  not  in  death  the  fatal  bond, 

But,  buQung,  held  me  to  the  last ! 
All,  all,  that,  but  that  mom,  had  seemM 
As  if  Love's  self  there  breathed  and  heam'c 
Now,  parch'd  and  black,  before  me  lay. 
Withering  m  agony  away  ; 
And  mine,  oh  misery  !  mine  the  flame. 
From  which  this  desolation  came ; — 
I,  the  cursed  spirit,  whose  caress 
Had  blasted  all  that  bveliness ! 

'Twas  maddening ! — ^but  now  hear  even  wztm- 
Had  deathf  death  only,  been  the  curse 
I  brought  upon  her — had  the  doom 
But  ended  here,  when  her  young  Uoom 
Lay  in  the  dust — and  did  the  spirit  » 

No  part  of  that  fell  curse  inherit, 
Twcre  not  so  dreadful — ^but,  come  neap- 
Too  shocking  'tis  for  earth  to  hear — 
Just  when  her  eyes,  in  fadmg,  took 

Their  last,  keen,  agonized  fareweD, 
And  look'd  in  mine  with^-ob,  that  lock  I 

Great  vengeful  Powerj  whate'er  the  heD 
Thou  mayst  to  human  souls  assign. 
The  memory  of  that  look  is  mine ! — 

In  her  last  struggle,  on  my  brow 

Her  ashy  lips  a  kiss  impress'd, 
So  withering ! — I  feel  it  now — 

'Twos  fire — ^but  fire,  ev'n  more  imbtesi^d 
Than  was  my  own,  and  like  that  flame. 
The  angels  shudder  but  to  name, 
Hell's  everlastiug  element ! 

Deep,  deep  it  pierced  into  my  brain, 
Madd'ning  and  torturing  as  it  went ; 

And  here — mark  here,  the  brand,  the  ilaSi 
It  left  upon  my  front — ^bumt  in 
By  that  last  kjas  of  love  and  sin 
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A  brand,  which  all  the  pomp  and  pride 
Of  a  fallen  Spirit  cannot  hide ! 

Put  is  it  thus,  dread  Providence^ 

Can  it,  indeed,  be  thus,  that  ahe, 
Who,  (but  for  one  proud,  fond  offence,; 

Had  honor'd  heaven  itself,  should  be 
Now  doom'd — I  cannot  speak  it — no, 
Merciful  Alla  !  'tis  not  so— 
Never  could  lips  divine  have  said 
The  fiat  of  a  fate  so  dread. 
And  yet,  that  look — so  deeply  fraught 

With  more  than  anguish,  with  despair — 
That  new,  fierce  fire,  resembling  naught 

In  heaven  or  earth — this  scorch  I  boar ! — 
Oh — for  the  first  time  that  these  knees 

Have  bent  before  thee  since  my  fall, 
Great  Power,  if  ever  thy  decrees 

Thou  couldst  for  prayer  like  mine  recall, 
Pardon  that  spirit,  and  on  me, 

On  me,  who  taught  her  pride  to  err, 
Shed  out  each  drop  of  agony 

Thy  burning  vial  keeps  for  her ! 
See,  too,  where  low  beside  me  kneel 

Two  other  outcasts,  who,  though  gone 
And  lost  themselves,  yet  dare  to  feel 

And  pray  for  that  poor  mortal  one. 
Alas,  too  well,  too  well  they  know 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  wo 
That  Passion  brings  upon  the  best, 
The  wisest,  and  the  loveliest — 
Oh,  who  is  to  be  saved,  if  such 

Bright,  erring  souls  are  not  forgiven ; 
So  loath  they  wander,  and  so  much 

Their  very  wanderings  lean  towards  heaven ! 
Again,  I  cry,  Ju^  Power,  transfer 

That  creature's  sufferings  all  to  me— 

Mine,  mine  the  guilt,  the  torment  be. 
To  save  one  minute's  pain  to  her. 

Let  mme  last  all  eternity !" 

Ho  paused,  and  to  the  earth  bent  down 

His  throbbing  head ;  while  they,  who  felt 
That  agony  as  'twere  their  own. 

Those  angel  youths,  beside  him  knelt. 
And,  iu  the  night's  still  silence  there, 
\Vl)ilo  mournfully  each  wand'ring  air 
P!ay*d  in  those  plumes,  that  never  more 
To  their  lost  home  in  heaven  must  soar. 
Breathed  inwardly  the  voiceless  prayer, 
Unheard  by  all  but  Mercy's  ear— 
And  which  if  Mercy  did  not  hear, 
Ob,  God  would  not  be  what  this  bright 

And  glorious  universe  of  His, 
Tliis  worid  of  beauty,  goodness,  light. 

And  endless  love,  prodaims  He  ts  / 


Not  long  they  knelt,  when,  from  a  wood 
That  crown'd  that  airy  solitude. 
They  heard  a  k>w,  uncertain  sound. 
As  from  a  lute,  that  just  had  found 
Some  happy  theme,  and  murmured  round 
The  new-bom  fancy,  with  fond  tone, 
Scarce  thinkmg  auglit  so  sweet  its  own ! 
Till  soon  a  voice,  that  match'd  as  well 

That  gentle  instrument,  as  suits 
The  sea-air  to  an  ocean-shell, 

(So  kin  its  q»irit  to  the  lute's,) 
Tremblingly  follow'd  the  soft  strain. 
Interpreting  its  joy,  its  pain. 

And  lending  the  light  wings  of  words 
To  many  a  thought,  that  else  had  lam 

Unfledged  and  mute  among'  the  chorda. 

An  started  at  the  sound— but  chief 

The  third  young  Angel,  m  whose  face, 
Though  faded  like  the  others,  grief 

Had  left  a  gentler,  holier  trace ; 
As  if,  even  yet,  through  pain  and  Ul, 
Hope  had  not  fled  him — as  if  still 
Her  precious  pearl,  in  sorrow's  cup, 

Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay. 
To  shine  again,  when,  all  drunk  up. 

The  bitterness  sliould  pass  away. 
Chiefly  did  he,  though  in  his  eyes 
There  shone  more  pleasure  than  surprise. 
Turn  to  the  wood,  from  whence  that  sound 

Of  solitary  sweetness  broke ; 
Then,  listening,  look  delighted  round 

To  his  bright  peers,  while  thus  it  ^ke  >— 
"  Come,  pray  with  me,  my  seraph  love, 

"  My  angel-Iord,  come  pray  with  me ; 
'*  In  vain  to-night  my  lip  hath  strove 
"  To  send  one  holy  prayer  above— 
'<  The  knee  may  bend,  the  lip  may  move, 

"  But  pray  I  cannot,  without  thee ! 
*'  I've  fed  the  altar  in  my  bower 

"  With  droppings  from  the  incense  tree  ; 
"  I've  shclter'd  it  from  wind  and  shower, 
**  But  dim  it  bums  the  livelong  hour, 
'<  As  if,  like  me,  it  had  no  power 

«  Of  life  or  lustre,  without  thee ! 

"  A  boat  at  midnight  sent  alone 
"  To  drift  upon  the  raoonle*  sea, 

"  A  lute,  whose  leading  chord  is  gone, 

"  A  wounded  bird,  that  hath  but  one 

**  Imperfect  wing  to  soar  upon, 
«  Are  like  what  I  am,  without  thee ! 

••  Then  ne'er,  my  spirit-love,  divide, 
<'  In  life  or  death,  thyself  fimm  me ; 
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"  But  when  again,  in  sonny  pride, 
«  Thoa  walk'at  thiougfa  Eden,  let  me  glide, 
«  A  prostrate  shadow,  by  thy  side— 
**  Ob  happier  thus  than  without  thee !" 

The  song  had  ceased,  when,  from  the  wood 

Which,  sweeping  down  that  airy  height, 
Reach'd  the  lone  spot  whereon  they  stood — 

There  suddenly  shone  out  a  light 
From  a  clear  lamp,  which,  as  it  blazed. 
Across  the  brow  of  one,  who  raised 
Its  flame  aloft,  (as  if  to  throw 
The  light  upon  that  group  below,) 
Display'd  two  eyes,  sparkling  between 
The  dusky  leaves,  such  as  aro  seen 
By  fancy  only,  m  those  faces, 

That  haunt  a  poet's  walk  at  even, 
Looking  from  out  their  leafy  places 

Upon  his  droams  of  love  and  heaven. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — ^the  blush,  brought 
0*er  all  her  features  at  the  thought 

Of  being  seen  thus,  late,  alone. 
By  any  but  the  eyes  she  sought, 

Had  scarcely  for  an  instant  shone 

Through  the  dark  leaves,  when  she  was  gone — 
Gone,  like  a  meteor  that  overhead 
Suddenly  shines,  and,  ere  we've  said, 
"  Behold,  how  beautiful  '"—'tis  fled. 

Yet,  ere  she  went,  the  words,  "  I  come, 

"  I  come,  my  Nama,"  reach'd  her  ear, 

In  that  kind  voice,  familiar,  dear. 
Which  tells  of  confldence,  of  home, — 

Of  habit,  that  hath  drawn  hearts  near. 
Till  they  grow  one, — of  faith  sincere, 
And  all  that  Love  most  loves  to  hoar ; 
A  music,  breathing  of  the  past. 

The  present,  and  the  time  to  be. 
Where  Hope  and  Memory,  to  the  last. 

Lengthen  out  life's  true  harmony ! 

1  Seth  la  a  favorite  personage  among  the  Orientals,  and 
acts  a  consplcvons  port  in  many  of  their  most  eztravngant 
romances.  The  Syrians  pretended  to  have  a  Testament  of 
this  Patriarch  In  their  possession,  in  which  \(*as  explained 
the  whole  theology  of  angels,  their  diflerent  orders,  Itc.  ttc 
The  Cards,  too,  (as  Hyde  mentions  in  his  Appendix,)  have  a 
boolc,  which  conuins  all  the  rites  of  their  religion,  and  which 
they  call  Sohnph  Sheit,  or  the  Boole  of  Seth. 

In  the  same  manner  that  Seth  and  Cham  aro  supposed  to 
have  preserved  these  memorials  of  an tedll  avian  knowledge, 
Xixnthras  is  said  in  Chaldaan  (kble  to  have  deposited  in 
SI  parts,  the  city  of  the  San,  those  monuments  of  science 
which  he  had  saved  oat  of  the  waters  of  a  delage.— See 
Jablonski*s  learned  remarks  upon  these  columns  or  tablets 
of  Seth,  which  he  supposes  to  be  the  same  with  the  pillors 
of  Mercury,  or  the  Egyptian  Thoih.-^Pantkeon,  Egypt,  lib. 
v.,  cap.  5. 

S  The  Mussulmans,  says  D*IIerbelot,  apply  the  general 
name,  Mocarreboun,  to  all  those  Splriu  "  qui  approchent  le 
ploi  prit  le  TrAne."  Of  thU  number  are  Mikail  and  Gebmil. 


Nor  long  did  he,  whom  call  so  kind 
Summon'd  away,  remain  behind ; 
Nor  did  there  need  much  time  to  tell 

What  they — alas,  more  fall'n  than  he 
From  happiness  and  heaven — ^knew  well, 

His  gentler  love's  short  history ! 

Thus  did  it  run — not  as  he  told 

The  tale  himself,  but  as  'Us  gr&Ted 
Upon  the  tablets  that,  of  old, 

By  Seth^  were  from  the  deluge  sared, 
All  written  over  with  sublime 

And  sadd'ning  legends  of  th'  unUeas'd, 
But  glorious  Spirits  of  thi'  time. 

And  this  yoimg  Ange^s  'mong  the  rest 
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Among  the  Spirits,  of  pure  flame, 

That  in  th'  eternal  heavens  abide — 
Ciroles  of  light,  that  from  the  same 
Unclouded  centre  sweeping  wide. 
Carry  its  beams  on  every  side- 
Like  spheres  of  air  that  waft  around 
The  undulations  of  rich  sound, 
Till  the  far-ciroling  radiance  be 
Diffused  into  infinity ! 
Fiist  and  immediate  near  the  Throne 
Of  Alla,*  as  if  most  his  own. 
The  Seraphs  stand' — ^this  burning  sign 
Traced  on  their  banner,  "  Love  divine  I" 
Their  rank,  their  honors,  far  above 

Ev'n  those  to  high-brow'd  Cherubs  giren. 
Though  knowing  all ; — so  much  doth  love 
Transcend  all  Knowledge,  ev*n  in  heaven 

S  The  Seraphim,  or  Spirits  of  Divine  Love. 

There  appears  to  be,  among  writers  on  the  £ast,  as  i 
among  the  Orientals  themselves,  considerable  indeciski 
regard  to  the  respective  claims  of  Seraphim  and  Che 
to  the  highest  rank  in  the  celestial  hierarchy.  The  d 
tion  which  Hyde  assigns  to  the  word  Ckeruh  seems  to 
mine  the  precedence  in  favor  of  that  order  of  snk 
"Chembim,  t.  e.  Propinqui  Angeli,  qtd  sc.  Deo  pti 
qaam  alii  accednnt ;  nam  Charab  est  i.  f.  ^nrak,  app 
quare."  (P.  2G3.}  Al  Beidawi,  too,  one  of  the  conimea 
of  the  Koran,  on  that  passage,  *'  the  angels,  who  bea 
throne,  and  those  who  stand  about  it,**  (chap,  xl.) 
*'  These  aro  the  Cherubim,  the  highest  order  of  aa| 
On  the  other  hand,  we  have  seen,  In  a  preceding  nosr 
the  Syrians  place  the  sphere  in  which  the  Seraphs  d« 
the  very  summit  of  all  the  celestial  systems ;  and  eves^a 
Blahometans,  the  words  Azazil  and  Mocanebona  (« 
mean  the  spirits  that  stand  nearest  to  the  throne  of 
are  indiscriminately  applied  to  both  Seraphim  and  O 
him. 
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'Mong  theee  was  Zakath  once— «iid  none 

And  voice  of  her  he  kyved  steal  o'er 

E'er  felt  afiection's  holy  fire, 

The  sQver  waters,  that  lay  mute. 

Or  yeam'd  towards  th'  Eternal  One, 

As  loathe  by  even  a  bteath,  to  stay 

With  half  such  longing,  deep  desire. 

The  pOgrimage  of  that  sweet  lay. 

Love  was  to  his  impaasion'd  soul 

Whose  echoes  still  went  on  and  on. 

Not,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 

Tdl  lost  among  the  light  that  shone 

Of  its  existence,  hot  the  whol^— 

Far  off,  beyond  the  ocean's  brim — 

The  very  life-breath  of  his  heart  .* 

There,  where  the  rich  cascade  of  day 

Oft,  when  from  Alla's  lifted  brow 

Had  o'er  th'  horizon's  golden  rim. 

A  lustre  came,  too  bright  to  bear. 

Into  Elynum  roU'd  away ! 

And  all  the  seraph  ranks  would  bow, 

Of  God  she  sung,  and  of  the  mild 

To  shade  their  dazzled  sight,  nor  dare 

Attendant  Mercy,  that  beside 

To  look  upon  th*  effulgence  there— 

His  awful  throne  forever  smiled. 

This  Spirit's  eyes  would  court  the  blaze. 

Ready,  with  her  white  hand,  to  guide 

(Such  pride  he  in  adoring  took,) 

His  bolts  of  vengeance  to  theur  prey — 

And  rather  lose,  in  that  one  gaze, 

That  she  might  quench  them  on  the  way ! 

The  power  of  lookmg,  than  not  look ! 

Of  Peaco— of  that  Atoning  Love, 

Then,  too,  when  angel  voices  sung 

Upon  whose  star,  shining  above 

The  mercy  of  their  God,  and  strung 

This  twUigfat  worid  of  hope  and  fear, 

Their  harps  to  hail,  with  welcome  sweet, 

The  weepmg  eyes  of  Faith  are  fiz'd 

That  moment,  watch'd  for  by  aU  eyes, 

So  fond,  that  with  her  every  tear 

When  some  repentant  sinner's  feet 

The  light  of  that  love-star  is  miz'd  !— 

Fust  touch'd  the  threshold  of  the  skies, 

All  this  she  sung,  and  snch  a  soul 

'  Oh  then  how  clearly  did  the  voice 

Of  piety  was  in  that  song, 

Of  Zarapu  above  all  rejoice ! 

That  the  charm'd  Angel,  as  it  stole 

Jiove  was  in  eVry  buoyant  tone- 

Tenderiy  to  his  ear,  along 

Such  love,  as  only  could  belong 

Those  lulling  waters  where  he  lay. 

To  the  blest  angels,  and  alone 

Watchmg  the  daylight's  dying  ray^ 

Could,  eVn  from  angels,  bring  such  song ! 

Thought  'twas  a  voice  from  out  the  wave. 

An  echo,  that  some  sea-nymph  gave 

Alas,  that  it  should  e'er  have  been 

To  Eden's  distant  harmony. 

In  heav'n  as  'tis  too  often  here. 

Heard  faint  and  sweet  beneath  the  sea ! 

Where  nothing  fond  or  bright  is  seen, 

But  it  hath  pain  and  peril  near ; — 

Quickly,  however,  to  its  source, 

Where  right  and  wrong  so  close  resemble. 

Tracing  that  music's  melting  course. 

That  what  we  take  for  virtue's  thrill 

V  He  saw,  upon  the  golden  sand 

Is  often  the  first  downward  tremble 

Of  the  sea-shore,  a  maiden  stand. 

Of  the  heart's  balance  unto  ill ; 

Before  whose  feet  th'  expiring  waves 

Where  Love  hath  not  a  shrine  so  pure. 

Flung  their  last  oflbring  with  a  sigh- 

So  holy,  but  the  seipent,  Sin, 

As,  m  the  East,  exhausted  slaves 

In  moments,  ev'n  the  most  secure. 

Beneath  his  altar  may  glide  m  ! 

And,  while  her  lute  hung  by  her,  hush'd. 

^ 

As  if  unequal  to  the  tide 

So  was  it  with  that  Angel— such 

Of  song,  that  from  her  lips  stiU  gush'd. 

The  charm,  that  sloped  his  fall  along. 

She  raised,  like  one  beatified. 

From  good  to  ill,  from  loving  much. 

Those  eyes,  whose  light  seem'd  rather  given 

Too  easy  lapse,  to  loving  wrong* — 

Ev'n  so  that  amorous  Spirit,  bound 

Such  eyes,  as  may  have  look'd /rom  heaven. 

By  beauty's  spell,  where'er  'twas  found, 

Bat  ne'er  were  raised  to  it  before  \ 

From  the  bright  things  above  the  moon 

Oh  Love,  Religion.  Mnsic^— aU 

Till  lov»  for  the  Creator  soon  ' 

That's  left  of  Eden  upon  earth— 

In  passion  for  the  creature  ended. 

Iwas  first  at  twilight,  on  the  shore 

l-Lss  EfTPCieiM  diMnt  qas  la  Mastqae  est  tem-dflls 

Of  the  smooth  sea,  he  heard  the  lute 

jui^<«."-<.r#wf«i  A  jy»4v»r».  tc».  u,  ^  «8. 
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The  only  bleBsiiigB,  Bince  the  fall 
Of  our  weak  booIs,  that  still  recall 

A  trace  of  their  high,  glorious  birth-^ 
How  kindred  are  the  dreams  you  bring ! 

How  Love,  though  unto  earth  so  prone. 
Delights  to  take  religion's  wing, 

When  time  or  grief  hath  stain*d  his  own  I 
How  near  to  Love's  beguiiing  briiik. 

Too  oft,  entranced  Religion  lies ! 
AVliile  Music,  Music  is  the  link 

They  both  still  hold  by  to  the  skies, 
The  language  of  their  native  sphere. 
Which  they  had  else  forgotten  hero. 

How  then  could  Zaraph  fail  to  feel 

That  moment's  witcheries  ? — one,  so  fair. 

Breathing  out  music,  that  might  steal 
Heaven  from  itself,  and  rapt  in  prayer 

.    That  seraphs  might  be  proud  to  share  I 

Oh,  he  did  feel  it,  all  too  well— 

With  warmth,  that  far  too  dearly  cost — 

Nor  knew  he,  when  at  last  he  fell, 

To  which  attraction,  to  which  spell, 

Jiove,  Music,  or  Devotion,  most 

His  soul  in  that  sweet  hour  was  lost 

Sweet  was  the  hour,  though  dearly  won. 

And  pure,  as  aught  of  earth  could  be. 
For  then  first  did  the  glorious  sun 

Before  religion's  altar  see 
Two  hearts  in  wedlock's  golden  tie 
Self-pledged,  in  love  to  live  and  die. 
Blest  union  !  by  that  Angel  wove, 

And  worthy  from  such  hands  to  come ; 
Safe,  sole  asylum,  in  which  Love, 
When  fall'n  or  exiled  from  above, 

In  this  dark  world  can  find  a  home. 

And,  though  the  Spirit  had  transgress'd. 
Had,  from  his  station  'mong  the  bless'd 
Won  down  by  woman's  smile,  allow'd 

Terrestrial  passion  to  breathe  o'er 
The  mirror  of  his  heart,  and  cloud 

God's  image,  there  so  bright  before— 
Yet  never  did  that  Power  look  down 

On  error  with  a  brow  so  mild ; 
Never  did  Justice  wear  a  frown. 

Through  which  so  gently  Mercy  smiled. 
For  humble  was  their  love — ^with  *we 

And  trembling  like  some  treasure  kept. 


>Sara. 

%  An  allosion  to  the  Sephlroths  or  Splendors  of  the  Jew- 
ish Cnbbala,  represented  as  a  tree,  of  which  God  Is  the 
crown  or  summit. 

The  Sephlroths  are  the  higher  orders  of  emanative  beings 
la  the  strange  and  incompreheittlbto  system  of  the  Jewish 


That  was  not  theirs  by  holy  law — 
Whose  beauty  with  remorse  they  saw. 

And  o'er  whose  preciousneas  they  wept 
Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root, 
From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot. 
Was  m  the  hearts  of  both — ^but  most 

In  Nama's  heart,  by  whom  alone 
Those  charms  for  which  a  heaven  wa«  lost, 

Seem'd  all  unvalued  and  unknown  ; 
And  when  her  seraph's  eyes  she  caught. 

And  hid  hers  glowing  on  his  breast. 
Even  bliss  was  humbled  by  the  thooghl — 

"  What  claim  have  I  to  be  so  bless'd  7" 
Still  less  could  maid.  'Co  meek,  have  mused 
Desire  of  knowledge — that  vain  thirst. 
With  which  the  sex  hath  all  been  cursed. 
From  luckless  Eve  to  her,  who  near 
The  Tabernacle  stole  to  hear 
The  secrets  of  the  angels  :*  no — 

To  love  as  her  own  Seraph  loved. 
With  Faith,  the  same  through  bhes  and  w»- 

Faith,  that,  were  even  its  light  removed. 
Could,  like  the  dial,  fix'd  remain. 
And  wait  till  it  shone  out  again  ; 
With  Patience  that,  though  often  bow'd 

By  the  rude  storm,  can  rise  anew  ; 
And  Hope  that,  even  from  Evil's  cloud. 

Sees  sunny  Good  half  breaking  through! 
This  deep,  relying  Love,  worth  more 
In  heaven  than  all  a  Cherub's  lore — 
This  Faith,  more  sure  than  aught  beside. 
Was  the  sole  joy,  ambition,  pride 
Of  her  fond  heart — th'  unreasoiung  scope 

Of  all  its  views,  above,  below — 
So  true  she  felt  it  that  to  hope. 

To  trust,  is  happier  than  to  know. 
And  thus  in  humbleness  they  trod, 
Abash'd,  but  pure  before  their  Grod ; 
Nor  e'er  did  earth  behold  a  sight 

So  meekly  beautiful  as  they. 
When,  with  the  altar's  holy  light 

Full  on  their  brows,  they  knelt  to  pray, 
Hand  within  hand,  and  side  by  side. 
Two  liulw  of  love,  awhile  untied 
From  the  great  chain  above,  but  fast 
Holding  together  to  the  last .' — 
Two  fallen  Splendors,'  from  that  tree, 
Which  buds  with  such  eternally,* 
Shaken  to  earth,  yet  keeping  alt 
Their  light  and  frcslmess  in  the  fall. 


Cabbala.  They  arc  called  by  various  name^,  Pii>.  eai 
&c.  &c. ;  and  their  influences  are  supposed  to  act  thro 
certain  canals,  which  commanlcato  with  each  other. 

*  The  reader  may  judge  of  the  rationality  of  this  Jf « 
system  by  the  following  explanation  of  part  of  the  machhe 
— "  Les  canaux  qui  sortent  de  la  Mlserlconle  eC  de  la  Is 
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Their  only  punishment,  (aa  wrong, 

However  sweet,  most  bear  its  brand,) 
Their  only  doom  was  this — that,  long 

As  the  green  earth  and  ocean  stand, 
They  both  shall  wander  here — ^the  same, 
Throughout  all  time,  in  heart  and  frame — 
Still  looking  to  that  goal  sublime, 

Whose  light  remote,  but  sure,  they  see  ; 
Pilgrims  of  Love,  whose  way  is^Time, 

Whose  home  is  in  Eternity ! 
Subject,  the  while,  to  all  the  strife. 
True  Love  encounters  in  this  life— 
The  wishes,  hopes,  he  breathes  in  vain ; 

The  chill,  that  turns  his  warmest  sighs 

To  earthly  ^por,  ere  they  rise ; 
The  doubt  he  feeds  on,  and  the  pain 

That  in  his  very  sweetness  lies : — 
Still  worse,  th'  illusions  that  be^y 

His  footsteps  to  their  shining  brink  ; 
That  tempt  hun,  on  his  desert  way 

Throu|^  the  bleak  worid,  to  bend  and  drink, 
Where  nothing  meets  his  lips,  alas«— 
But  he  again  must  sighmg  pass 
On  to  that  far-off  home  of  peace. 
In  which  alone  his  thirst  will  cease. 

All  this  they  bear,  but,  not  the  less. 
Have  momccis  rich  in  happiness — 
Blessed  meetings,  after  many  a  day 
Of  widowhood  pass'd  far  away. 
When  the  loved  face  again  is  seen 
Close,  close,  with  not  a  tear  between — 
Confidings  frank,  without  control, 
Pour'd  mutually  from  soul  to  soul ; 
As  free  from  any  fear  or  doubt 

As  is  that  light  from  chill  or  stain. 
The  sun  into  the  staxs  sheds  out. 

To  be  by  them  shed  back  again ! — 
That  happy  minglement  of  hearts. 

Where,  changed  as  chymic  compounds  aro. 
Each  with  its  own  existence  parts. 

To  find  a  new  one,  happier  far ! 

et  qui  voDi  aboatir  i  la  BeaatA,  sont  chaigit  d*on  grand 
sombre  d*ADK«Mi.  II  y  en  a  trente-clnq  ant  le  canal  de  la 
Mis^ricorde,  qal  recompensent  et  qui  cooronnent  la  verto 
des  Saints,**  kx^  icc.—Fot  a  concUe  account  of  tbe  Caba- 
listic PhilMophy,  tee  Enfleld*s  very  oseM  compendiam  of 


Such  are  their  joys — and,  crowning  all, 

That  blessed  hope  of  the  bright  hour, 
When,  happy  and  no  more  to  fall. 

Their  spirits  shall,  with  freshen'd  power, 
Rise  up  rewarded  for  their  trust 

In  Him,  from  whom  all  goodness  springs. 
And,  shaking  off  earth's  soiUng  dust 

From  their  emancipated  wings. 
Wander  forever  through  those  skies 
Of  radiance,  where  Love  never  dies ! 

In  what  lone  region  of  the  earth 

These  Pilgrims  now  may  roam  or  dwell, 
God  and  the  Angels,  who  look  forth 

To  watch  their  steps,  alone  can  teU. 
But  should  we,  in  our  wanderings, 

Meet  a  young  pair,  whose  beauty  wants 
But  the  adornment  of  bright  wings, 

To  look  like  heaven's  inhabitants — 
Who  shine  where'er  they  tread,  and  yet 

Aro  humble  in  their  earthly  lot, 
As  is  the  wayside  violet. 

That  shines  imseen,  and  were  it  not 

For  its  sweet  breath  would  be  forgot — 
Whose  hearts,  in  every  thought,  are  one, 

Whose  voices  utter  the  same  wills — 
Answering,  as  Echo  doth  some  tone 

Of  fairy  music  'mong  the  hills. 
So  like  itself,  we  seek  in  vain 
Which  is  the  echo,  which  the  strain — 
Whose  piety  is  love,  whose  love, 

Though  close  as  'twere  their  souls'  embrace, 
Is  not  of  earth,  but  from  above — 

Like  two  fair  mirrors,  face  to  face. 
Whose  light,  from  one  to  th'  other  thrown, 
Is  heaven's  reflection,  not  their  own — 
Should  we  e'er  meet  with  aught  so  pure, 
So  perfect  here,  we  may  be  sure 

'Tis  Zakaph  and  his  bride  we  see  ; 
And  call  young  lovers  round,  to  view 
The  pilgrim  pair,  as  they  pursue 

Their  pathway  towards  eternity. 

*"  On  lea  repn^sente  qaelqnefols  tons  la  fifore  d*OB  arbra 
.  .  .  .  TEnsoph  qa*on  metaa-drastuderarbreBephltotlqiis 
oa  det  Splendeora  divtni,  est  Tlnikai.**— I.*irwCMP«  dt 
Juift^  Uv.  Ix.  II. 
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SKEPTICISM. 

A  JOKE  VERSIFIED. 

Ere  Pkyche  drank  the  cup,  that  shed 

«  Come,  come,"  said  Tom's  father,  «  at  your 

Immortal  Life  mto  her  soul, 

life. 

Some  evil  spirit  pour'd,  'tia  said, 

"There's  no  longer  excnse  fo^thns  plav 

One  drop  of  Doubt  into  the  bowl — 

rake- 

"  It  is  time  you  should  thmk,  boy,  of  taking  i.  , 

Which,  mingling  darkly  with  the  stream, 

"  Why,  80  it  is,  father— whose  y^ife  ahaU  I 

To  Psyche's  lips— «he  knew  not  why — 

Made  even  that  blessed  nectar  seem 
As  though  its  sweetness  soon  would  die. 

Oft,  in  the  very  arms  of  Love, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIENl 

A  chill  came  o'er  her  heart — a  fear 

That  Death  might,  even  yet,  remove 

Pure  as  the  mantle,  which,  o'er  him  who  sto 

Her  spirit  from  that  happy  sphere. 

By  Jordan's  stream,  descended  from  the  si 

Is  that  remembrance,  which  the  wise  nnd  go( 
Leave  in  the  hearts  that  love  them,  whe! 

"  Those  sunny  ringlets,"  she  exclaim'd, 

"  Twining  them  round  her  snowy  fingers ; 

die. 

"  That  forehead,  where  a  light,  unnamed, 

So  pure,  so  precious  shall  the  memory  be, 

«  Unknown  on  earth,  forever  lingers ; 

Bequeath'd,  in  dying,  to  our  souls  by  thee — 

So  shall  the  love  we  bore  thee,  cherish'd  wan 

"Those  lips,  through  which  I  feel  the  breath 

Within  our  souls  through  grief,   and  paio 

"  Of  Heaven  itself,  whene'er  they  sever — 

strife. 

"  Say,  are  they  mine,  beyond  all  death, 

Be,  like  Elisha's  craise,  a  holy  charm. 

"  My  own,  hereafter,  and  forever  ? 

Wherewith  to  "  heal  the  waters"  of  thk  lift 

"  Smile  not — I  know  that  starry  brow. 

"  Those  ringlets,  and  bright  lips  of  thine, 
«  Will  alwajrs  shine,  as  they  do  now — 

«  But  shall  /  live  to  see  them  shme  7" 

TO  JAMES  CORRY,  ESQ., 

In  vam  did  Love  say,  "  Turn  thine  eyes 

"  On  aU  that  qtarkles  round  thee  here— 

OH  BIB  MAKING  MB  A  PRK8KKT  OP  A  WDVX  STRA» 

"  Thou'rt  now  in  heaven,  where  nothing  dies. 

Brighton,  Jane.  18 

"  A9d  in  these  arms— what  canst  thou  fear  T* 

This  life,  dear  Corry,  who  can  doubt  7— 

Resembles  mucli  friend  Ewart's*  wme, 

In  vain— the  fatal  drop,  that  stole 

When  frst  the  rosy  drops  come  out, 

Into  that  cup's  immortal  treasure, 

How  beautiful,  how  clear  they  shine! 

Had  lodged  its  bitter  near  her  soul. 

And  gave  a  tinge  to  every  pleasure. 

And  thus  awhile  they  keep  their  tint. 

So  free  from  even  a  shade  with  some, 

And,  though  there  ne'er  was  transport  given 

That  they  would  smile,  did  you  but  hmt. 

Like  Psyche's  with  that  radiant  boy. 

That  darker  drops  would  ever  rome 

Hers  is  the  only  face  in  heaven,    ^ 

That  wean  a  dood  amkl  its  joy. 

>  A  wine-merchant 
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Bat  soon  the  raby  tide  rans  short, 
Each  minate  makes  the  sad  truth  plainer, 

Till  life,  like  old  and  crusty  port, 
When  near  its  close,  requires  a  strainer. 

This  friendship  can  alone  confer, 
Alone  can  teach  the  drops  ip  pass. 

If  not  as  bright  as  once  they  were. 
At  least  unclouded,  through  the  glass. 

Nor,  Corry,  could  a  boon  be  mine. 

Of  which  thb  heart  were  fonder,  vainer. 

Than  thus,  if  life  grow  like  old  wine, 
To  have  My  friendship  for  its  strainer. 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  CHARACTER. 

Here  lies  Factotum  Ned  at  last ; 

Long  as  he  breathed  the  vital  air. 
Nothing  throughout  aU  Europe  passed. 

In  which  Ned  hadn't  some  small  share. 

Whoe*er  was  in,  whoe'er  was  out. 
Whatever  statesmen  did  or  said. 

If  not  exactly  brought  about, 

'Twas  all,  at  least,  contrived  by  Ned. 

With  Nap,  if  Russia  went  to  war, 
*Twas  owing,  under  Providence,  . 

To  certain  hints  Ned  gave  the  Ciar^ 
(Vide  his  pamphlet — ^price,  sixpence.) 


^f  France  was  beat  at  Waterloo — 
As  all  but  Frenchmen  think  she 

To  Ned,  as  Wellington  well  knew, 
Was  owing  half  that  day's  appli 


Then  for  his  news — no  envoy's  bag 
E'er  pass'd  so  many  secrets  through  it ; 

Scarcely  a  telegraph  could  wag 
Its  wooden  finger,  but  Ned  knew  it 

Such  tales  he  had  of  foreign  plots, 
With  foreign  names,  one's  ear  to  buzz  in ! 

From  Russia,  cheft  and  of$  in  lots. 
From  Poland,  owmUU  by  the  dozen. 

When  George,  alarm'd  for  England's  creed, 
Tom'd  out  the  last  Whig  ministry. 

And  men  ask'd — who  advised  the  deed? 
Ned  modestly  confess'd  twas  he. 

For  thoagh,  by  some  unlucky  miss. 
He  had  not  downright  sefii  the  Khig, 


He  sent  raeh  hunts  through  Viscount  TAt», 
To  Marquis  That,  as  clench'd  the  tlung. 

The  same  it  was  in  science,  arts. 
The  Drama,  Books,  MS.  and  printed — 

Kean  leam'd  from  Ned  his  cleverest  parts. 
And  Scott's  last  work  by  him  was  hinted 

Childe  Harold  in  the  proofii  he  read. 
And,  here  and  there,  infused  some  soul  in't- 

Nay,  Davy's  Lamp,  till  seen  i.y  Ned, 

Had— odd  enough — an  awkward  hole  in't 

'Twas  thus,  all-doing  and  all-knowing, 
Wit,  statesman,  boxer,  chymist,  singer. 

Whatever  was  the  best  pie  going. 
In  that  Ned — ^tmst  him — ^had  his  finger. 


WHAT  SHALL  I  SING  THEE? 


What  shall  I  sing  thee  7  Shall  I  tell 
Of  that  bright  hour,  remember'd  well 
As  though  it  shone  but  yesterday. 
When,  loitering  idly  in  the  ray 
Of  a  spring-sun,  I  heard,  o'erhead. 
My  name  as  by  some  spirit  said. 
And,  looking  up,  saw  two  bright  eyes 

Above  me  from  a  casement  shine. 
Dazzling  my  mind  with  such  surprise 

As  Ciey,  who  sail  beyond  the  Line, 
Feel  when  new  stats  above  them  rise  ; — 
And  it  was  thine,  the  voice  that  spoke, 

Like  Ariel's,  in  the  mid-air  then ; 
And  thine  the  eye,  whose  lustre  broke-* 

Never  to  be  forgot  again ! 

What  shall  I  sing  thee?  Shall  I  weave 
A  song  of  that  sweet  summer-eve, 
(Summer,  of  which  the  sunniest  part 
Was  that  we,  each,  had  in  the  heart,) 
When  thou  and  I,  and  one  like  thee. 

In  life  and  beauty,  to  the  sound 
Of  our  own  breathless  minstrelsy, 

Danced  till  the  sunlight  faded  round. 
Ourselves  the  whole  ideAl  Ball, 
Lights,  music,  company,  and  all ! 
Oh,  'tis  not  in  the  languid  strain 

Of  lute  like  mine',  whose  day  is  past. 
To  call  up  even  a  dream  agam 

Of  the  fntkk  light  those  moments  east. 
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COUNTRY  DANCE  AND  QUADRILLE. 

One  night  the  nymph  call'd  Country  Danck — 
(Whom  folks,  of  late,  have  used  so  ill. 

Preferring  a  coquette  from  France, 
That  mincing  thing,  MamselU  Qcadrillk)— 

Having  been  chased  from  London  down 

To  that  moet  humble  haunt  of  all 
She  used  to  grace— a  Country  Town — 

Went  smiling  to  the  New- Year's  Ball. 

"  Here,  here,  at  least,"  she  cried,  "  though  driven 
**  From  London's  gay  and  shining  tracks — 

*'  Though,  like  a  Peri  cast  from  heaven, 
"  I've  lost,  forever  lost,  Almack's — 

**  Though  not  a  London  Miss  alive 

"  Would  now  for  her  acquaintance  own  me  ; 
"  And  spmsters,  even,  of  forty-five, 

**  Upon  their  honors  ne'er  have  known  me ; 

"  Here,  here,  at  least,  I  triumph  still, 
**  And — spite  of  some  few  dandy  Lancers, 

'*  Who  vainly  try  to  preach  Quadrille^ 
"  See  naught  but  true-blue  Country  Dancers. 

**  Here  still  I  reign,  and,  fresh  in  charms, 
**  My  throne,  like  Magna  Charta,  raise 

**  'Mong  sturdy,  freebom  legs  and  arms, 

**  That  scorn  the  threaten'd  ehaine  Anglaise/* 

'Twas  thus  she  said,  as  'mid  the  din 

Of  footmen,  and  the  town  sedan. 
She  lighted  at  the  King's  Head  Inn, 

And  up  the  stairs  triumphant  ran. 

The  Squires  and  their  Sqmrcsses  all, 
With  young  Squuinas,  just  come  out. 

And  my  Lord's  daughters  from  the  Hall, 
(Quadrillers,  in  their  hearts,  no  doubt,) — 

All  these,  as  light  she  tripp'd  up  stairs. 
Were  in  the  cloak-room  seen  assembling — 

When,  hark !  some  new,  outlandish  airs, 
From  the  First  Fiddle,  set  her  trembling. 

She  stops--she  listens — can  it  be  7 
Alas,  in  vain  her  ears  would  'scape  it — 

It  i»  "  Di  tanti  palpiti" 
As  plain  as  English  bow  can  scrape  it 

"  Counge !"  however — in  she  goes, 
With  her  best,  sweepinj^country  grace ; 

When,  ah  too  true,  her  worst  of  foes, 
QuADKiLLX,  there  meets  her,  face  to  face. 


Oh  for  the  lyre,  or  violin, 

Or  kit  of  that  gay  Muse,  Terp8ichi»e, 
To  sing  the  rage  these  nymphs  were  in. 

Their  looks  and  language,  airs  and  trickery 

There  stood  Qpadeille,  with  cat-like  face, 
(The  beau-ideal  of  French  beauty,) 

A  bandbox  thmg,  all  art  and  lace 
Down  from  her  nose-tip  to  her  thoe-tie. 

Her  flounces,  fresh  from  Victortne — 
From  Hippolyte,  her  rouge  and  hair-^ 

Her  poetry,  from  Lamartine — 
Her  morals,  from — the  Lord  knows  where. 

And,  when  she  danced — so  slidingly, 
So  near  the  ground  she  plied  her  art. 

You'd  swear  her  mother-earth  and  she 
Had  made  a  compact  ne'er  to  part. 

Her  face  too,  all  the  while,  sedate. 

No  signs  of  life  or  motion  showing, 
like  a  bright-pmiu/e's  dial-plate — 

So  still,  you'd  hardly  think  'twas  going. 

Full  fronting  her  stood  Country  Danee-^ 
A  fresh,  frank  nymph,  whom  yon  wcmld  knov 

For  English,  at  a  single  glance- 
English  all  o'er,  from  top  to  too. 

A  little  gauche f  'tis  fair  to  own. 
And  rather  given  to  skips  and  booneea ; 

Endangering  thereby  many  a  gown. 
And  playing,  oft,  the  devil  with  flouncaa 

Unlike  M(tmselle — who  would  prefer 

(As  morally  a  lesser  ill) 
A  thousand  flaws  of  character. 

To  one  vile  rumple  of  a  frilL 

No  rouge  did  she  of  Albion  wear ; 

Let  her  but  run  tliat  two-heat  race 
She  calls  a  Set,  not  Dian  e'er 

Came  rosier  from  the  woodland  chase. 


Such  was  the  nymph,  whose  soul  had  in't 
Such  anger  now — whose  eyes  of  Uue 

(Eyes  of  that  bright,  victorious  tint, 
Which  English  maids  call  Waterloo^ 

Like  summer  lightnings,  in  the  di»k 
Of  a  warm  evening,  flashing  broke, 

While— to  the  tune  of"  Money  Musk,"' 
Which  struck  up  now — she  proudly  qwk6> 

*  An  old  English  Coimtry  Danes. 
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"  Ileard  jon  that  strain — that  joyoui  atrain? 

**  Twas  soch  as  Englaiid  loved  to  hear, 
*'  Ere  thou,  and  all  thy  frippery  train, 

**  Corrapted  both  her  foot  and  < 


"  Ere  Waltz,  that  rake  from  foreign  lands, 
*'  Presumed,  in  sight  of  all  beholders, 

"  To  lay  his  rude,  licentious  hands 
«  On  virtuous  English  backs  and  shoulders— 

**  Ere  times  and  morals  both  grew  badj 
*'  And,  yet  unfleeced  by  funding  Idockheads, 

**  Hai^y  John  Bull  not  only  had, 
**  But  danced  to,  *  Money  in  both  pockets.' 

•*  Alas,  the  change ! — Oh,  L— d — y, 
**  Where  is  the  land  could  'scape  disasters, 

*•  With  9neh  a  Foreign  Secretary, 
"Aided  by  Foreign  Dapcing  Masters 7 

**  Wo  to  ye,  men  of  ships  and  shops ! 

*'  Rulers  of  day-books  and  of  waves ! 
"  Qnadrill'd,  on  one  side,  into  fops, 

«  And  driU'd,  on  t'other,  into  daves ! 

**  Ye,  too,  ye  lovely  victims,  seen, 
"  Like  pigeons,  trusB*d  for  exhibition, 

**  With  elbows,  d  la  crapaudine, 
**  And  feet  in — God  knows  what  position ; 

M  HemmM  in  by  watchful  chaperons, 
"  hmpcdan  of  your  airs  and  graces, 

•*  Who  intercept  all  whisper'd  tones, 
"  And  read  your  telegraphic  faces ; 

**  Unable  with  the  youth  adored, 
"  In  that  grim  cordon  of  Mammas, 

*  To  interchange  one  tender  word, 

"  Though  whi8per*d  but  in  queue  de  chats, 

**  Ah  did  you  know  how  blees*d  we  ranged, 
**  Ere  vile  Quadrille  usurped  the  fiddle— 

**  What  looks  in  $etting  were  exchanged, 
"  What  tender  words  in  down  the  middle 

*  How  many  a  couple,  like  the  wind, 

"  Which  nothing  in  its  course  controls, 

*  Left  ttme  and  chaperons  far  behind, 

**  And  gave  a  loose  to  legs  and  souls ; 

•*  How  matrimony  throve— ere  stopp*d 
«*  Bj  this  oold,  silent,  foot-coquetting— 

*  tUfW  ehannhigly  one's  partner  popp'd 

•*  TV  impoitant  qaestion  in  poutntting. 


**  While  now,  alas— no  sly  advances— 
,     "  No  marriage  hmta— all  goes  on  badly^ 
<<  Twixt  Parson  Malthus  and  French  Dances, 
"  We,  girls,  are  at  a  discount  sadly. 

«  Sir  William  Scott  (now  Baron  Stowell) 
"  Pedares  not  half  so  much  is  made 

"  By  Licenses— and  he  must  know  well — 
**  Since  vile  Quadrilling  spoil'd  the  trade." 

She  ceased — tears  fell  from  every  Miss — 
She  now  had  touch*d  the  true  pathetic : — 

One  such  authentic  fact  as  this 
Is  worth  whole  volumes  theoretic. 

Instant  the  cry  was  «  Country  Dance  V 
And  the  maid  saw,  with  brightening  face, 

The  Steward  of  the  night  advance. 
And  lead  her  to  her  birthright  place. 

The  fiddles,  which  awhOe  had  ceased. 
Now  tuned  again  their  summons  sweet, 

And,  for  one  happy  night,  at  least. 
Old  England's  triumph  was  complete. 


GAZEL 


Hastk,  Maami,  the  spring  is  nigh ; 

Already,  in  th'  unopen'd  flowers 
That  sleep  around  us.  Fancy's  eye 

Can  see  the  blush  of  future  bowen ; 
And  joy  it  brings  to  thee  and  me. 
My  own  beloved  Maami ! 

The  streamlet  frozen  on  its  way. 
To  feed  the  marble  Founts  of  Kings, 

Now,  loosenM  by  the  vernal  ray. 
Upon  its  path  exulting  springs— 

As  doth  this  bounding  heart  to  thee. 

My  ever  blissful  Maami ! 

Such  bright  hours  were  not  made  to  stay ; 

Enough  if  they  a  while  remam. 
Like  Irem*s  bowers,  that  fade  away. 

From  time  to  time,  and  come  again 
And  life  shall  all  one  Irem  be 
For  us,  my  gentle  MaamL 

O  haste,  for  this  impatient  heart* 
Is  like  the  rose  in  Yemen's  vito, 

That  rends  its  mmost  leaves  apait 
With  passion  for  the  nightingale ; 

So  languishes  this  soul  for  thee. 

My  bright  and  blushing  Maami ! 
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JOSEPH  ATKiisoir,  m^  oir  cuiiLm. 

If  erer  liffl  won  jjf<Mip0f<mAly  etuc, 

If  en^i  iif«  ^'011  tike  the  lengtlieii'd  Atrw 

Of  KMiiP  fwrct  munCi  cwr«titiMi  t^  tlio  [ul* 

Twfctr  Ilk  wiio,  m(mni*it  bj  pi&tiyr  ileviM  tielow. 

The  numf  temprri  farigln  whera  aU  ii  vtiife, 

Tbe  Nttj  iplit  heart  Bbote  »U  wi»HdLy  wLIm  { 
Light  IV  it  that  P^Ayv  a1o»^  lli«  cAlm  of  liXf  * 
And  »U^  itA  Liui^uid  turfoco  luto  faula  { 

Pare  chuniy^  Ihal  comM  qoI  iu  a  ihowtr, 
Sudden  aiid  laudf  op^nmog  wUltl  it  foedM, 

But,  ULu  live  dowi  ivtA  (mltoll  rflM  powcf* 
Fell  i  a  the  bjoom  It  hiffi  itar  tli«  me&da ; 


Tbe  happf  gnteM  ipritt  that  unpniveA 
And  bfj^liMi  WHtf  fil  Eiy  foriime  girca  ; 

That*  wmtte  i4wf«  ^  viU  with  tliceo  it  laTCdi 
liikea  ewry  ptac«  a  bomcj  and  bomo  &  heaT«ii : 


An 


bk'-Oh^    Itioa  who  ie«d'rt  thk 


thiBM  w«fe 

it«ti«. 
When  for  thyself,  thy  cliydren^  ta  Ibo  iky 
Thoa  humbly  pmyeet^  ode  tlu«  boon  alone i 
That  ye  like  him  may  Hvci  Like  him  may  die  I 


GENIUS  AND  CRITICISM. 

ScrlfMU  qqyejn  fftU,  «d  MqqltnT. 

Siesitcjt,. 

Of  oldt  the  Sultan  Genitti  rcigti^d^ 
Afl  Nuturo  mennt*  supreme,  aloue ; 

With  mind  uu checked,  iiad  hands  michain'df 
Hi^  viewer  hifl  c^inqnoeta  were  his  own^ 

But  power  [ike  hi*,  that  digs  Ita  jjfnvve 
Wiih  ita  own  Eceplre,  could  uot  last ; 

So  Genius'  Eclf  bccamfi  Iho  Hlavo 
Of  Laws  that  Genius'  fieLf  had  poaa'd^ 

A§  J<uv(S,  who  forged  tho  chain  of  Fatp, 
Was,  evej  nfler,  doom'd  to  wear  il  ; 

ILs  nods,  hiM  fftrupglps  all  too  \i\t^ — 
"  Qui  Btmtl jut^itt  semper  pnrci" 


T0  <?j*dc  ymrag  d 
The  dar^s,  who  I 

Mad*  ChlkiiKa  hia  | 
Aod  &cim  tbttl  ha 

Tied  down  in  Legiit 

Afraid  of  «vea  hk 

^  vaiy  fiotoiiia  n 

And  he  waa  groa' 

Hsmotft  beittic  dee^ 
That  daix]Ml»  wfa 

Nowt  done  by  law» 
Add  Bhom  of  all  1 

If  ho  but  liifrM  to  t 
Instauti  Iho  Vixir 

*^  Good  Lordj  yoiai  ] 
**  Bte«  mst  y^(nir 

If,  lorin^  pomp,  he 
Rich  jewck  for  h 

"  Tlio  txiftte  wag  bat 
"  A  flower  wtsra 

To  pLeaac  them  if  h 
"  What  trifling,  f 

"  Fit  for  a  woman** 
"Bulnot  al^lt 

If,  fond  of  hh  dome 
He  playM  no  ma 

"  A  dii]]i  good  eort  t 
^*  But,  as  for  greo 

Did  he  then  Look  o*p 
F'or  roalma  more 

**  Saint  Aristotle,  w 
'*  Serre  a  *  ne  ei^ 

At  length,  th^ir  last 
TIh'v  round  him 

ReviewcTSj  Itnav^  I 
TuniM  up  with  y 

To  dag  his  fooUtept 
Lrike  ifioso  in  Lor 

Who  :Lt  N  41  pol  eon's 
For  ifoj  ih*  Com 

Oil  for  *ome  Chnmi 
Sonio  Ultra  spinl 

As  crA  ui  f^hak^pea 
Thi'  ihund*'ra  of  t 
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To  vindicate  his  ancient  line, 
The  fint,  the  tnie,  the  only  one, 

Of  Right  eternal  and  divine. 
That  rules  beneath  the  UesBed  soil 

So  might  I  shon  the  shame  and  pain, 
That  o*er  me  at  this  instant  come, 
When  Beauty,  seekmg  Wit  in  vain, 
Knocks  at  the  portal  of  my  brain. 
And  gets,  for  answer,  "  Not  at  home  V 

A'MMifter,  1888. 

TO  LADY  J»R*»Y, 

9M  BKIKO  ▲IKKD  TO  WKITB  lOMBTBlXO  XX  BKE  ALBUM. 

Oh  albums,  albums,  how  I  dread. 
Your  everlasting  scrap  and  scrawl ! 

How  often  wish  that  from  the  dead. 

Old  Omar  would  pop  forth  his  head. 
And  make  a  bonfire  of  you  all ! 

So  might  I  'scape  the  spinster  band. 

The  blushlees  blues,  who,  day  and  night, 
Like  duns  in  doorways,  take  their  stand. 
To  waylay  bards,  with  book  in  hand. 
Crying  forever,  "  Write,  sir,  write !" 

TO  THE  SAME. 

CN  LOOKING  THROUGH   HSR  ALBUM. 

No  wonder  bards,  both  high  and  low. 
From  Byron  down  to  •  •  •  •  •  and  me, 

Should  seek  the  fame,  which  all  bestow 
On  hun  whose  task  is  praismg  thee. 

Let  but  the  theme  be  J*r*»y»s  eyes, 
At  once  all  errors  are  forgiven  ; 

As  ev'n  old  Stemhold  still  we  prize. 
Because,  though  dull,  he  kugs  of  heaven. 

1 

• 

SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS  POEMS. 

Trs  Mowing  trifles,  havmg  enjoyed,  m  their 
circulation   through  the  newspapers,  all   the  ce- 
lebrity and  length  of  life  to  which  they  were  en- 

ioto   oblivion  without  pretending   to   any   further 
ArtiiieCion,  l^ad   they  not  already  been  published, 
in  a  coQective  form,  both  in  London  and  Paris, 
and*  m  eaeh  case,  been  mixed  tip  with  a  number  of 

meritt  the  author  of  the   following  pages  has  no 
dmim.    A  natural,  desire  to  separate  his  own  prop- 
«ty,  worthless  as  it  is,  from  that  of  othen,  is,  he 
tafi  to  mj,  the  chief  motive  of  the  publication  of 

SATIRICAL  AND  HUMOROUS 
POEMS. 

TO  SIR  HUDSON  LOWE. 

Eflkra  caniam  nomtnis, 
Utramne  noret  hoe  tol 
Noroen  dedere,  an  aomea  hoe 
Secatamoramrecula.                Ausomvs. 

1816. 
Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  Sir  Hudson  Lots, 
(By  name,  and  ah !  by  nature  so,) 

As  thou  art  fond  ^of  pezseentioDS, 
Perhaps  thou'st  read,  or  heard  repeated, 
How  Captain  Gulliver  was  treated, 

When  thrown  among  the  Lillipatiana. 

^ 
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mMm  ii  ^  pHl  I0tt]i*i 
h«v  w  wf  ftik  thinii^ 


AaUTQRT  COUXKIUY  BETWEEN  BANK 
AND  OOVERXMENT. 


Wbm  f^Q  ca&*d  ow  Uie  fandtft^  tli«  imoNtol  Bulb, 
AnI  ^njoj'd  the  ffutlcAmt^  adc^^acew  I  m^e ! 

T»  iId  all  that  &  d^lut^  J'^iiuiff  oouplo  «boufd  do, 
A  l«ir  njpivflt  paying  wai  I  Aid  upoD  nQC^ 

B«l  wne  vfufist  owing,  ik«r  ltt»lpmat«f  oa  you. 

Ami  m  it  th^u  ranidi'd  ^^that  "  boor  (u  Othello 
.  £^  luffiily  c^k  JL])  of  Ijovq  aud  Dirr^lion  ?''^ 
mi  MHi  ire,  ttlie  other  fojid  davcs^  mj  dear  ft^How, 
Ihw  faodiu  our  old  a^i  aod  cut  tJie  comie^tuial 

GortJUcv£NT 
I  Ml  mi-  iMlimid  M».  Bonk,  it  mml  be  ; 
I  p^viuf  i&  Cftth  |4aj»  the  deTil  with  wooing  :* 
W**^  bdtii  had  oar  fvii^f  Iml  1  ptiun^y  forrtfee 
7%a*  mi^  ieoa  btt  a  ilop  to  our  fii/i-Uig  otiil 


"-4ji1 


Ot  iMn^  «i  wnotUlr  I 


t  wd  dlncikm/ 


f  U  %g^mmi%  h<2^^xxri,  ttint  QwiA  f^u  i  friHod  to  the  re- 


Ptt?|ia^tJaa  lu  reasoi 
THe  ivufi  of  Bomia  M 


to! 

S4>— hold  ItHmgli  it  1 
J>is|H»ed  of  00  null 

And,  m  ^to  of  that 
So  Jafsli  of  caib  • 

The  d^y  a  at  huidt  i 
Whim — high    tM 

Thowaoft  bilUt-dam 
Will  serro  but  to  lo 

And  when — if  wo  tft 
(AA«r  &11  tlmt  bu 

like  that  which  Mm 
Musi  all  bfl  tmasm 


DIALOGUE  BEn 
AND  A  Oi 

**  O  pgo  Bon  felli:, 
Anna  lapoa^  ra^pt 

Said  a  Sov^raJ 
lu  the  jiocket 

Where  they  mot  it 
"  How  hiippei 
*'  T}iat,  tboug 

"  Fait  Pouud,  wo  i 

**  Like  your  m 
"  Wall  eilrer ; 

"  Aud  of  Jots  of  yo 
'*  While  with 
"  Not  tny  Lat 

i*  Of  W— fiijii— lb  i 

The  ladrgnast 
(Lyiug  crump 

"  Shame  J  aham«^,  il 
'^  OuB  coiiuot 
*^  Bm,  whip  I 

"  Leaving  uothi^g 


LucLibtu  liji^iul^ 
4  So  cAlied^  to  iti^iinpit 


I 
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"  Tour  scampering  began 

"  From  the  moment  Paxson  Vaui 
"  Poor  man,  made  us  one  in  Love's  fetter ; 

" « For  better  or  for  worBe* 

« Is  the  unial  marriage  curse, 
**  But  ours  is  all '  worse'  and  no  <  better.' 

**  In  vain  are  laws  pass'd, 

**  There's  nothing  holds  you  fast, 
"  Tho'  you  know,  sweet  Sovereign,  I  adore  you— 

*'  At  the  smallest  hint  in  life, 

"  You  forsake  your  lawful  wife, 
"  As  other  Sovereigns  did  before  you. 

"  I  flirt  with  saver,  true— 

**  But  what  can  ladies  do, 
"  When  disown'd  by  their  natural  protectors  7 

"  And  as  to  falsehood,  stuff! 

<*  I  shall  soon  be  false  enough, 
**  When  I  get  among  those  wicked  Bank  Direc- 
toni." 

The  Sovereign,  smiling  on  her, 

Now  swore,  upon  his  honor, 
To  be  henceforth  domestic  and  loyal ; 

But,  within  an  hour  or  two. 

Why — I  sold  him  to  a  Jew, 
And  he's  now  at  Na  10  Palais  RoyaL 


AN  EXPOSTULATION  TO  LORD  KING. 

**  Qnem  das  flnem,  Rex  magiie,  labonun  V*        ViaoiL. 

1896. 
How  earn  you,  my  Lord,  thus  delight  to  tonnent  all 
The  Peers  of  the  realm  about  cheapening  their 
com,* 
When  you  know,  if  one  hasn't  a  very  high  rental, 
'Tis  hardly  worth  while  being  very  high  bom  ? 

Why  bore  them  so  rudely,  each  night  of  your  life, 
On  a  question,  my  Lord,  there's  so  much  to  abhor 
m? 
A    question — like    asking    one,    "  How    is    your 
wifeT— 
At  once  so  confounded  domeetie  and  foreign. 


>  See  the  proceeding*  of  the  Lords,  Wednesday,  March  1, 
^^90,  when  Lord  King  was  severely  reproved  by  several  of 
^^  no*  le  Peers,  for  making  so  many  speeches  against  the 

C^QfTn  •  JiWt. 

•  "P  als  noble  Xarl  said,  that  -  when  h^  heard  the  pedtkm 
^ame  Ikom  ladles*  boot  and  shoemakers,  he  (honcfat  It  arast 
^  against  the  *conis*  which  they  inflicted  oo  the  lUr  sei." 


As  to  weavers,  no  matter  how  pooriy  they  feast ; 

But  Peers,  and  such  animals,  fed  up  for  show, 
(Like  the  well-physick'd  elephant,  lately  deceased,) 

Take  a  wonderful  quantum  of  cramming,  you 
know. 

Tou  might  see,  my  dear  Baron,  how  bored  and  dis- 
trees'd 
Were  their  high  noble  hearts  by  your  merciksB 
tale, 
When  the  force  of  the  agony  wrong  even  a  jest 
From    the    frugal    Scotch    wit   of    my    Lord 
Lnl-d-le? 

Bright  peer !   to  whom  Nature  and  Berwickshire 
gave 
A  humor,  endow'd  with  effects  so  provoking. 
That,  when  the  f -hole  House  looks  unusually  grave. 
You  may  always  conclude  that  Lord  L-d-d-le's 
joking. 

And  then,  those  \in&rtunate  weavers  df  Perth — 
Not   to    know  the  vast  difference    Providence 
dooms 
Between  weavers  of  Perth  and  Peers  of  high  birth, 
'Twixt  those  who  have  AeKr-loomsj  and   those 
who've  but  looms ! 

<<  To    talk   note   of  starring !"— as  great  Ath— 1 
said'— 
(And  the  nobles  all  cheer'd,  and  the  bishops  all 
wonder'd,) 
**  When,  some  years  ago,  he  and  others  had  fed 
*<  Of  these  same  hungry  devils  about  fifteen  hun- 
dred!" 

It  follows  from  hence— and  the  Duke's  very  words 
Should  be  publish'd  wherever  poor  rogues  of  this 
craft  are— 

That  weavers,  once  rescued  fhmi  starving  by  Lords, 
Are  bound  to  be  starved  by  said  Lords  ever  after. 

When    Rome  was  uproarious,  her  knowing  patri- 
cians 
Made  **  Bread  and  the  Cireus^  a  cure  for  each 
row  f 
But  not  so  the  plan  of  our  noble  physicians, 
'<  No  Bread  and  the  Tread-mill's"  the  regimen 


*  The  Dnke  of  Athol  said,  tliat  **  at  a  fanner  period,  when 
these  weavers  were  in  great  distress,  the  landed  interest  of 
Perth  had  supported  1500  of  theoi.  It  was  a  poor  retom  Ibr 
these  very  men  now  to  petition  against  the  persons  who  had 


^iiui^ 


^ 


A^  AVfiM  tlUll  ("kVtft  to0,  1V^I|iM  ntwiijr  * 
Fiv<4ii  at«  iSub  la  llii>  Ohl^r, 


one  Totn 


«r  4 


/^W^ 


Tbau  vrnt  i^ws] 

Bpltoldi  in  bjB  best  d 

Gnat  Quprn  vi  M 
bora  tb«t) 
Thou 'it    read   9't 

AI1 !  CerM,  ihoQ  kii 
Np^^  heapM  upo 
boQotcd  ^ 

1  ill  proving  ou  Huiil,' 
*Tifi  the  ^Toirtr* 

In  ppp^*chrsj  iu  booki 

Tlmt  you,  mj  d^ar  C 
And  Gcnk  of  higti 

Wtt*  hlunut  IhSs  IJme  Inlii 
fof  coffee. 
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There's  B— nth— m,  whoee  English  is  all  his  own 
making, — 
Who  thinks  jost  as  little  of  settling  a  nation 
As  he  would  of  smoking  his  pipe,  or  of  taking 
(What  he,  himself,  calls)  his  "  post-prandial  yi- 
hration."' 

There  are  two  Mr  M ^lls,  too,  whom  those  that 

love  reading 
Through  all  that's  unreadable,  call  very  clever ; — 

And,  whereas  M ^11  Senior  makes  war  on  good 

breeding, 
M 11  Junior  makes  war  on  all  breeding  what- 
ever! 

In  short,  my  dear  Goddess,  Old  England's  divided 

Between  ultra  blockheads  and  superfine  sages ; — 
With  which  of  these  classes  we,  landlords,  have 
sided  I 

Thou'lt  find  in  my  Speech,  if  thou'lt  read  a  few 
pages. 

For  therein  I've  proved,  to  my  own  satisfaction,* 
And  that  of  all  'Squires  I've  the  honor  of  meet- 
ing* 
That  'tis  the  most  senseless  and  foul-mouth*d  de- 
traction 
To  say  that  poor  people  are  fond  of  cheap  eatmg. 

On  the  contrary,  such  the  "  chaste  notions"^  of  food 
That  dwell  in  each  pale  manufacturer's  heart, 

Tliey  would  scorn  any  law,  be  it  ever  so  good. 
That  would  make  thee,  dear  Goddess,  leas  dear 
than  thou  art ! 

And,  oh !  for  Monopoly  what  a  blest  day. 

When  the  Land  and  the  Silk'  shall,  in  fond  com- 
bination, 
(Like  Sulky  and  Silky,  that  pair  in  the  play,*) 
Cry  out,  with  one  voice,  for  High  Rents  and 
Starvation ! 

Long  life  to  ttie  Minister ! — ^no  matter  who, 

Or  how  duU  he  may  be,  if,  with  dignified  spirit, 
he 
Keeps  the  ports  shut — and  the  people's  mouths, 
too,— 
Wo  shall  all  have  a  long  run  of  Freddy's  pros- 
perity. 

1  The  Teneiable  Jeremy's  phrase  for  his  afler-dinner  walk. 
B  A  phrase  in  one  of  Sir  T— m— s*s  last  speeches. 

*  Great  eflbrU  were,  at  that  time,  making  for  the  exclnsion 
of  foreign  silk. 

^^'RoadtoBoin.** 

•  This  Is  flMant  not  so  much  for  a  pan,  ai  hi  allosloB  to 
the  Bstnrml  history  of  the  Unicom,  which  Is  snpposed  to  be 
snmethlDg  between  the  Boe  and  the  Asinos,  aiiid,  as  Eeet*s 


And,  as  for  myself,  who've,  like  Hannibal,  sworn 
To  hate  the  whole  crew  who  would  take  ow 
rents  from  us, 
Had  England  but  One  to  stand  by  thee,  Dev  Com, 
That   last,    honest    Uni-Com*   wouU   be   Sir 
Th— m— •! 


A  HYMN  OF  WELCX)ME  AFTER  THE 
RECESa 

"  Animas  sapientiores  fieri  qniescendo.** 

And  now— cross-buns  and  pancakes  o'er— 
Hail,  Lordi  and  Gentlemen,  once  more ! 

Thrice  hail  and  welcome.  Houses  Twain . 
The  short  eclipse  of  April-Day 
Havmg  (God  grant  it !)  paas'd  away, 

Collective  Wisdom,  shine  again ! 

Come,  Ayes  and  Noes,  through  thick  and  thinr— 
With  Paddy  H — Imes  for  whipper-in, — 

Whate'er  the  job,  prepared  to  back  it ; 
Come,  voters  of  Supplies — bestowers 
Of  jackets  upon  trumpet-blowers. 

At  eighty  mortal  pounds  the  jacket  !* 


Come — free,  at  length,  from  Joint-Stock  < 
Ye  Senators  of  many  Shares, 

Whose  dreams  of  premium  knew  no  boundary ; 
So  fond  of  aught  like  Company, 
That  you  would  even  have  taken  tern 

(Had  you  been  ask'd)  with  Mr.  Goundry.^ 


Come,  matchless  coimtry-gentle 
Come,  wise  Sir  Thomas— wiMst  then. 

When  creeds  and  corn-laws  are  debated ; 
Come,  rival  even  the  Hariot  Red, 
And  show  how  wholly  into  bread 

A  'Squire  is  trangubetantiated. 

Come,  L— derd— e,  and  tell  the  worid. 
That — surely  as  thy  scratch  is  curi'd. 

As  never  scratch  was  curi'd  before— 
Che^  eating  does  more  harm  than  good. 
And  working-people,  spoil'd  by  food, 

The  less  they  eat,  will  work  the  more. 

Cyclopedia  assures  us,  has  a  particular  Ukfaig  In 
thing'*  chaste." 

•  An  item  of  expense  which  Bfr.  Hnme  in  vain  endeavw- 
ed  to  get  rid  of :— tnunpeters,  it  appears,  like  the  mea  ol 
All-floiUs,  most  be  **»««  vaUUr 

V  The  gentleman,  lately  before  the  paUie,  who  kept  his 
.XMll^Stock  Tsa  Company  all  to  hisuelf,  siagiag  "  TV  solo 
adoro.'* 
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Come,  G — ^Ib— m,  with  thy  glib  defence 
(Which  thoa*dBt  have  made  for  Peter's  Pence) 

Of  Chorch-Ratee,  worthy  of  a  halter ; 
Two  pipes  of  port  (old  port,  'twas  said 
By  honest  iVetrport^  bought  and  paid 

By  Papists  for  the  Orange  Altar  !* 

Come,  H — rt— n,  with  thy  plan,  so  merry. 
For  peopling  Canada  from  Kerry — 

Not  so  much  rendering  Ireland  quiet, 
As  grafting  on  the  dull  Canadians 
That  Uveliest  of  earth's  contagions. 

The  6uZi-pock  of  Hibernian  riot ! 

Come  all,  in  short,  ye  wondrous  men 
Of  wit  and  wisdom,  come  again  ; 

Though  short  your  absence,  all  deplore  it — 
Oh,  come  and  show,  whate'er  men  say, 
That  you  can,  after  April-Day, 

Be  just  as — sapient  as  before  it 


ME>IORABILIA  OF  LAST  WEEK 

MONDAY,  MARCH   13,    1826. 

Tub  Budget— quite  charming  and  witty — no  hear- 
ing. 
For  plaudits  and  laughs,  the  good  thmgs  that 
were  in  it ; — 
Great  comfort  to  find,  though  the  Speech  isn't 
cheering. 
That  all  its  gay  auditors  were,  every  minute. 

What,  etiU  more  prosperity ! — mercy  upon  u», 
« This  boy'll  be  the  death  of  me"— oft  as,  al- 
ready, 

Such  smooth  Budgeteers  have  genteelly  undone  us, 
For  Ruin  made  easy  there's  no  one  like  Freddy. 


Much  grave  apprehension  express'd  by  the  Peers, 
Lest  —  calling  to  life  the   old   Peachums   and 
Lockitts— 
The  large  stock  of  gold  we're  to  have  in  three 
yean. 
Should  all  find  its  way  into  highwaymen's  pock- 
ets!* 


1  Sir  John  Newport. 

s  This  charge  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  the  sacramental  wine 
Is  a  preaons  specimen  of  Ihe  sort  of  rates  levied  upon  their 
CathoU:  fellow-parishioners  by  the  Irish  Frotestants. 
**The  thirst  thai  fiom  the  sool  doth  rise 
Doth  ask  a  drink  dlviM.** 


Little  doing — ^for  sacred,  oh  Wednesday,  tbcni  ait 
To  the  seven-o'clock  joys  of  full  many  a  tabl»— 

When  the  Members  all  meet,  to  make  much  of  that 
part, 
With  which  they  so  rashly  fell  oat,  in  the  FaU& 

It  appear'd,  though,  to-night,  thai — as  ehmth-mt- 
dens,  yearly. 
Eat  up  a  small  baby— thosfr  oc  nnoFant  nmen^ 
The  Bankrupt-CommissionerB,  boli  yery  nearly 
A  moderate-sized  bankrupt,  tout  ekaud,  for  their 
dinners!^ 
Nota  bene — a  rumor  to-day,  in  the  City, 
'*  Mr.  R — ^b— as— n    just  has  resign'd" — ^what  a 

pity! 
The  Bulls  and  the  Bears  all  fell  a  solibing. 
When  they  heard  of  the  fate  of  poor  Cock  EsUm; 
While  thus,  to  the  nursery  tune,  so  pietty, 
A  murmuring  Stock-^oive  breathed  her  ditty  >* 

Alas,  poor  Robin,  he  crow'd  aa  longr 

And  as  sweet  as  a  prosperons  Cock  eoold  crow; 
But  his  note  was  small,  and  the  ^Id-fin^'s  song 

Was  a  pitch  too  high  for  Robin  to  go. 

Who'U  make  hk  sfanodT 

« I,"  said  the  Bank,  « though  he  play*d  me  a  pvaak. 
"  While  I  have  a  rag,  poor  Rob  ahaU  be  nffd 
in't, 
**  With  many  a  pound  111  paper  him  romid, 
"  like  a  plump  rouleau — without  the  goM  isH." 
•  •  •  •  • 


ALL  IN  THE  FAMILY  WAY. 

▲  NEW  PASTORAL  BALUkn. 
(SUKG  IK  THE   CHARACTKR  OF  BaXTAJnOA.) 

"  The  Pnbiie  Debt  Is  doe  fipom  oorselvos  to  owsehm,  wd 
resolves  itself  into  a  Family  Account.** — Sir  RtUrt  Hf9 
Letter. 

Tane— .Ify  hank$  an  aUfurniah*d  with  ftsce. 

Mr  banks  are  all  fumish'd  with  rags. 
So  thick,  even  Freddy  can't  thin  'em ; 

I've  torn  up  my  old  money-bagSy 

Having  little  or  ^naught  to  put  in  'em. 


s  "  Another  objection  to  a  metallic  corrency  was,  tksl  it 
produced  a  greater  number  of  highway  robberies.**— Dikstt 
in  the  Lordg. 

*  Mr.  Abercromby*s  statement  of  the  enormoos  tsTcn 
bills  of  the  Commissioners  of  Banloiipts. 
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My  tzadettnen  are  Bmaahiiig  by  dozens, 
But  this  U  all  nothing,  they  say ; 

For  bankruiits,  since  Adam,  are  cousins, — 
So,  it's  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  Debt  not  a  penny  takes  from  me. 

As  ssLges  the  matter  explain ; — 
Bob  owoi  it  to  Tom,  and  then  Tommy 

Just  owes  it  to  Bob  back  again. 
Since  all  have  thus  taken  to  owifig, 

There's  nobody  left  that  can  pay; 
And  this  is  the  way  to  keep  going, — 

All  quite  in  the  family  way. 

My  senators  vote  away  millions. 

To  iRit  in  Prosperity's  budget ; 
And  thoogh  it  were  billions  or  trilUons, 

The  generous  rogues  wouldn't  grudge  it 
Tia  all  but  a  family  hop, 

' 'TWAS  Pitt  began  dancing  the  hay ; 
Hands  round ! — why  the  deuce  should  we  stop  7 

'TIS  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  laboreiB  used  to  eat  mutton. 

As  any  great  man  of  the  State  does ; 
And  now  the  poor  devils  are  put  on 

Small  rations  of  tea  and  potatoes. 
But  cheer  up,  John,  Sawney,  and  Paddy, 

The  Kirg  is  your  father,  they  say ; 
So,  ev'n  if  you  starve  for  your  Daddy, 

'Tis  all  in  the  family  way. 

My  rich  manufacturers  tumble, 

My  poor  ones  have  nothing  to  chew ; 
And,  even  if  themselves  do  not  grumble. 

Their  stomachs  undoubtedly  do. 
But  coolly  to  fast  en  famille, 

Is  as  good  for  the  soul  as  to  pray ; 
And  famine  itself  a  genteel. 

When  one  starves  in  a  family  way. 

I  have  found  out  a  secret  for  Freddy, 

A  secret  for  next  Budget  day ; 
Though,  perhaps,  he  may  know  it  already 

As  he,  top,  's  a  sage  in  his  way. 
When  next  for  the  Treasury  scene  he 

Announces  **  the  Devil  to  pay," 
Let  him  write  on  the  bills,  <<  Nota  htn», 

M  Tis  all  in  the  family  way." 


BALLAD  FOR  THE  CAMBRIDGE 
ELECTION. 

**  I  authorized  my  Committee  to  take  the  step  which  they 
did,  of  proposing  a  fiilr  comparison- of  ftrengtli,  upon  the  rs»- 
derstanding  that  whichever  ef  thttwo  ahould  prees  U  bt  tk» 
weaheat,  should  give  way  to  the  other.**— £z(raet  fr§m 
Mr.  W.  J.  B^keM'a  Letter  to  Mr,  O—tb-^, 

B — KES  is  weak,  and  G — lb— n  too. 

No  one  e'er  the  fact  deucid ; — 
Which  is  ««  weaketV*  of  the  two, 

Cambridge  can  alone  decide. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

G — lb— n  of  the  Pope  afraid  is, 

B — ^kes,  as  much  afraid  as  he ; 
Never  yet  did  two  old  ladies 

On  this  point  so  well  agree. 
Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 
Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  mode  pursues. 
Each  the  same  conclusion  reaches ; 

B — ^kes  is  foolish  in  Reviews, 
G — lb— n,  foolish  in  his  ^eches. 

Chooso  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray, 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Each  a  different  foe  doth  damn. 
When  his  own  affairs  have  gone  ill ; 

B — ^kes  he  damneth  Buckingham, 
G — lb— n  danmeth  Dan  O'ConnelL 

Choose  between  them,  Cambridge,  pray. 

Which  is  weakest,  Cambridge,  say. 

Once,  we  know,  a  horse's  neigh 
Fix*d  th'  election  to  a  throne. 
So,  whichever  fint  shall  bray. 

Choose  hhn,  Cambridge,  for  thy  own. 
Choose  him,  choose  him  by  his  bray. 
Thus  elect  him,  Cambridge,  pray. 
JwM,  189S. 


MR.  ROGER  DODSWORTH. 


1898. 


TO  TRK  KOrroa  or  THK  TIMBi. 


Sir, — Having  Just  heard  of  the  wonderfhl  resurrection  of 
Mr.  Roger  Dodsworth  ftom  under  an  evaimnehe^  where  he 
had  remained.  Hen  frufpi,  it  seems,  for  the  last  IW  years,  I 
hasten  to  impart  to  yon  a  few  reflections  on  the  subject.^ 
Yours,  4tc  L^uvAToa  Tbhfosis  A  en. 

Wrat  a  lucky  turn  np!— just  as  Eld — ^n*s  mth* 
drawing. 
To  find  thus  a  gentleman,  ihn'n  in  the  year 
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tiundrcd  and  sixty,  who  only  wanti  thaw- 

icrve  for  our  times  qaite  as  weU  as  the 
Peer;— 

ing  thus  to  light,  not  the  Wisdom  alone 
our  Ancestors,  such  as  'tis  found  on  our 
shelyes, 
in  perfect  condition,  full-wigg'd  and  fuU-grown, 
.'o  shovel  up  one  of  those  wise  bucks  themselves ! 

.  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth,  and  send  him  safe  home — 
I^t  hun  learn  nothing  useful  or  new  on  the 

way; 
v'ith  his  wisdom  kept  snug  from  the  light  let  him 

come. 
And  our  Tories  will  hail  him  with  "  Hear  !**  and 

"Hurra!" 

Wiiat  a  God-send  to  them  ! — a  good,  obsolete  man. 
Who  has  never  of  Locke  or  Voltaire  been  a 
reader ; — 
Oh  thaw  Mr.  Dodsworth  as  fast  as  you  can, 
And  the  L — nsd — les  and  H — ^rtf— rds  shall  choose 
him  for  leader. 

Yes,  sleeper  of  ages,  thou  shalt  be  their  chosen ; 

And  deeply  with  thee  will  they  sorrow,  good 
men, 
To  think  that  all  Europe  has,  since  thou  wert  frozen. 

So  altered,  thou  hardly  wilt  know  it  again. 

And  Eld — n  will  weep  o*cr  each  sad  innovation 
Such  oceans  of  tean,  thou  wilt  fancy  that  he 

Has  been  also  laid  up  in  a  long  congelation, 
And  is  only  now  tliawmg,  dear  Roger,  like  thee. 


COPY  OF  AN  INTERCEPTED  DISPATCH. 

FROM     lUS    EXCELLENCY    DON    STREPITOSO    DIABOLO, 
ENVOY      BXTRAORDLNARY      TO      HIS      SATANIC     IIA- 


8t  James*!  Street,  July  1, 1836. 
Great  Sir,  having  just  had  the  good  luck  to  catch 

An  official  young  Demon,  preparing  to  go, 
Ready  booted  and  spurred,  with  a  black-leg  dispatch, 
From  the  Hell  hero,  at  Cr— ckf— rd's,  to  our  Hell, 
below — 

I  write  these  few  lines  to  your  Highness  Satanic, 
To  say  that,  fint  having  oboyM  your  directions, 

And  done  all  the  mischief  I  could  in  "  the  Panic," 
My  next  special  care  was  to  help  tlie  Elections. 


WeU  knowing  ham  dear  wm  tiaoM 


(tDlky 


Wben  eveiy  giood  Chiwtian  toniMnted  ui  w^ 
^ther, 
And  erased,  in  thy  realm,  mch  a  WTiiig  of  coal. 
From  all  cooling  down,  ready  grilTd  bj  each 
other; 

Remembering,  besides,  how  it  pain'd  thee  to  paxt 
With  the  Old  Penal  Code— «liat  chef^^umntd 
Law, 
In  which  (though  to  own  it  too  modoit  tfaoo  ait) 
We  could  plainly  peroeire  the  fine  touch  of  thy 
claw; 


I  thought,  as  we  ne*er  can  thooe  gooG  umea  rerirv, 
(Though  Eld— n,  with  help  from  year  Hi|^iiieB 
would  try,) 

Twould  still  keep  a  taste  for  Hell's  mosie  alite^ 
Could  we  get  up  a  thund'xing  No-Poperj  ciy  ;— 


That  yell  which,  when  choms'd  bv  'sice  ai 
So  like  ts  to  our9,  in  its  spirit  and  tone. 

That  I  ollen  nigh  laugh  myself  into  hyaterics. 
To  think  that  Religi<m  should  make  it  her  01 


So,  having  sent  down  for  th'  original  notes 
Of  the  chorus,  as  sung  by  your  Majeaty's  diflir,     , 

With  a  few  pints  of  lava,  to  gai]^e  the  throats         i 
Of  myself  and  some  othen,  who  sing  it  "  with  : 
fire,"' 

Thought  I,  "  if  the  Marseilloki  Hynm  eonld  ooai-  ; 
mand  j 

"  Such  audience,  though  yeD'd  hy  a  Sawt-eaUtU  \ 
crew, 
<*  What  wonders  shall  »s  do,  who've  men  ia  o« 
band, 
'<That  not  only  wear  breeches,  bat  pettiresti  | 
toa" 


Such  then  were  my  hopes ;  bat, 
Highncos, 
I*m  forced  to  confeos— be  the  cai 
Whether  fewness  of  voices,  or 


with  aorrow,  yft«  ■ 


\  what  it  win. 
hoaraeneaa,  or  ^- 

Our  Beekebub  chon»  has  gone  off  h«t  at 

The  truth  is,  no  placeman  uoW  ^^^^T^^^'*^^'  '^ 


\ 


The  Treasury  pitch-pip^  ^^*^V^  V»  ^-^ 
And  certain  Inut  voicoa,  \\y^\^  ,^j^  ^as^'^  ▼*• 
At  the  York  »"»^-X:>^^v!0^' 
carious. 
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Even  some  of  our  Reverends  might  have  been 
warmer, — 
Though  one  or  two  capital  roarers  we've  had ; 
Doctor  Wiae'  is,  for  instance,  a  changing  per- 
former, 
And  Huntingdon  Maberley's  yell  was  not  bad ! 

Altogether,  however,  the  thing  was  not  hearty  ^ 
Even  Eld — n  allows  we  got  on  but  so  so ; 

And  when  next  we  attempt  a  No-Popery  party, 
We  must,  please  your  Highness,  recruit  from 
below. 

But,  hark,  the   young   Black-leg  is  cracking  his 
whip — 
Excuse  me.  Great  Sir — there's  no  time  to  be 
civil;— 
The  next  opportunity  shan't  be  let  slip, 
But,  till  then, 

I'm,  in  haste,  your  most  dutiful 

DxviL. 

J«/y,  1826. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

90QQESTED  BT  THE   LATE  WORK  OF  THE    REVEREND 
MR.   IRV — HO  "ON  FROFHECT." 

1826. 

A  MnuENNiuM  at  hand! — I'm  delighted  to  hear 
it— 

As  matters,  both  public  and  private,  now  go. 
With  multitudes  round  us  all  starving,  or  near  it, 

A  good  rich  Millennium  will  come  d  propoa. 

Only  think,  Master  Fred,  what  delight  to  behold. 
Instead  of  thy  bankrupt  old  City  of  Rags, 

A  bran-new  Jerusalem,  built  all  of  gold, 

Sound  bullion  throughout,  from  the  roof  to  the 
flag»— 

A  City,  where  wine  and  cheap  com*  shall  abound — 

A  celestial  Cocaigne,  on  whose  buttery  shelves 
We  may  swear  the  best  things  of  this  world  will 
be  found. 
As  your  Saints  seldom  fail  to  take  care  of  them- 
selves ! 

>  This  reverend  gentleman  disUngaUhed  himself  at  the 
Reading  election. 

*  "  A  measure  of  wheat  for  a  penny,  and  three  measiues 
of  barley  for  a  penny."— il«t>.  vl. 

*  See  the  oration  of  this  reverend  gentleman,  where  he 
describes  tbe  cononblal  Joys  of  Paradise,  aad  paints  the 
angels  hovering  round  **each  happy  fidr.** 

*  When  Whlston  presented  to  Prince  Engeae  the  Essay  la 
which  he  attempted  to  connect  hU  victorlei  over  the  TnkB 


Thanks,  reverend  expoimder  of  raptnres  Elysian,* 
Divine  Squintifobus,  who,  placed  within  reach 

Of  two  opposite  worlds,  by  a  twist  of  your  vision, 
Can  cast,  at  the  same  time,  a  sly  look  at  each ; — 

Thanks,  thanks  for  the  hopes  thou  affiirdest,  that  we 
May,  eVn  in  oar  own  times,  a  Jubilee  share. 

Which  so  long  has  been  promised  by  prophets  like 
thee. 
And  so  often  postponed,  we  began  to  despair. 

There  was  Whiston,*  who  learnedly  took  Prince 
Eugene 
For  the  man  who   must  bring  the  Millennium 
about; 
There's  Faber,  whose  pious  productions  have  been 
All  belied,  ere  his  book's  first  edition  was  out ; — 

There  was  Comisellor  Dobbs,  too,  an  Irish  M.  P., 
Who  discoursed  on  the  subject  with  signal  eclat. 

And,  each  day  of  his  life,  sat  expecting  to  see 
A  Millennium  break  out  in  the  town  of  Ar- 
magh .** 

There  was  also— but  why  should  I  burden  my  lay 
With  your  Brotherses,  Southcotes,   and  names 
less  deserving. 
When  all  past  Millenniums  henceforth  must  give 
way 
To  the  last  new  Millennium  of  Orator  Irv — ng. 

Go  on,  mighty  man, — doom  them  all  to  the  shelf, — 
And  when  next  thou  with  Prophecy  troublest  thy 
sconce. 
Oh  forget  not,  I  pray  thee,  to  prove  that  thyself 
Art  the  Beast  (Chapter  iv.)  that  sees  nine  ways  at 
once. 


THE  THREE  DOCTORS. 


Doctorlbns  Ictamor  tribos. 

1886. 
Though  many  great  Doctors  there  be. 

There  are  three  that  all  Doetore  out-top, 
Doctor  Eady,  that  famous  M,  D., 
Doctor  S^th — ^y,  and  dear  Doctor  Slop.' 


with  Revelation,  the  Prince  Is  said  to  have  replied,  that 
**he  was  not  aware  he  had  ever  had  the  honor  of  being 
known  to  8c  John.** 

•  Mr.  Dobbs  was  a  member  of  the  Irish  Parliament,  and, 
00  all  other  snl^u  but  the  Uillenalum,  a  very  feasible 
person:  he  ehoee  Armagh  as  the  scene  of  his  lllllenniiuab 
on  aeeoant  of  the  name  Armageddon,  meatiooed  in  Revt* 


•  The  editor  of  the  Momlaf  Herald,  so  akkaaaied. 
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The  purger — ^the  proser — ^the  baid— 

All  quacks  in  a  different  style ; 
Doctor  S— th — y  writes  books  by  the  yard, 

Doctor  Eady  writes  puffs  by  Uie  mile  !* 

Doctor  Slop,  in  no  merit  outdone 
By  his  scribbling  or  physicking  brother, 

Can  dose  us  with  stuff  like  the  one, 
Ay,  and  doze  us  with  stuff*  like  the  other. 

Doctor  Eody  good  company  keeps 
With  "  No  Popery**  scribes  on  the  walls ; 

Doctor  S — th — y  as  gloriously  sleeps 
With  "  No  Popery**  scribes,  on  the  stalls. 

Doctor  Slop,  upon  subjects  divine. 

Such  bedlamite  slaver  lets  drop. 
That,  if  Eady  should  take  the  mad  line, 

Ho*Il  be  sure  of  a  patient  in  Slop. 

Seven  millions  of  Papists,  no  less. 

Doctor  S— th—y  attacks,  like  a  Turk  f 

Doctor  Eady,  l9«  bold,  I  confess. 
Attacks  but  his  maid-of-all-work.^ 

Doctor  S — ^th — ^y,  for  his  grand  attack, 
Both  a  laureate  and  pensioner  is ; 

While  poor  Doctor  Eady,  alack, 

Has  been  had  up  to  Bow-street,  for  his ! 

And  truly,  *he  law  does  so  blunder. 

That,  tljough  little  blood  has  been  spill*d,  he 

May  probably  suffer  as,  under 
The  Chalking  Act,  known  to  be  guilty. 

So  much  for  the  merits  sublime 

(With  whose  catalogue  ne*er  should  I  stop) 
Of  the  tliree  greatest  lights  of  our  time. 

Doctor  Eady,  and  S — th — y,  and  Slop ! 

Should  you  ask  me,  to  which  of  the  three 
Great  Doctors  the  preference  should  fall. 

As  a  matter  of  course,  I  agree 
Doctor  Eady  must  go  to  the  wall 

But  as  S — th — ^y  with  laurels  is  crown*d. 
And  Slop  with  a  wig  and  a  tail  is. 

Let  Eady*s  bright  temples  be  bound 
With  a  swingeing  "  Corona  Muralis  /*** 


>  Allndlng  to  the  display  of  this  doctor*s  name,  in  chalk, 
OB  all  the  walls  round  the  metropolis. 

t  This  leraphic  doctor,  in  the  preface  to  hts  last  work, 
{Vindieim  EeeUtim  Jtngiieaiue,)  is  pleased  to  anathematize 
not  only  all  Catholics,  but  all  advocates  of  Catholics  :— 
**They  have  for  their  immediate  allies  (he  says)  every  fac- 
tion that  is  banded  against  the  State,  every  demagogue, 
every  irreligious  and  seditions  Journalist,  every  open  and 
every  insidious  enemy  to  Monarchy  and  to  Christianity." 

*  Bee  the  late  aceounts  in  the  newspapers  of  the  appear- 


EPITAPH  ON  A  TUFT-HUNTER. 

LAMENT,Jament,  Sir  Isaac  Heard, 
Put  mourning  round  thy  page,  Debrottt 

For  here  lies  one,  who  ne'er  prefeti'd 
A  Viscount  to  a  Marquis  yet 

Beside  him  place  the  God  of  Witt 

Before  him  Beauty*s  rosiest  girisr 
Apollo  for  a  star  he*d  quit. 

And  IiOve*s  own  sister  for  an  £ari's. 

Did  niggard  fate  no  peers  affi>rd. 
He  took,  of  couise,  to  peers*  relations  ; 

And,  rather  than  not  sport  a  Lord, 
Put  up  with  even  the  last  creations. 

Even  Irish  names,  could  he  but  tag  'em 
With  **  Lord**  and  "  Duke,**  were  sweet  to  esL 

And,  at  a  pinch.  Lord  Ballyraggiun 
Was  hotter  than  no  Lord  at  all. 

Heaven  grant  him  now  some  noble  nook* 

For,  rest  his  soul !  he*d  rather  be 
Genteelly  damn*d  beside  a  Duke, 

Than  saved  in  vulgar  company 


ODE  TO  A  HAT. 


"altum 


.£dificat  caput*' 


JUVKKAL. 


Hail,  reverend  Hat ! — sublime  'mid  all 

The  minor  felts  that  round  thee  grovel ; — 
Thou,  that  the  Gods  "  a  Delta*'  call. 

While  meaner  mortals  call  thee  "  sho'vel " 

» 

When  on  thy  shape  (like  pyramid. 

Cut  horizontally  in  tw(^) 
I  raptured  gaze,  what  dreams,  unbid. 

Of  stalls  and  mitres  bless  my  view ! 

ance  of  this  gentleman  at  one  of  the  Follce-effioes,  i>  eon- 
sequence  of  an  alleged  assault  on  his  **  Rwid-ofjUl-wofk.** 

*  A  crown  granted  as  a  reward  among  the  lt/w»^«  to 
persons  who  performed  any  extraordinary  exploits  upon 
vallSf  such  as  scaling  them,  battering  them,  Ax.— -No  dooM, 
writing  ut^on  them,  to  the  extent  Dr.  Eady  doM,  woald 
equally  establish  a  claim  to  the  honor.  . 

•  So  described  by  a  Reverend  Bistortaa  of  the  Church  >- 
"  A  Delta  hat,  iilce  the  horixontal  seetion  of  a  pyramid.*^- 
Grjlmt's  UisUry  •J  (JU  £iv<t«4  Ckwrtk, 


I 
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That  brim  of  brims,  to  dMkly  good— 
Not  flapp*d,  like  dull  Wesleyaos',  down, 

But  looking  (as  all  chnrchmen*8  ahonld) 
Devoutly  upward — towards  the  crown. 

Gods !  when  I  gaze  upon  that  brim, 

So  redolent  of  Church  all  over. 
What  swarms  of  Tithes,  m  vision  dimr- 
Some  pig-tail'd,  some  like  cherubim, 

With  ducklings^  wmgs— around  it  hover ! 
Tenths  of  all  dead  and  living  things. 
That  Nature  into  being  brings, 
From  calves  and  com  to  chitteriings. 

Say,  holy  Hat,  that  hast,  of  cocks. 
The  very  cock  most  orthodox. 
To  tohieh,  of  all  the  well-fed  throng 
Of  Zion,'  jo/st  thou  to  belong? 
Thou'rt  not  Sir  Harcourt  Lees's— no— 

For  hats  grow  like  the  heads  that  wear  'em ; 
And  hats,  on  heads  like  his,  would  grow 

Particularly  httrum-oearum. 
Who  knows  but  thou  may'st  deck  the  pate 
Of  that  £uned  Doctor  Ad— mth— te, 
(The  reverend  rat,  whom  we  saw  stand 
On  his  hind-legs  in  Westmoreland,) 
Who  changed  so  quick  from  blue  to  yellowt 

And  would  from  yellow  back  to  blue, 
And  back  agam,  convenient  fellow. 

If  'twere  his  interest  so  to  do. 

Or,  haply,  smartest  of  triangles, 

Thou  art  the  hat  of  Doctor  Ow— n ; 
The  hat  that,  to  his  vestry  wrangles. 

That  venerable  priest  doth  go  in, — 
And,  then  and  there,  amid  the  stare 
Of  all  St  Olave's,  takes  the  chair. 
And  quotes,  with  phiz  right  orthodox, 

Th'  example  of  his  reverend  brothers. 
To  prove  that  priests  all  fleece  their  flocks, 

And  Ae  must  fleece  as  well  as  others. 

Bless'd  Hat !  (whoe'er  thy  lord  may  be) 
Thus  low  I  take  off  mine  to  thee. 
The  homage  of  a  layman's  eaetor, 
To  the  q>ruce  delta  of  his  pastor. 
Oh  mayst  thou  be,  as  thou  proceedest. 

Still  smarter  cock'd,  still  bmsh'd  the  brighter. 
Till,  bowing  all  the  way,  thou  leadest 

Thy  sleek  possessor  to  a  mitre ! 


>  ArehMsbop  Mafee  aflbetioDately  calls  the  Cbureh  Bitab- 
Ushment  of  Ireland  **  the  llnle  Zlon.** 

s  A  di«trtbaUon  was  made  of  the  Emperor  Atezaadflt'i 
■lUtaiy  wardrobe  by  his 


NEWS  FOR  COUNTRY  COUSINS. 

1890. 
Dkak  Coz,  as  I  know  neither  you  nor  Miss  Draper, 
When  Pariiament's  up,  ever  take  in  a  paper, 
But  trust  for  your  news  to  such  stray  odds  and  ends 
As  you  chance  to  pick  up  from  political  friends — 
Being  one  of  this  well-mform'd  class,  I  sit  down 
To  transmit  you  the  last  newest  news  that's  in  town. 

As  to  Greece  and  Lord  Cochrane,  things  couldn't 
look  better— 

His  Lordship  (who  promises  now  to  fight  faster) 
Has  just  taken  Rhodes,  and  dispatch'd  off  a  letter 

To  Daniel  O'Connell,  to  make  him  Grand  Master ; 
Engaging  to  change  the  old  name,  if  he  can. 
From  the  Knights  of  St  John  to  the* Knights  of 

St  ban  ;— 
Or,  if  Dan  should  prefer  (as  a  stfll  better  whim] 
Being  made  the  Colossus,  'tis  all  one  to  him. 

From  Russia  the  last  accounts  are  that  the  Czar — 
Most  generous  and  kind,  as  all  sovereigns  are. 
And  whose  first  princely  act  (as  you  know,  I  sup- 
pose) 
Was  to  give  away  all  his  late  brother's  old  clothes' — 
Is  now  busy  coUectmg,  with  brotherly  care. 
The  late   Emperor's  nightcaps,  and  thinks  of 
bestowing 
One  nightcap  apiece  (if  he  has  them  to  qmre) 
On  all  the  distmguish'd  old  ladies  now  going. 
(While  I  write,  an  arrival  from  Riga — the  *<  Bro- 
thers"— 
Having  nightcaps  on  board  for  Lord  Eld— n  and 
others.) 

Last  advices  from  India — Sir  Archy,  'tis  thought. 
Was  near  catching  a  Tartar,  (the  first  ever  caught 
In  N.  Lat  21.) — and  his  Highness  Burmese, 
Being  very  hard  press'd  to  shell  out  the  rupees. 
And  not  having  rhino  sufiicient,  they  say,  meant 
To  pawn  his  august  Golden  Foot*  for  the  payment 
(How  lucky  for  monarchs,  that  thus,  when  they 

choose. 
Can  establish  a  running  account  with  the  Jews !) 
The  security  being  what  Rothschild  calls  «  goot," 
A  loan  will  be  shortly,  of  course,  set  on  foot ; 
The  parties  are  Rothschild,  A.  Baring  and  Co. 
With  three  other  great  pavmbroken:  each  takes  a 


•  This  poteatala  styles  himself  the  M onaich  of  the  Golden 
Fbot 
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And  engages  (lest  Gold-foot  should  give  us  Zf^-lMuI, 
As  he  did  once  before)  to  pay  down  on  the  nail. 

This  is  all  for  the  present — what  vile  pens  and  paper! 
Youis  truly,  dear  Cousin — best  love  to  Miss  Draper. 

SepUmbtr,  1826. 


A  VISION. 


BY  THE   AUTHOR  OF  ClUUSTABKI* 

"  Up  !"  said  the  Spirit,  and,  ere  I  could  pray  X 

One  hasty  orison,  whirl'd  me  away  jl 

To  a  Limbo,  lying — I  wist  not  where — 
Above  or  below,  in  earth  or  air ; 
For  it  glimmer'd  o*er  with  a  doubtful  light, 
One  couldn't  say  whether  'twas  day  or  night ; 
And  'twas  cross'd  by  many  a  mazy  track, 
One  didn't  know  how  to  get  on  or  back  ; 
And  I  felt  Uko  a  needle  that's  going  astray 
(With  its  one  eye  out)  through  a  bundle  of  hay ; 
When  the  Spirit  he  grinn'd,  and  whisper'd  me, 
"  Thou'rt  now  m  the  Court  of  Chancery !" 

Around  me  flitted  unnumber'd  swarms 

Of  shapeless,  bodiless,  tailless  forms ; 

(Like  bottled-up  babes,  that  grace  the  room 

Of  that  worthy  knight.  Sir  Everard  Home)— 

All  of  them,  things  half-kill'd  in  rearing  ; 

Some  were  lame— some  wanted  hearing  ; 

Some  had  through  half  a  century  run, 

Though  they  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  upon. 

Others,  more  merry,  as  just  beginning. 

Around  on  a  point  of  law  were  spinning ; 

Or  balanced  aloft,  'twixt  Bill  and  Anewer, 

Lead  at  each  end,  like  a  tight-rope  dancer. 

Some  were  so  cross,  that  nothing  could  please  'em ; — 

Some  gulp'd  down  (affidavits  to  ease  'em ;-« 

All  were  in  motion,  yet  never  a  one, 

Let  it  move  as  it  might,  could  ever  move  om 

"  These,"  said  the  Spirit,  "  you  plainly  see, 

"  Are  what  they  call  Suits  in  Chancery !" 

I  heard  a  loud  screaming  of  old  and  young, 
Like  a  chorus  by  fifty  Vellutis  sung ; 
Or  an  Irish  Dump  ("  the  words  by  Moore") 
At  an  amateur  concert  scream'd  in  score  ; 
So  harah  on  my  ear  that  wailing  fell 
Of  the  wretches  who  in  this  Limbo  dwell ! 
It  seem'd  Uke  the  dismal  symphony 
Of  the  shapes  JEneas  hi  hell  did  see ; 


Or  those  frogs,  whose  legs  a  batbazmiB  oook 
Cut  off,  and  left  the  frogs  in  the  farooky 
To  cry  aU  night»  till  life's  last  dregs, 
"  Give  us  our  legs ! — give  ns  onr  legp  ?• 
Touch'd  with  the  sad  and  sorrowful  soene, 
I  ask'd  what  all  this  yell  might  mean. 
When  the  Spirit  replied,  with  the  grin  of  glee 
'*  'Tis  the  cry  of  the  Suitors  in  Chancery  f 

I  look'd,  and  I  saw  a  wizard  rise,' 
With  a  wig  like  a  cloud  be^ona  men's  eyea. 
In  his  aged  hand  he  held  a  wand. 
Wherewith  he  beckon'd  his  embryo  band. 
And  they  moved  and  moved,  as  he  waved  H  o'er, 
But  they  never  got  on  one  mch  the  mofre 
And  still  they  kept  limping  to  and  fio, 
like  Ariels  round  old  Frospero*- 
Saying,  "  Dear  Master,  let  us  go," 
But  still  old  Prospero  answer'd  "  Na" 
And  I  heard,  the  while,  that  wizard  elf 
Muttering,  muttering  spells  to  himself^ 
While  o'er  as  many  old  papers  he  tiim*d. 
As  Hume  e'er  moved  for,  or  Omar  bom'd. 
He  talk'd  of  his  virtue—"  though  some,  leas  nice^ 
(He  own'd  with  a  sigh)  preferr'd  his  Vice** — 
And  he  said,  «  I  think"—"  I  doubt"—"  I  hope," 
Call'd  Grod  to  witness,  and  danm'd  the  Pope ; 
With  many  more  sleights  of  tongue  and  hand 
I  couldn't,  for  the  soul  of  me,  understand. 
Amazed  and  posed,  I  was  just  about 
To  ask  his  name,  when  the  screams  withont. 
The  merciless  clack  of  the  imps  within, 
iVnd  that  conjuror's  mutterings,  made  each  a  din. 
That,  startled,  I  woke — leap*d  up  in  my  bed- 
Found  the  Spirit,  the  imps,  and  the  conjuror  fle4 
And  bless'd  my  stars,  right  pleased  to  see. 
That  I  wasn't,  as  yet,  in  Chancery. 


THE  PETITION  OF  THE  ORANGEMEN 
OF  IRELAND. 

I89S. 
To  the  people  of  England,  the  hamUe  Petition 

Of  Ireland's  disconsolate  Orangemen,  showings 
That  sad,  very  sad,  is  our  present  condition  ;— 
Our  jobbing    all   gone,   and   our  noble    selvei 
gomg;— 

That,  forming  one  seventh,  within  a  few  fnetioM, 
Of  Ireland's  seven  millions  of  hot  hetJs  aad 
hearts, 

The  Lord  ChaneeUer  Bd— a. 
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We  hold  it  the  haaeet  of  all  baae  tranaactioni 
To  keep  us  from  murd'ring  the  other  mx  paita ; — 

That,  as  to  laws  made  for  the^good  of  the  many, 
We  humbly  suggest  there  is  nothing  less  true ; 

As  all  human  laws  (and  our  own,  more  than  any)  - 
Are  made  by  and  for  a  particular  few  ; — 

That  much  it  delights  every  true  Orange  brother, 
To  see  you,  in  England,  such  ardor  evince, 

In  discussing  which  sect  most  tormented  the  other. 
And  bum'd  with  most  guHo,  some  hundred  years 
since ; — 

That  we  love  to  behold,  while  Old  England  grows 
faint, 
Messrs.  Southey  and  Butler  nigh  conung  to  Mows, 
Id  decide   whether  Dunstan,   that  strong-bodied 
Samt, 
Ever  truly  and  really  pull*d  the  Devil^s  nose ; 

Whether  t'other  Saint,  Dommic,  burnt  the  Devil's 
paw— 
Whether  Edwy  intrigued  with  Elgiva's  old  mo- 
ther*— 
And  many  such  points,  from  which  Southey  can 
draw 
Conclusions  most  apt  for  our  hating  each  other. 

That  'tis  very  well  known  this  devout  Irish  nation 
Has  now,  for  some  ages,  gone  happily  on. 

Believing  in  two  kinds  of  Substantiation, 
One  party  in  Traiu  and  the  other  in  Con  ,** 

That  we,  your  petitioning  Cons,  have,  in  right 
Of  the  said  monosyllable,  ravaged  the  lands, 
And  embezxled  the  goods,  and   annoy'd,  day  and 
night,   - 
Both  the  bodies  and  souls  of  the   sticklers  for 
Trana;-- 

That  we  trust  to  Peel,  Eldon,  and  other  such  sages, 
For  keeping  us  still  in  the  same  state  of  mind ; 

Pretty  much  as  the  world  used  to  be  in  those  ages, 
When  still  smaller  syllables  madden'd  man- 
kmd^- 

When  the  wonb  ex  and  per*  served  as  well,  to  annoy 
One's  neighbors  and  friends  with,  as  eon  and 
tranM  now ; 


1  To  raeh  Importaat  dUcanlons  as  these  the  grester  part 
of  Dr.  Boathey*s  Vindieim  Ecelesim  JInglifmm  Is  devoted. 

•  CoDsabstaatiation— the  tme  Befonned  belief;  at  least, 
the  belief  of  Lather,  and,  as  Moshelm  asserts,  of  Melaae- 
thon  also. 

>  When  John  of  Bagnsa  went  to  ConstaathMyple,  (at  the 


And  Christians,  like  B— th— y,  who  stickled  for  ot, 
Cut  the  throats  of  all  Christians  who  stickled  for 


That,  relying  on  England,  whose  kmdness  already 
So  often  has  help'd  us  to  play  this  game  o'er, 

We  have  got  our  red  coats  and  our  carabines  ready, 
And  wait  but  the  word  to  show  sport,  as  before. 

That,  as  to  the  expense — ^the  few  millions,  or  so. 
Which  for  all  such  diversions  John  Bull  has  to 
pay— 
'Tis,  at  least,  a  great  comfort  to  John  Bull  to  know. 
That  to  Orangemen  b  rockets  'twill  all  find  its 

way. 
For  which  your  petitioners  ever  will  pray, 

&C.  &c  &c  iu,  dec. 


COTTON  AND  CORN. 

A  DIAIjOGUB. 

Said  Cotton  to  Com,  t'other  day, 
As  they  met  and  exchanged  a  salute— 

(Squire  Com  in  his  carriage  so  gay, 
Poor  Cotton,  half  famish 'd,  on  foot :) 

"  Great  Squire,  if  it  isn't  uncivil 
'*  To  hint  at  starvation  before  you, 

**  Look  down  on  a  poor  hungry  devil, 
"  And  give  him  some  bread,  I  implore  you  1" 

Quoth  Cora  then,  in  answer  to  Cotton, 
Perceiving  he  meant  to  make/ree— 

"  Low  fellow,  you've  surely  forgotten 
'*  The  distance  between  you  and  me ! 

"  To  expect  that  we,  Peers  of  high  birth, 
"  Should  waste  our  illustrious  acres, 

'<  For  no  other  purpose  on  earth 
«  Than  to  fatten  cursed  calico-makors  !— 

«<  That  Bishops  to  bobbins  should  bend— 
**  Should  stoop  from  their  Bench's  sublimity, 

**  Great  dealers  in  lawn,  to  befriend 
**  Such  contemptible  dealers  in  dimity ! 


time  this  dlspate  between  **  ex**  and  "  per**  was  going  on,) 
be  foond  the  Tartu,  we  are  told,  **  langhlng  at  the  Christians 
fbr  being  divided  by  two  such  Insigalfltant  particles.'* 

«  The  Arian  contrnTersy.— Before  that  time,  sairs  Hooker, 
**ln  order  to  be  a  soaad  believing  Chrlsdao,  ven  were  not 
enrions  what  syllahtos  or  particles  of  speech  they  i 
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«  ^o — ^vile  Manufacturer  I  ne'er  harbor 
"  A  hope  to  be  fed  at  our  boards  ; — 

"  Base  ofi&pring  of  Arkwright  the  barber, 
<*  What  claim  canst  tJiou  have  upon  Lords? 

"  No — thanks  to  the  taxes  and  debt, 
"  And  the  triumph  of  paper  o*er  ^ineas, 

"  Our  race  of  Lord  Jenmiys,  as  yet, 

"  May  defy  your  whole  rabble  of  Jennys  /*' 

So  saying — whip,  crack,  and  away 

Went  Com  in  his  chaise  through  the  throng. 
So  headlong,  I  heard  them  all  say, 

"  Squire  Com  would  be  down,  before  long." 


THE  CANONIZATION  OF  SAINT 
B— TT— RW— RTH. 

"A  Christian  of  the  best  edition.**— Rabkljlis. 

CANomzE  hun ! — yea,  verily,  weMl  canonize  hun ; 
Though  Cant  is  his  hobby,  and  meddling  his 
bliss, 
Though  sages  may  pity,  and  wits  may  despise  him. 
Hell  ne'er  make  a  bit  the  worse  Saint  for  all 
this. 

Descend,  all  ye  Spirits,  that  ever  yet  spread 
The  dominion  of  Hcmbug  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea. 

Descend  on  our  B — ^tt — rw — ^rth's  biblical  head, 
'^hrice-Great,  Biblbpolist,  Saint,  and  M.  P. 

Come,  shade,  of  Joanna,   come   down   from  thy 
sphere. 
And  bring  little  Shiloh^if  'tisn't  too  far- 
Such  a  sight  will  to  B — tt— rw — rth's  bosom  be 
dear, 
Hi»  conceptions  and  thine  bemg  much  on  a  par. 

Nor  blush.  Saint  Joanna,  once  more  to  behold 
A   worid    thou   hast   honor'd    by  cheating  so 
many; 
Thoult  find  still  among  us  one  Personage  old. 
Who  also  by  tricks  and  the   Seals^  makes  a 
penny 


>  A  great  part  of  the  income  of  Joanna  Southcott  arose 
fh>ni  the  Seals  of  the  Lord's  protection  which  she  sold  to 
her  foUoweri. 

*  Mrs.  Anne  Lee,  the  "chosen  vesser*  of  the  Shakers, 
and  "  Mother  of  all  the  childrea  of  refeneration.'* 


Thou,  too,  of  the  Shaken,  divine  Mother  Lee  ? 

Thy  smiles  to  beatified  B— tt — ^rw — ^rth  deigD ; 
Two  "  lights  of  the  Gentiles"  are  thoD,  Axme,  and 
he,  • 

One  hallowing  Fleet  Street,  and   f  other  Toad 
Lane!' 

The  Heathen,  we  know,  made  their  Gods  not  d 
wood. 
And  Saints  may  be  framed  of  as  handy  ma- 
terials;— 
Old  women  and  B — tt — rw — rtha  make  jiat  as  good 
As  any  the  Pope  ever  hooVd  as  Ethereale. 

Stand   forth,    Man  of  BiUes!  — not    Mabomofi 
pigeon, 
When,  perch'd  on  the  Koran,  he  dropp'd  then, 
they  say^ 
Strong  marks  of  his  faith,  ever  shed  o*er  religioa 
Such  glory  as  B — tt— rw — ith  aheds  every  day. 

Great  Galen  of  souls,  with  what  vigor  he  crams 
Down  Elrin's  idolatrous  throats,  till  they  crack 
again. 
Bolus  on  bolus,  good  man ! — and  then  damns 
Both  their  stomachs  and  aoals,  if  they  dare  cuft 
them  back  again. 

How  well  might  his  shop— as  a  type  representing 
The  creed  of  himself  and  his  sanctified  ctaa* 

On  its  counter  exhibit  "  the  An  of  Tonnentinf  * 
Bound  neatly,  and  lettered    « Whole  Doty  cf 
Man!" 

Canonize  him ! — by  Judas,  we  will  canonixe  him ; 

For  Cant  is  his  hobby  and  twaddling  his  bfia ; 
And,  though  wise  men  may  pity  and  Tits  nay 
despise  him. 

He'll  mako  but  the  better  «i^p-9aint  for  all  tfaia 

Call  quickly  together  the  whole  tribe  of  Canten, 
Convoke  all  the  9eriou9  Tag-rag  of  the  nation; 

Bring  Shakers  and  Snuffleis   and  Jornpen  and 
Ranters, 
To  witness  their  B—tt—rw— rth's  Canooiiation ! 

Yea,  humbly  I've  ventured  his  merits  to  paint. 
Yea,  feebly  have  tried  all  his  gifts  to  portray. 

And  they  form  a  sum-total  for  making  a  Saint, 
That  the  Devil's  own  Advocate  could  not  gain- 
»y. 


>  Toad  Lane,  in  Manchester,  where  Mother  Leo  was  kai» 
In  her  **  Address  to  Young  Believer^**  she  saya,  that  **lf  k 
a  matter  of  no  Importance  with  them  tnm  whence  lh» 
means  of  their  deliveranoe  eome,  whether  fixm  a  sfaUs  to 
Bethlehem,  or  ftom  TOad  Laae,  Maaebestsr.** 
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ip  high,  all  ye  JmnpezB,  ye  Ranten  all  roar, 
Vhile  B — tt — ^rw — ^rth's  spirit,  upraised  from  your 

eyes, 
e  a  kite  made  of  foolscap,  in  glory  shall  soar, 
Tith  a  long  tail  of  rubbiih  behind,  to  the  skies  J 


AN  INCANTATIOI^ 

BONO  BY  THK  BUBBLE  SnETBL 

Air.— Ghm  with  ««,  and  we  will  go 
Where  the  rpcka  cfeoralgrmo 

Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  babbles,  as  we  go ;     * 
Babbles,  bright  as  ever  Hope 
Drew  from  fancy— or  fix>m  soap ; 
Bright  as  e'er  the  South  Sea  sent 
From  its  frothy  element ! 
Come  with  me,  and  we  will  blow 
Lots  of  babbles,  as  we  go. 
Mix  the  lather,  Johnny  W— Iks, 
Thou,  who  rhym'st  so  well  to  bilks ;' 
Mix  the  lather — ^who  can  be 
Fitter  for  such  task  than  thee. 
Great  M  P.  for  Sud$haxy ! 

Now  the  frothy  charm  U  ripe,  ^ 

Puffing  Peter,*  bring  thy  pipe, — 
Thou,  whom  ancient  Coventry 
Once  so  dearly  loved,  that  she 
Knew  not  which  to  her  was  sweeter. 
Peeping  Tom  or  Puffing  Peter ; — 
Puff  the  babbles  high  in  air,' 
Puffthy  best  to  keep  them  there 

Bravo,  bravo,  Peter  M — re  \ 

Now  the  rainbow  humbugs*  soar, 

Glitt'ring  all  with  golden  hues. 

Such  as  haunt  the  dreams  of  Jews ; — 

Some,  reflectmg  mines  that  lie 

Under  Chili's  glowing  sky. 

Some,  those  virgin  pearls  that  sleep 

Cloistered  in  the  southern  deep ; 

Strong  indications  of  character  may  be  tometiiiMf  traced 
be  rhymes  to  names.  Manrell  thought  so,  when  he  wrote 
'*  Sir  Edvrard  Button, 
The  foolish  Knight  who  rhymes  to  matton.** 
The  member,  daring  a  long  period,  for  Coventry. 
An  hnmb  e  imitathm  of  one  of  oar  modern  poets,  who, 
poem  against  War,  after  describing  the  splendid  habU&- 
its  of  the  soldier,  thus  apostrophizes  him—"  thoa  rain- 
'  ruffian  T* 


Others,  as  if  lent  a  ray 
From  the  streaming  Milky  Way, 
Glist'ning  o*er  with  curds  and  whey 
From  the  cows  of  Aldemey. 

Now's  the  moment — ^who  shall  first 

Catch  the  bubbles,  ere  they  burst  7 

Runj  ye  Squires,  ye  VkKSounts,  run, 

Br— gd— n,  T— ynh— m,  P— hn— t— n  j—      * 

John  W — Iks  junior  runs  beside  ye ! 

Take  the  good  the  knaves  provide  ye  I^ 

See,  with  nptum'd  eyes  and  hands, 

Where  the  Shareman,*  Br — gd — ^n,  stands, 

Gaping  for  the  froth  to  fall 

Down  his  gullet — lye  and  alL 

See! 

But,  hark,  my  time  is  out^ 
Now,  like  some  great  water-ipout. 
Scattered  by  the  cannon's  thunder, 
Bmst,  ye  bubbles,  all  asunder ! 

[Here  the  etage  darken*-^  discordant  eraeh  is  haardfrom 
the  oreheatror—tha  hroktn  bubblea  deeeond  in  a  eagjHmaeeotu 
hU  unclMnlf  wtiet  over  the  heado  of  tha  Dramatis  PerMnm, 

and  tha  scene  dropst  leaving  ths  hMlo-huntsrs all  in  tha 

suds.] 


A  DREAM  OF  TURTLE. 


BT  8I&  w.  cuaitt. 

1898. 
'TWAS  evening  time,  in  the  twilight  sweet 
I  sail'd  along,  when— whom  shouM  I  meet 
But  a  Turtle  journeying  o*er  the  sea, 
"  On  the  service  of  his  Majesty.'** 

When  spying  him  first  through  twilight  dim, 
I  did'nt  know  what  to  make  of  him ; 
But  said  to  myself,  as  slow  he  plied 
His  fins,  and  roll'd  from  side  to  side 
Conceitedly  o'er  the  watery  path — 
"  'Tis  my  Lord  of  St— w— 11  taking  a  bath, 
<'  And  I  hear  him  now,  among  the  fishes, 
«  Quoting  Vatel  and  Buigersdicius !" 

«        ^Lovely  Thais siu  beside  thee: 

Take  the  good  the  Gods  provide  thee.*' 
s  Bo  called  by  a  sort  of  Tascan  daldflcatlon  of  the  cA,  ia 
the  word  **  Chairman." 

•  We  an  told  that  the  passport  of  this  grand  dlplooiatie 
Tortle  (sent  by  the  Secretary  for  Foreign  Allkirs  to  a  certaia 
noble  envoy)  described  him  as  **  on  his  ma{esty*s  iervloe.*' 

daplbns  snpreml 

Gata  tsstodo  Jovls. 
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But,  n&— 'twas,  indeed,  a  Turtle,  wide 

So  easy  to  drive,  through  the  dirtiert  wwljb. 

And  plump  as  ever  these  eyes  descried ; 

For  every  description  of  job- woik  so  ready : 

A  Turtle,  juicy  as  ever  yet 

Glued  up  the  lips  of  a  Baronet ! 

One  driver  (whom  Ned  might  hxre  •*  haiPd"  m  t 

And  much  did  it  grieve  my  soul  to  see 

"brother"*) 

That  an  animal  of  such  dignity 

Like  an  absentee  abroad  should  roam, 

When  he  ought  to  stay  and  be  ate  at  hdme. 

But  now  "  a  change  came  o'er  my  dream,** 

But,  how  Vo  upraise  him7— one   aboiit^  f^tim 

Like  the  magic  lantern's  shifting  slider ; — 

whisU^ 

I  look'd,  and  saw,  by  the  evening  beam. 

WhUe  Jenky,  the  Conjuror,  wims*  of  aU, 

On  the  back  of  that  Turtle  sat  a  rider-;- 

Declared  that  an  "  over-prodDCtioa  of  thbtle^*^ 

A  goodly  man,  with  an  eye  so  merry. 

(Here  Ned  gave  a  stare)— «  waa  the  caxm  of  ha 

I  knew  'twas  our  Foreign  Secretary,* 

fall" 

Who  there,  at  his  ease,  did  sit  and  smile. 

# 

Like  Waterton  on  his  crocodile  f 

Another  wise  Solomon  cries,  as  he  pnisinH — 

Cracking  such  jokes,  at  ev'ry  motion. 

«  There,  let  hun  alone,  add  the  fit  wiU  toon  ceve; 

As  made  the  Turtle  squeak  with  glee, 

"The  beast  has  been  fighting  with  nthnrjsfV  ■tb. 

And  own  they  gave  hun  a  lively  notion 

"And  this  is  his  mode  of 'trafmtion  te  ^SMe." 

Of  what  his/orced-meat  balls  would  be. 

Some  look'd  at  his  hoofs,  and,  with  kanied  gri- 

So,  on  the  Sec.  in  his  glory  went. 

maces. 

Over  that  briny  element. 

Pronounced  that  too  long  without  aboea  he  M 

Waving  his  hand,  as  he  took  farewell, 

gone — 

With  graceful  air,  and  bidding  me  tell 

"Let  the  Uacksmith  provide  hun  a  woumi  mttd 

Inquiring  friends  that  the  Turtle  and  he 

basis 

Were  gone  on  a  foreign  embassy — 

(The  wise-acres  said,)  "  and  he*a  Bme  to  jog  «■.' 

To  soften  the  heart  of  a  Diplomate, 

^      Who  is  known  to  doat  upon  verdant  fat. 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  Neddy,  m  torture  and  fear, 

And  to  let  admiring  Europe  see. 

Lay  under  his  panniers,  scarce  able  to  groan; 

That  calipash  and  calipee 

Are  the  English  forms  of  Diplomacy. 

To  advisers,  whose  ears  were  a  match  for  hkovi. 

At  length,  a  plam  rustic,  whose  wit  went  so  fer 

As  to  see  others'  folly,  roar'd  out,  as  be  p^d- 

THE  DONKEY  AND  HIS  PANNIERS. 

"  Quick,  off  with  the  panniers,  all  dolts  as  ye  are, 

"  Or,  your  prosperous  Neddy  will  soon  kick  )m 

*       A  FABLB. 

last!" 

OctobtTt  1898 

ViKOIL,  Cope 

A  Donkey,  whose  talent  for  burdens  was  wondrous, 

So  much  that  you'd  swear  he  rejoiced  in  a  load. 

ODE  TO  THE  SUBLIME  PORTE. 

One  day  had  to  jog  under  panniers  so  pond'rous. 

That— down  the  poor  Donkey  fell  smack  on  the 

'  1891 

road! 

Great  Sultan,  how  wise  are  thy  state  oompesitioM! 

And  oh,  above  all,  I  admire  that  Decree, 

His  owners  and  drivers  stood  round  in  amaze — 

In  which  thou  command'st,  that  all  sAs  pelttid&M 

What !  Neddy,  the  patient,  the  prosperous  Neddy, 

Shall  forthwith  be  strangled  and  cast  m  the  sea. 

1  Ifr  Canning. 

■  trmtd^mgt  m  SauA  Amtneu.    "It  was  the  first  and 
kit  time  \wKf  Mr.  Waterton)  I  was  ever  on  a  crocodile's 

*'  that  we  most  retom  at  last  to  the  fbod  of  ow  ■■iwIwm 

keck.** 

-"ThUtlet,  I  rappoae,*'  answeftd  Mr.  T. 

•  Alladlng  to  aa  early  poem  of  Mr.  Coleridge's,  addressed 

10 aa  Asa, and  baglaalng,  <« I  haU  thee,  brotherl" 
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Never  was  such  a  brace  of  pests 

A  maid,  who  her  foith  in  old  Jeremy  puts ; 

WhUe  Ministen,  stiU  woise  than  either, 

Who  talks,  with  a  lisp,  of  «the  last  new  Wtt^trnm- 

SkiU'd  but  in  feathering  their  nests, 

9terr 

Plague  us  with  both,  and  settle  neither. 

And  hopes  yoa*ze  delighted  with  «MiU  upon  Glntsf 

Who  tells  yon  how  clever  one  Mr.  Fmi-Uank  is, 

Popery  and  Com,  that  oft  I  doubt, 

How  charming  his  Articles  'gainst  the  Nobility  ^ 

Whether,  this  year,  'twas  bonded  Wheat, 

And  asBores  yon  that  even  a  gentleman's  rank  is, 

Or  bonded  Papvts,  they  let  out 

In  Jeremy's  school,  of  no  sort  of  utility. 

/fere,  landlords,  Aere,  polemics  nail  yon, 

To  see  her,  ye  Gods,  a  new  Nomber  pemsing — 

Art.  1.— ^<  On  the  NeedU*9  variations,  *  by  Pl--e  ;> 

Price*  and  Texts  at  once  assail  you — 

From  Daniel  thew,  and  time  fipm  Jacob.* 

«  Dear  man !  he  makes  Poetry  quite  a  Law  case." 

And  when  you  sleep,  ^h  head  still  torn 

Akt.  3.—^'  Upon  Fallacies,"  Jeremy's  own — 

(Chief  Fallacy  being,  his  hope  to  find  readen  ^— 

Aet.  4— "Upon  Honesty,"  author  nnknown j— 

Then  Com  again  seems  Catholics^ 

AaT.  5^(by  the  yonng  Mr.  M )  «  Hmts  to 

BreedeiiL" 

Now,  Dantzic  wheat  before  you  floats— 

Now,  Jesuits  fixmi  California— 

Oh,  Sultan,  oh.  Sultan,  though  oil  for  the  bag 

Now  Ceres,  link'd  with  Titus  OaU, 

And  the  bowstring,  like  thee,  I  am  tempted  to  call- 

Comes  dancing  through  the  «  Porta  ComemP^ 

hag, 

I  would  bag  this  file  Benthamite  first  of  them  all! 

And  a  whole  crop  of  heads  appears. 

Like  Papists,  bearding  Church  and  State— 

And,  lest  she  shouM  ever  agam  lift  her  head 

Themselves,  together  by  tJU  ears  I 

From  the  watery  bottom,  her  clack  to  renew- 

As  a  clog,  as  a  sinker,  far  better  than  lead,        ' 

I  wouM  hang  round  her  neck  her  own  dazimg 

And  oft  I  wish  myself  transferr'd  off 

Review. 

To  some  far,  lonely  land  of  peace. 

Where  Com  or  Papvts  ne'er  were  heard  oC 
Yes,  waft  me.  Parry,  to  the  Pole ; 

Forv— if  my  fate  is  to  be  chosen 

CX)RN  AND  CATHOUCS. 

'Twixt  bores  and  icebergs— on  my  soul, 
Fd  rather,  of  the  two,  be  frozen ! 

Utnun  honim 

Dirios  hormrn  t        Inetrti  JfueUHs. 
What  !  9tUl  those  two  mfemal  questions, 

That  with  our  meals,  our  slumbers  mix— 

A  CASE  OF  LIBFJ.. 

That  spoil  our  tempers  and  digestions- 

Eternal  Com  and  Catholics ! 

**The  greeter  tlie  troth,  the  worse  the  libel.** 

Gods !  were  there  ever  two  such  bores? 

A  CBETAnf  Sprite,  who  dwells  below. 

Nothing  else  talk'd  of  night  or  mom- 

(Twere  a  libel,  perhaps,  to  mention  where,) 

Nothing  in  doonh  oroutoi  doors, 

Came  up  ineog.t  some  years  ago. 

But  endless  Catholics  and  Corn ! 

To  try,  for  a  change,  the  London  air. 

>  A  cetobrated  political  taUor. 

■ 

«The  Hera  Gets,  thronch  which  the  enddats  rappcaed 

all  tnie  dreams  (rach  as  those  of  the  Popish  Plot,  IM.)  to 

pbon  IB  lfoora*f  «*  Life  nfSheridaar  and  has  ftrand  them  to 

pass. 

aoKnut,  ai  nearly  ai  poMlble,  to  9S3S-«iid  mom  frmOimtM, 

$04 
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00  wdl  he  lookM,  and  div^d,  tn^  *tSk% 
AntJ  hid  bk  utl  ttnd  hanmm  hasdyv 

Prom  C        »,  or  mnj  all>«r  Dsnl^ii 

(Hiv  bORw^  it  mcmtf  Br«  iiiad#  TtmaoMW ; 
S<H  h«  ba*  but  tn  Uk«  thocn  out  <if  thm  «»e:k«t, 

Gcmtvnii'iitly  etttpllwoi  intu  hia  jiocket) 

1^  diwt.  ht*  lookM  extfrnwly  nutty, 
And  wta  oonlnTod^tQ  hk  own  ^reat  wotMkf-^ 

Tvluif  lil»«iilpiiiifo»  A«f«  nntbr. 

And  oo  mf  ffMatlfiiiiKo  he<xV^  nha%>u 

UiikiM»wn  to  mil  bat  a  ehDne  few 
At  Whi1«^  aad  CniekibRiy  frhvjf,  no  doubt  * 

tl«  luid  manj  pMt^tUt*  faliinf  duo. 

AUka  «  gUDt0l«r  and  «  wit, 

At  nin^t  be  wiis  a^n  with  Crockfond*!  crow^ 
At  mora  with  kameJ  dame*  would  tit— 

So  p«M*d  hui  tift»  twbt  &£a£Jt  And  blue 

Bome  wkli'd  to  iQaka  hixn  vx  M.  R, 
Dcji»  fiadinf  W— >lki»  was  jiIh  ^me^  be 

BwOf9  10  s  raf  i»,  ^*  bed  be  d-^,  if  lie 
**  Would  ef#r  ait  ta  ooe  hoitao  with  Jolmay,** 

At  tengtb,  u  aeer^ta  Imvel  fmit, 

And  dcTilfl,  Wbelher  lie  or  ab«t« 
Atp  isum  tolK!  found  oat  ttt  lost^ 
The  aHmr  got  wiiiid  moat  rapidJT. 

Tlio  Pre(»»  the  impartiid  PfWB,  tljat  enute 
Alike*  a  iiend'a  or  aji  ang^r*  capeja — 

Mi«  ?aloti*»  won  m  BeeUebub's — 
Fired  off  ft  aquib  in  the  morning  papen  i 

"  Wo  warn  good  men  to  keep  aloof 
"  From  tt  grim  oid  Dmid}-,  Been  oboat, 

*'  With  a  fifo-proof  wig,  aud  a  cli>i^(?n  hoof 
"  Thtough  a  oeat-cut  Hoby  amokJug  out" 

Now,— the  Devil  being  a  gtftitfemaa* 

Who  piqu*^»  hiraselT  on  wclUbred  dpatiiigs,— 

You  mny  guess,  when  o'er  these  lines  ho  raui 
TTow  much  thpy  liurt  and  ahockM  iiis  feelings. 

Airny  he  poflts  lo  a  Stan  of  l^w, 

And  ^twoiild  make  you  lau^h  could  you  hnvo 
»wn  Vm* 
As  paw  shook  liand,  and  hand  diook  pf^iv, 

And  'twas   ^^  hail,  good  follow,  weU  mot,     bo- 


Btraiglit  ttti  tudirtmeni 
Anid  iniieh  llie  Ihrf 

Wb^n,  oakieif  aboqt  tl 
That,ofaUth«Jad 

In  vain  Pffondaat  pH 
Tb&t  Pifiiitti0^if  «eLl 

Brought  Iloby  foiih,  I 
And  StuUi  to  Bpoab 

The  Jofy  (naintSf  all  t 
And  leadera  of  viTtc 

Found  for  the  plain  tif 
The  DerU  gare  ona 

For  ofat  'twas  nota  to  > 
(A«  tbia  wily  fieod  i 

To  flud  rt  fiflttlcd  by  b 
That  ibo  greater  tb 


UTEILiHy  4 

WiNTitt-'Autham  of 
aoD, 

No  matter  which  pi 
Good  hocks,  wboj  if  p 

Cao  manage^  like  * 

If  m  jaili  atl  tbebettet 
Your  jail  id  for  Trat 

They  can  itsk^  a  day^ 
And  sail  round  the 
FiooL 

For  a  Dramati'^l,  too, 
lla  can    fftudy  hi^ 
community ; 

Aiistotlo  oould  scarce  ] 
And  oT place  h^,  at  b 

Any  lady  or  gentlemas 
To  have  grod  **  Ee 
htghefj) 
WUl  meet    with    ettc 
page. 
And  tlje  spelling  ant 
buyer. 

No  mailer  with  lehat 
So  tJicy'Il  only  rcme 

Enough  lo  flit  h[Ludsos 
Prico  iwenly-ffnir  at 

'  A  c^lclimtvi 
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If  erer  a  heart  made  Inright  amends 
For  the  fatal  fault  of  an  erring  head — 

Go,  learn  hia  fame  from  the  lips  of  friends, 
In  the  oiphan*s  tear  be  his  glory  read. 

A  IMnce  without  pride,  a  man  without  guile, 
To  the  last  unchanging,  warm,  sincere, 

For  Worth  he  had  ever  a  hand  and  smile. 
And  for  Misery  ever  his  purse  and  tear. 

Touch'd  to  the  heart  by  that  solemn  toll, 
I  calmly  sunk  in  my  chains  agam ; 

While,  stOI  as  I  said,  *<  Heaven  rest  his  soul !" 
My  mates  of  the  dungeon  sigh'd  "  Amen !" 

Jinmarf,  18S7. 


ODE  TO  FERDINAND. 

Qurr  the  sword,  thou  King  of  men. 
Grasp  the  needle  once  again ; 
Making  petticoats  is  far 
Safer  sport  than  makmg  war ; 
Trimming  is  a  better  thmg, 
Than  the  being  trimm*d,  oh  King ! 
Gngp  the  needle  bright  with  which 
Thou  didst  for  the  Virgin  stitch 
Garment,  such  as  ne'er  before 
Monarch  stitch'd  or  Virgin  wore. 
Not  for  her,  oh  semster  nimble  ! 
Do  I  now  invoke  thy  thimble ; 
Not  for  her  thy  wanted  aid  is, 
But  for  certain  grave  old  ladies. 
Who  now  sit  in  England's  cabinet. 
Waiting  to  be  clothed  in  tabinet. 
Or  whatever  choice  6toffe  is 
Fit  for  Dowagers  in  office. 
First,  thy  care,  oh  King,  devote 
To  Dame  Eld— n's  petticoat 
Make  it  of  that  silk,  whose  dye 
Shifts  forever  to  the  eye, 
Just  as  if  it  hardly  knew 
Whether  to  be  pink  or  blue. 
Or-4naterial  fitter  yet — 
If  thou  couldst  a  renmant  get 
Of  that  stuff,  with  which,  of  old. 
Sage  Penelope,  we're  told. 
Still  by  doing  and  undoing. 
Kept  iuir  tuitort  always  wooing — 
That's  the  stuff  which  I  pronounce,  i 
Fittest  for  Dame  Eld— o's  flounces. 

After  this,  well  try  thy  hand, 
Mantua-makfaig  Ferdinand, 


1837. 


For  old  Goody  "^ 
One  who  loves.  Like  Mother  Colet 
Church  and  State  with  all  her  soul ; 
And  has  paas'd  her  life  in  froUcB 
Worthy  of  your  Apostolica. 
Choose,  in  dreasing  this  old  flirty 
Something  that  wo'n't  thow  the  dirtp 
As,  from  habit,  every  mihute 
Goody  W— fltm— 1— d  »  m  it 

This  is  all  I  now  shall  ask, 
Hie  thee,  monarch,  to  thy  task  ; 
Finish  Eld— n's  frills  and  bordera. 
Then  return  for  further  ordeis. 
Oh  what  progress  for  our  sake. 
Kings  in  millinery  make  ! 
Ribands,  garters,  and  soch  thingi^ 
Are  supplied  by  other  KingBg — 
Ferdinand  his  rank  denotea 
By  providing  petticoats. 


HAT  vutsos  WIG 

"  At  the  interment  of  tlie  Dake  of  York,  Ijotd  ITU  ■.  k 
order  to  goard  acalnat  the  effects  of  the  damp,  stood  t^m 
his  hat  during  the  whole  of  the  ceremoBy.** 

metos  omnes  et  inezonblle  flitiiai 

Snt||eeit  pedibos,  stieiritoinque  Acheroatis  avari. 

TwKT  Eld— n's  Hat  and  Eld— a's  Wig 
There  lately  rose  an  altercation, — 

Each  with  its  own  importance  bi^. 
Disputing  which  most  serves  the  natioii 

Quoth  Wig,  with  consequential  nir, 
"  Pooh !  pooh !  you  surely  can't  d«agB» 

"  My  worthy  beaver,  to  compare 
«  Your  station  m  the  state  with  nuneb 


"  Who  meets  the  learned  l^pl  enw  7 
"  Who  fronts  the  lordly  Senate**  pride  t 

«  The  Wig,  the  Wig,  my  fiiend— while  yoo 
"  Hang  dangling  on  some  peg  oiitsid& 

**  Oh,  'tis  the  Wig,  that  rules,  like  Low, 
"  Senate  and  Court,  with  like  Selat^ 

*'  And  wards  below,  and  lords  above, 
<<  For  Law  is  Wig  and  Wig  »  Law  !* 


*'  Love  rales  the  eonrt,  the  camp*  the  grove. 
And  men  below  and  gods  above, 
For  Love  Is  Heaven  and  Heave  Is  Lovab*^— Scan 
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«  Who  tried  the  \mg.  Long  W— ll— ilt  rait, 
*'  Which  tried  one's  patience,  in  letnm  7 

-  Not  then,  oh  Hat !— though,  eould^tt  thoa  do% 
**  Of  other  5rt9ii«*  than  thine  thon'dft  leam. 

^  Twaa  mine  oar  mastei^s  toil  to  thaie ; 

"  When,  like  •  Truepenny,'  in  the  play,* 
**  He,  every  minate,  cried  out  <  Swear,' 

<*  And  merrily  to  swear  went  they  ^— 


"  When,  loath  poor  W — ll — sl — ^r  to  condemn,  he 

"  With  nice  discrimination  weigh'd, 
"  Whether  'twas  only  *  Hell  and  Jemmy,' 

"  Or  <  Hell  and  Tommy*  that  he  play'd. 


"  No,  no,  my  worthy  beaver,  i 

"  Though  cheapen'd  at  the  cheapest  hatter's, 
"  And  smart  enough,  as  beavers  go, 

"  Thou  ne'er  wert  made  for  public  matterB." 

Here  Wig  concluded  his  oration. 
Looking,  as  wigs  do,  wondrous  wise ; 

While  thus,  full  (^ck'd  for  declamation. 
The  veteran  Hat  enraged  replies : — 

"  Ha !  dost  thou  then  so  soon  forget 
"  What  thou,  what  England  owes  to  me? 

"  Ungrateful  Wig !— when  will  a  debt, 
**  So  deep,  so  vast,  bo  owed  to  thee  7 

«  Think  of  that  night,  that  fearful  night, 
**  When,  through  the  steaming  vault  below, 

«  Our  master  dared,  in  gout's  despite, 
**  To  venture  his  podagric  toe ! 

"  Who  was  it  then,  thou  boaster,  say, 
**  When  thou  hadst  to  thy  box  sneaked  off, 

"  Beneath  his  feet  protecting  lay, 
"  And  saved  him  from  a  mortal  congh7 

'*  Think,  if  Catarrh  had  quench'd  that  sun, 
"  How  blank  this  world  had  been  to  thee ! 

*<  Without  that  head  to  shine  upon, 
"  Oh  Wig,  where  Vould  thy  glory  be  7 

"  You,  too,  ye  Britons* — had  this  hope 
**  Of  Church  and  state  been  ravish'd  itom  ye, 

'*  Oh  think,  how  Caiming  and  the  Pope 
"Would  then  have  play'd  up  <Hell  and  Tom- 
my!' 


>  **  An'm— a  DAUghty  womaa.**— Gaosi. 
•  •«OAMClbeiMatb].-4hrear! 
**HamUt^h^  ba!   n7*st  thoo  to  1    Art 
TVaspeaoyt  Corns  on.** 


thoa  tbsrs, 


"  At  sea,  there's  but  a  plank,  they  say, 

**  Twizt  seamen  and  annihilation ; 
"  A  Hat,  that  awful  moment,  lay 

"  'Twixt  England  and  Emancipation ! 

M  Oh  I ! ! *' 

At  this  «  Oh  !  !  r    Tk$  Time^ 
Reporter 
Was  taken  pooriy,  and  retired ; 
Which  made  him  cut  Hat's  rhetoric  shorter. 
Than  justice  to  the  case  requked 

On  tis  return,  he  found  these  shocks 

Of  eloquence  all  ended  quite ; 
And  Wig  lay  snoring  in  his  box. 

And  Hat  was— hung  up  for  the  night 


THE  PERIWINKLES  AND  THE  LOCUSTa 

A  SALMAOUNDIAN  HTMN. 

*'To  Pannrge  was  anlgned  the  Lalrdibip  of  Bsbnacandi, 
which  was  yearly  worth  8,780,106,780  ryali,  bealdeo  the 
rereave  of  the  LoeutU  and  PeriwinUu,  amoantlag  one 
year  with  another  to  the  valve  of  3,435,788,*'  Ice  *c.- 
Rabilaxs. 

"  HuaaA !  hurra !"  I  heard  them  say. 
And  they  cheered  and  shouted  all  the  way. 
As  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went. 
To  open  in  state  his  Parliament 

The  Salmagundians  once  were  rich. 

Or  thought  they  were— no  matter  which — 

For,  every  year,  the  Revenue* 

From  their  Periwinkles  larger  grew ; 

And  their  rulers,  Aill'd  in  all  the  trick 

And  legerdemam  of  arithmetic. 

Knew  how  to  place  1,  3,  3,  4, 

5,  6,  7,  8,  and  9  and  10, 
Such  various  ways,  behmd,  before. 
That  they  made  a  unit  seem  a  score, 

And  proved  themselves  most  wealthy  men ! 
So,  on  they  went,  a  prosperous  crew. 

The  peqile  wise,  the  rulers  clever — 
And  God  help  those,  like  me  and  you. 
Who  dared  to  doubt  (as  some  now  do)  * 
That  the  Periwinkle  Revenue 

Would  thus  go  flourkfamg  on  forever. 


•  His  Lordship's  demand  fbrfteth  affidavits  was 
«  AcesBted  as  In  Swift's  line— 

*'NoC  M  a  natloa'i  revennss  an  paid." 
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**  Huira !  hurra !"  I  heard  them  say, 
And  they  cheer'd  and  shonted  all  the  way, 
Ab  the  Great  Panui|re  in  glory  went 
To  open  his  own  dear  Parliament 

4 

Bat  foUcB  at  length  hegan  to  doubt 
What  all  this  conjuring  was  about ; 
For,  every  day,  more  deep  in  debt 
They  saw  their  wealthy  rulers  get : — 
«  Let's  look  (said  they)  the  items  through, 
''  And  see  if  what  we're  told  be  true 
"  Of  our  Periwmkle  Revenue." 
But,  Lord !  they  found  there  wasn't  a  tittle 

Of  truth  in  aught  they  heard  before  ; 
For,  they  gain'd  by  Periwinkles  little, 

And  lost  by  Locusts  ten  times  more  I 
These  Locusts  are  a  lordly  breed 
Some  Salmagundions  love  to  feed. 
Of  all  the  beasts  that  ever  were  bom. 
Your  Locust  most  delights  in  com  ; 
And,  though  his  body  be  but  small. 
To  fatten  him  takes  the  devil  and  all ! 
"  Oh  fie !  oh  fie !"  was  now  the  cry. 
As  they  saw  the  gaudy  show  go  by. 
And  the  Laird  of  Salmagundi  went 
To  open  his  Locust  Parliament ! 


NEW  CREATION  OF  PEERS. 

BATCH  THE  murr. 

"His 'prentice  baa* 
He  tried  on  mao, 
And  then  he  made  the  latses." 

1827.- 
«AifD  now,"  quoth  the   Minister,   (eased  of   his 
panics. 
And  ripe  for  each  pastime  the  summer  afibrds,) 
''Having  had  our  full   swing  at  destroyuig  me- 
chanics, 
"  By  way  of  tet'Off,  let  us  make  a  few  Lords. 

« *1]g  pleasant — ^while  nothing  but  mercantile  frac- 
tures, 
*'  Some  simple,  some  compound,  is  dinn'd  in  our 


**  Tc  think  that,  though  robb'd  of  all  coarse  manu- 
factures, 
<*  We  still  have  our  fine  manufacture  of  Peers  ;— 


"  Those  ChhcUn  productions,  which  Kfngi  tiki  « 
pride 
'<  Li  engrosong  the  whole  fabrication  and  tnde  of: 
*'  Choice  tapestry  things,  very  graad  on  one  side, 
''But  showing,  on  t'other,  what  raga  they  art 
madeot" 

The  plan  bemg  fix'd,  raw  material  was  Bought, — 
No  matter  how  middling,  if  Tory  the  creed  be ; 

And  first,  to  begin  with,  Sq[iiire  W ,  *tmm 

thought. 
For  a  Lord  was  as  raw  a  material  as  need  be^ 


Next  came,  with  his  peneherJ  for  painting  and  pdC 
The  tasteful  Sir  Charles,'  bo  renowu'd,  fiar  and 
near. 

For  purchasing  pictures,  and  Belling  himself — 
And  both  (as  the  public  well  knows)  very  dear. 

Beside  him  Sir  John  comes,  with  equal  6dat,  in  }— 
Stand   forth,  chosen  pair,  while    for   titleB  we 
measure  ye ; 
Both  eonnoisseur  baronets,  both  fond  of  dromimg. 
Sir   John,    after   nature.    Sir   ChaiieB,  en  Urn 
Treasury.  j 

But,  bless  us ! — behold  a  new  candidate  CQin»— 
In    his   hand  he  upholds  a  preacrqition,  new 
written; 
He  poiseth  a  pill-box  'twist  finger  and  thnmb^ 
And  he  asketh  a  seat  'mong  the  Peers  of  Gnat 
Britain ! ! 

"  Forbid    it,"    cried   Jenky,    "  ye    ViBcoDntB,   ye 
Earis!— 
'<  Oh  Rank,  how  thy  gloricB  would  fall  dws- 
chanted, 
"  If  coronets  glisten'd  with  pills  'stead  of  peaifa, 
"  And  the  strawberry-leaves  were   |^  ihnbsA 
supplanted ! 

"  No-— ask  it  not,  ask  it  not,  dear  Doctor  H— I- 
f— rd— 
"  If  naught  but  a  Peerage  can  gladden  thy  fife, 
"  And  young  Master  H — If— 4d  as  yet  is  too  — »«" 
for't, 
"Sweet  Doctor,  well  make  a  sike  Peer  ef  thy 
wife. 


"  Next  to  bearing  a  coronet  on  onr  oton 
"  Is  to  bask  in  its  light  from  the 
other; 

1  Created  Lofd  F— nb— gh. 


browB  of  as* 
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''And  grendear  o'er  thee  ahaU  reflect  firam  thy 
■pome, 
**Aa  o'er  V— y  F— 1»— d  'twiU  diine  through 
hie  iiiother."> 

Thus  ended  the  Firsi  Batch — and  Jenky,  mnch 
tired, 
(It  being  no  joke  to  make  Lorde  by  the  heap,) 
Took  a  large  dram  of  ether — the  aame  that  inspired 
His  speech  'gainst  the  Papists — and  prosed  off  to 
sleep. 


SPEECH  ON  THE  UMBRELLA*  QUES- 
TION. 


BT  I/>aO   KLD — N. 


miian. 


-£z.  Juvtnil,   GsoBan  Cax- 


1837. 


Mr  Lords,  I'm  aceosed  of  a  trick  that,  God  knows,  is 
The  last  mto  which,  at  my  age,  I  conld  fall — 

Of  leadmg  this  grave  House  of   Peers,  by  their 
noses. 
Whenever  I  choose,  princes,  bishops,  and  alL 

My  Lords,  on  the  question  before  us  at  present. 
No  doubt  I  shall  hear,  «'T»  that  eunwd  old 
fellow, 
«*  That  bugbear  of  all  that  is  hVral  and  pleasant, 
*<Who  won't  let  the  Lords  give  the  man  his 
umbrella!" 

God  forbid  that  your  Lordships  should  knuckle  to 
me; 

I  am  ancient — but  were  I  as  old  as  King  Priam. 
Not  muchrl  confess,  to  your  credit  'twould  be, 

To  mind  such  a  twaddling  old  Trojan  as  I  am. 

I  own,  of  our  Protestant  laws  I  am  jealous, 
And,  kmg  as  God  spares  me,  will  always  main- 
tain, 

That,  once  haying  taken  men's  rights,  or  umbrellas. 
We  ne'er  should  consent  to  restore  them  again. 

What  security  have  yon,  ye  Bishops  and  Peers, 
If  thus  you  give  back  Mr.  Bell's  parapluie, 


1  Among  the  penons  mentioned  as  likely  to  be  rdaed  to 
the  Peerage,  an  the  mother  of  Mr.  V— y  F— 1»— d,  ^. 

•  A  ease  which  Interetted  the  pablle  very  mach  at  thle 
period.  A  gentlemaa,  of  the  name  of  Bell,  harlng  led  hit 
nubrella  behind  him  In  the  House  of  Lords,  the  doorkeep- 
ers (standing,  no  doubt,  oa  the  prirlleges  )f  that  noble  body) 


That  he  mayn't,  with  its  stick,  come  about  all  your 
eari. 
And  then — where  would  your  Protestant  peri- 
wigs be  7 

No,  heaven  be  my  judge,  were  I  dymg  to-day. 
Ere  I  dropp'd  in  the  grave,  Jke  a  medlar  that* s 
mellow, 
"  For  God's  sake"— at  that  awful  moment  I'd  say— 
*<  For  God's  sake,  don*t  give  Mr.  Bell  his  um- 
fareUa." 

[''This  address,**  says  a  ministerial  jotunal,  "delivered 
with  amazing  emphasis  and  earnestness,  occasioned  an  ex- 
traordinary sensation  In  the  House.  Nothing  since  the 
memorable  address  of  the  Duke  t  York  has  produced  so 
remarkable  an  Impression.**] 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 


BY  JOmV  BULLi 

'  Dublin,  March  12, 1837.— Friday,  after  the  arrival  of  the 
packet  bringing  the  account  of  the  defeat  of  the  Otthollc 
Question,  In  the  House  of  Commons,  orders  were  sent 
to  the  Pigeon  House  to  fonvard  5,000,000  rounds  of  mus- 
ket-ball cartridge  to  the  dlflerent  garrisons  round  the 
country.**— .FWma«*«  JntrnaL 

I  HAW  fotmd  out  a  gift  for  my  £]nn, 
A  gift  that  will  surely  content  her ; — 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  love  so  endearing ! 
Five  millions  of  bullets  I've  sent  her. 

She  aak'd  me  for  Freedom  and  Right, 
But  ill  she  her  wants  understood  ;— 

Ball  cartridges,  morning  and  night. 
Is  a  dose  that  will  do  her  more  good. 

There  is  hardly  a  day  of  our  lives 
But  we  read,  in  some  amiable  trials, 

How  husbands  make  love  to  their  wives 
Through  the  medium  of  hemp  and  of  vials. 

One  thinks,  with  his  mistress  or  mate 

A  good  halter  is  sure  to  agreo— 
That  love-knot  which,  early  and  late, 

I  have  tried,  my  dear  Erin,  oo  thee. 


reAued  to  restore  It  to  him ;  and  the  above  speech,  which 
may  be  considered  as  a  pewiant  to  that  of  the  Leaned  Barl 
oo  the  CMhoUe  Question,  arose  out  of  the  transaction. 
>  From  Mr.  Canning's  translation  of  Jekyrs— 
"  I  say,  my  good  fellows, 
As  yon*ve  no  umbreUas.** 
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While  another,  whom  Hymen  has  blen*d 
With  a  wife  that  is  not  oyer  placid, 

Consigns  the  dear  charmer  to  rest, 
With  a  dose  of  the  best  Pmssic  acid. 

Thus,  Erin !  my  love  do  I  show — 
Thus  qoiet  thee,  mate  of  my  bed  ! 

And,  as  poison  and  hemp  are  too  slow, 
Do  thy  business  with  bullets  instead. 

Should  thy  faith  in  my  medicine  be  shaken, 
Ask  R— d — n,  that  mildest  of  saints ; 

He*Il  tell  thee,  lead,  inwardly  taken. 
Alone  can  remove  thy  complaints  ;^- 

That,  Uest  as  thou  art  in  thy  Ipt, 

Nothing's  wanted  to  make  it  more  pleasant 
But  being  hanged,  tortured,  and  shot, 

Much  oltener  than  thou  art  at  present 

Even  W— U— t— n*s  self  hath  averr'd 
Thou  art  yet  but  half  sabred  and  hung, 

And  I  loved  hun  the  more  when  I  heard 
Such  tenderness  fall  fix>m  his  tongue. 

So  take  the  five  millions  of  pills. 
Dear  partner,  I  herewith  enclose  ; 

'Tis  the  cure  that  all  quacks  for  thy  ills, 
IVom  Cromwell  to  Eld — ^n,  propose. 

And  you,  ye  brave  bullets  that  go. 
How  I  wish  that,  before  you  set  out. 

The  Drvil  of  the  Freischutz  could  know 
The  2;ood  work  you  are  gomg  about 

For  he'd  charm  ye,  in  spite  of  your  lead. 

Into  such  supematural  wit. 
That  you'd  all  of  you  know,  as  you  sped, 

Where  a  bullet  of  sense  ought  to  hit 


A  LATE  SCENE  AT  SWANAGE* 


Bognis  izhiqI  ademds. 


ViRO. 


1827. 
To  Swanage — that  heat  little  town,  in  whose  bay 
Fair  Thetis  shows  off,  in  her  best  silver  slippers — 
Lord  BagB^  took  his  annual  trip  t'other  day, 
To  taste  the  sea  breezes,  and  chat  with  the  dip- 
pers. 


>  A  nnaU  bathing-place  on  the  eoast  of  Dorsetshire,  long 
•  flivorlte  ttunsBer  leiort  of  the  ex-nobleman  In  question, 
and,  till  Mt  ««Mra,  mnch  frequented  also  by  gentlemen  of 
the  church. 

»  Tho  Lord  Chaneellor  Eld— a. 


There— leam'd  as  he  is  in  eoniDidnimi  and  lawa 
Quoth  he  to  his  dame,  (whom  he  oft  playt  tiN 
wagon,) 
"  Why  are  chancery  soitoni  like  bathers  f—^  B^ 


"  Their  suits  are  jm<  o/,  till— 4hey  ha;f«it  aiag 
on." 

Thus  on  he  went  chattmg^tat,  lo,  while  he  dwlik 
"^^ith  a  face  full  of  wonder  aioond  him  he  looks; 

For  he  misses  his  paisons,  his  dear  ahorel  bats, 
Who  used  to  fiiock  round  him  at  Swanage  l&s 
rooks. 

«How  is  this,  ^edy  Bags?— to  thk  legioQ  aqiaaiie 
^*  Last  year  they  came  tmninuDg,  to  make  m 
their  bow, 
**  As  thick  as  Burke's  cloud  o'er  the  Tales  of  Ca^ 
natic, 
«  Deans,  Rectors,  D.  D.'»— where  the  devil  m 
they  now  T* 

'*  My  dearest  Lord  Bags  f  saith  hia  dame,  "  em 
you  doubt  7 
"  I  am  loath  to  remind  yon  of  things  ao  mpleanot ; 
<*  But  don't  you  perceire,  dear,  the  Chmdi  ban 
foimd  out 
"  That  you're  one  of  tho  peopio  called  JSs^  M 
present?" 

**  Ah,  true — ^you  have  hit  it — ^I  ant,  indeed,  oiw 
"  Of  those  ill-fated  £x's,  (his  Lcnddi^  npCeiO 

"  And,  with  tears,  I  confess— God  forgive  ms  tfai 
pun! — 
«  We  X's  have  proved  onmlrea  not  to  be  T'a" 


WO!  WOI* 

Wo,  wo  unto  him  who  wouM  check  or  dktmb  it— 
That  beautiful  light,  which  is  no>w  on  its  way ; 

Which,  beaming,  at  firrt,  o'er  the  bogs  of  BeftaAsI, 
Now  brightens  sweet  Ballinafad  with  its  ny  I 


Oh  F— rah — ^m.  Saint  F— mh — m,  how 
we  owe  thee ! 

How  form'd  to  all  tastes  are  thy  *< 
The  ok],  as  a  catcher  of  Catholicsv  know  thee, 

The  young,  as  an  amiAeur  acourger  of  bayt. 

s  Snggested  by  a  speech  of  the  BisbopofCh  m  rcatb* 
■abject  of  the  New  Refoniiatina  In  Iielaad,  la  wUeh  Ui 
Lofdshlp  denounced  **  Wo !  Wo !  Wo  I**  pnttf 
on  all  those  who  dared  to  laterfafs  with  Its 


in 
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W0|   wo   to   the  man,  who  inch  doing!  would 
■mother! — 
On,  Lather  of  Cavan !  On,  Saint  of  Kilgroggy ! 
With  whip  in  one  hand,  and  with  Bible  m  t'other. 
Like  Mango's  tormentor,  both  "preachee  and 
floggee." 

Come,  Samts  from  all  qoarters,  and  maxahal  hia  way ; 

Come,  L — ^rt — ^n,  who,  scorning  profane  eradition, 
Popp*d  Shakspeare,  they  say,  in  the  river,  one  day, 

Thoagh  'twas  only  old  Bowdlei's  VeUuii  edition. 

Come,  R— den,  who   donbtest — so  mild  are  thy 


Whether  Bibles  or  ballets  are  best  for  the  nation ; 
Who  leaVst  to  poor  Faddy  no  medium  to  choose, 
Twixt  good  old  Rebellion  and  new  Refonnation. 

What  more  from  her  Samts  can  Hibemia  reqoire  7 
St  Bridget,  of  yore,  like  a  datifal  daughter. 

Supplied  her,  'tis  said,  with  peipetual  fire,' 
And  Samts  keep  her,  now,  in  eternal  hot  water. 

* 

Wo,  wo  to  the  man,  who  would  check  their  career. 

Or  stop  the  Millennium,  that's  sure  to  await  us, 
When,  Uess'd  with  an  orthodox  crop  every  year, 

We  shall  leam  to  raise  Protestants,  fast  as  pota- 
toes 

Li  kidnapping  FhpistB,  our  rulers,  we  know. 

Had  been  trying  their  talent  for  many  a  day ; 
Till  F — mh — m,  when  all  had  been  tzied,  came  to 


Like   the    German  flea-catcher,  "anoder  goot 
way." 

And  nothing's  more  simple  than  F— mh— m's  re- 
ceipt;— 
"Catch  your  Catholic,  first— soak  him  well  m 
poteeti? — 
■<  Add  salary  sauce,'  and  the  thing  is  complete. 
*<Yoa  may  serve  up  your  Pkotestant,  smoking 
and  dean." 

"  Wo,  wo  to  the  wag,  who  would  laugh  at  such 
cookery!" 

Thus,  from  his  perch,  did  I  hear  a  Mack  crow* 
Caw  angrily  out,  while  the  rest  of  the  rookery 

Opea'd  their  bills,  and  re-echo'd  *<  Wo!  wo.*" 


>  ThslMztlBfaifhAbto  flie  of  8t  Bridget,  at  Klldus. 

•  Whtoker. 

s  **  We  andentaod.  that  tetwal  applleatloM  have  httsly 
been  oiade  to  the  Protettant  clerffneo  of  thU  towa  liy  M- 
l9wt,  faMiairiiig,  *  What  an  they  glTliig  a  bead  Ibr  eoBVsrti  f** 


TOUT  POUR  LA  TRIPE 

"If,  la  China  or  aoMNif  the  natiyes  of  India,  we  cUimed 
dvil  advantages  which  were  eonneeted  with  rallglotts 
niaget,  little  as  we  might  valoe  those  fivms  la  oar  hearts, 
we  should  think  eoounon  deeeney  required  vs  to  abstain 
flmn  treating  them  with  oflenslve  cootomely ;  and,  though 
unable  to  consider  them  sacred,  we  would  not  sneer  at 
the  name  of  Ac,  or  laugh  at  the  Imputed  dlTinlty  of 
FtseAara.*'— OMirisr,  TWsdsf ,  Jam.  10. 

Com,  take  my  advice,  never  trouble  your  cranium. 
When  **  civil  advantages"  are  to  be  gam'd. 

What  god  or  what  goddess  may  help  to  obtain  you 
'em, 
Hmdoo  or  Chinese,  so  they're  only  obtam'd. 

hk  this  worid  (let  me  hint  in  your  oigan  amieular) 
All  the  good  thmgs  to  good  hypocrites  fall ; 

And  he,  who  in  swallowmg  creeds  is  particular. 
Soon  Will  have  nothing  to  swallow  at  aU. 

Oh  place  me  where  Fo  (or,  as  some  call  hun,  Foi) 
Is  the  god,  from  whom  "  civil  advantages"  flow. 

And  youll  find,  if  there's  any  thing  snug  to  be  got, 
I  shall  soon  be  on  excellent  terms  with  old  Fo. 

Or  were  I  where  Viaknu,  that  four-handed  god, 
Li  the  quadruple  giver  of  pensions  and  places, 

I  own  I  diould  feel  it  unchiirtlan  and  odd 
Not  to  find  myself  also  in  Viihnu^t  good  graces 

For,  among  all  the  gods  that  humanely  attend 
To  our  wants  in  this  planet,  the  gods  to  my  wishes 

Are  those  that,  like  Viahnu  and  others,  descend 
Li  the  form,  so  attractive,  of  loaves  and  of  fishes  f 

So  take  my  advico— for,  if  even  the  devil 
Shoukl  tempt  men  agam  as  an  idol  to  try  him, 

'Twere  best  for  us  Tories,  even  then,  to  be  civil. 
As  nobody  doobti  we  should  get  something  by 


ENIGMA. 

Mottstram  nulla  tlitute  nigmptmwu 

Comb,  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree, 
And  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 


♦  Oftherookspedee    Cbnms/Hyrgy«#,Le.agrBateea- 
suner  of  eoni.^ 

•  Vlehauwas  (as  Or  W.  Jboee  calls  Mm)  «•  a  pUeilbm 
fod,*^— his  lint  Avatar  being  In  the  shape  of  a  llsh. 
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I  am  nearly  one  hundred  and  thirty  yean  old, 

And  therefore  no  chicken,  as  you  may  sappose ; — 
Though  a  dwarf  in  my  youth,  (as  my  nurses  have 
told,) 
I  have,  ev*iy  year  since,  heen  outgrowing  my 
clothes; 
Till,  at  last,  such  a  corpulent  giant  I  stand, 

That,  if  folks  were  to  furnish  me  now  with  a  suit, 
It  would  take  ev*ry  morsel  of  terip  in  the  land 

But  to  measure  my  bulk  from  the  head  to  the  foot 
Hence,  they  who  maintain  me,  grown  ack  of  my 
stature. 
To  cover  me  nothing  but  rags  will  supply ; 
And  the  doctom  declare  that,  in  due  course  of  na- 
ture. 
About  the  year  30  in  rags  I  shall  die. 
Meanwhile,  I  stalk  hungry  and  bloated  around, 

An  object  of  infrest,  most  paiuful,  to  all ; 

In  the  warehouse,  the  cottage,  the  palace  I'm  found. 

Holding  citizen,  peasant,  and  king  in  my  thralL 

Then  riddle-me-ree,  oh  riddlo-me-ree. 

Come,  tell  me  what  my  name  may  be. 

Whes  the  lord  of  the  counting-house  bonds  o'er  his 
book. 
Bright  pictures  of  profit  delighting  to  draw. 
O'er  his  shoulders  with  large  cipher  eyeballs  I  look. 
And  down  drops  the  pen  from  his  paralyzed  paw ! 
When  the  Premier  lies  dreaming  of  dear  Waterioo, 
And  expects  through  another  to  caper  and  prank 
it, 
You'd  laugh  did  you  see,  when  I  bellow  out "  Boo !" 
How  he  hides  his  brave  Waterloo  head  in  the 
blanket 
When  mighty  Belshazzar  brims  high  in  the  hall 
His  cup,  full  of  gout,  to  the  Gaul's  overthrow, 
Lo, "  Eight  Hundred  Millions**  1  write  on  the  wall. 
And  the  cup  falls  to  earth  and — ^the  gout  to  his 
toe! 
But  the  joy  of  my  heart  is  when  largely  I  cram 
My  maw  with  the  fruits  of  the  Squirearchy's 
acres, 
And,  knowing  who  made  me  the  thing  that  I  am. 
Like  the  monster  of  Frankenstein,  worry  my  ma- 
kers. 
Then  riddle-me-ree,  come,  riddle-me-ree. 
And  tell,  if  thou  know'st,  who  /  may  be. 


I  One  of  the  shows  of  London. 

s  More  parUcolarly  hit  Grace's  eelebrated  amendment  to 
th«  Com  Bill;  for  which,  and  the  circumstances  connected 
witli  it,  see  Annual  Begister  for  ▲.  d.  lSi7. 


DOG-DAY  REFLECnONa 

BY  A  OANDT  KBPT  Dt  TOWK 

*'  Vol  clamintls  in  deserto." 


18R. 


Said  Malthus,  one  day,  to  a  down 

Lymg  stretch'd  on  the  beach,  in  tho  taikr-^ 

«  What's  the  number  of  souls  hi  this  townt"^ 
"  The  number !  Lord  bless  yon,  there's  i 


**  We  have  nothing  but  dabs  in  this  placOy 
<*  Of  them  a  great  plenty  there  are ; 

*  But  the  soles,  please  your  rev'rence  and  gnoik 
«  Are  all  t'other  side  of  the  bar."* 

And  so  'tis  m  London  just  now. 
Not  a  soul  to  be  seen,  up  ot  ''own  ^ 

Of  dabs  a  great  glut,  I  allow, 
But  your  soles,  every  one,  oat  of  town. 

East  or  west,  nothing  wondrooa  or  new ; 

No  courtship  or  scandal,  worth  knowing ; 
Mrs.  B ,  and  a  Mermaid'  or  two, 

Are  the  only  loose  fish  that  are  going. 

Ah,  where  is  that  dear  boose  of  Peers, 
That,  some  weeks  ago,  kept  us  menj  T 

Where,  Eld— n,  art  thou,  with  thy  teaia? 
And  thou,  with  thy  sense,  L — d — d — y  T 

Wise  Marquis,  how  much  the  Lord  BiayV, 
In  the  dog-days,  with  tkee  mast  be  pozxledS— 

It  being  his  task  to  take  care 
That  such  animals  shan't  go  nnmazzied. 

Thou,  too,  whose  political  toils 

Are  so  worthy  a  captain  of  homo    ■ 

Whose  amendmenti^  (like  honest  Sir  Boyie^) 
Are  "  amendments,  that  make  matten  t         " 


Great  Chieftain,  who  takest  snoh  pains 
To  prove — ^what  is  granted,  nenu 

With  how  mod'rate  a  portion  of  brains 
Some  heroes  contrive  to  get  on. 

And,  thou,  too,  my  R — d — sd — e,  ah,  % 
Is  the  peer,  with  a. star  at  his  button, 

Whose  quarters  could  ever  compare 
With  Rr— d— ed — e's  five  qnarteis  of 


>  From  a  speech  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's,  in  the  Irlsb  Bobm 
of  Conunoni. 

«  The  learning  his  Lordship  dlsplkyed,  on  the  satffKtif 
the  batcher*s  *'  fifth  quarter*'  orif  nrntton,  wlU  not 
forgotten. 
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Why,  why  have  ye  taken  year  flight, 
Ye  diverting  and  dignified  crew? 

How  ill  do  three  farces  a  night. 
At  the  Haymarket,  pay  us  for  you ! 

For,  what  is  Bomhastes  to  thee, 
My  £11— nbro',  when  thou  look'st  hig? 

Or,  Where's  the  burletta  can  be 
Like  L — d — rd — le's  wit,  and  his  wig? 

I  doubt  if  ey*n  Grifiinhoof  *  could 
(Though  Griffin's  a  condical  lad) 

Invent  any  joke  half  so  good 
As  that  precious  one,  **  This  is  too  bad  V 

Then  come  again,  come  again.  Spring ! 

Oh  haste  thee,  with  Fun  in  thy  train ; 
And— of  all  things  the  funniest — ^bring 

These  exalted  Grimaldis  again! 


IHE  "LIVING  DOG"  AND  "THE 
DEAD  LION" 

182a 

BXT  week  will  be  published  (lb  "  lives"  are  the 

rage) 
The  whole  Reminiscences,  wondrous  and  strange, 
r  a  small  poppy-dog,  that  lived  once  in  the  cage 
Of  the  late  noble  Lion  at  Exeter  'Change. 

bough  the  dog  is  a  dog  of  the  kmd  they  call 

"nd," 
Tia  a  poppy  that  much  to  good  breeding  pretends ; 
nd  few  dogs  have  such  opportunities  had 
Of  knowing  how  Lions  behave — among  friends ; 

aw  that  animal  eats,  how  he  snores,  how  he  drinks. 

Is  all  noted  down  by  this  Boswell  so  small ; 

nd  'tis  plain,  firom  each  sentence,  the  puppy-dog 


That  the  lion  was  no  soch  great  thmgs  after  all. 

hoagfa  he  roared   pretty  well — this   the    puppy 

aOow*— 
It  was  all,  he  says,  borrow'd — all  second-hand 


1  TlM  MS  it  gmtm  wuler  which  Colaaa  has  wiitlea 
mm  of  bis  best  Areas. 

■  At  tlM  consmencement  of  tUs  year,  Um  deslfas  of  Doa 
Ifssl  aad  hispartlsattB  sfsiMttbecocMtiCQtkHi  sstaUlilMd 
f  Ma  Irodiar  had  bsgaa  men  openly  to  dscisie  fh«B- 


And  he  vastly  prefen  his  own  little  bow-wows 
To  the  lofUeet  war-note  the  Lion  could  pour. 

'Tis,  indeed,  as  good  fun  as  a  Cynic  could  nak. 
To  see  how  this  cockney-bred  setter  c^  ixoDits 

Takes  gravely  the  Lord  of  the  Forest  to  task, 
And  judges  of  lions  by  puppy-dog  habits. 

Nay,  fed  as  he  was  (and  this  makes  it  a  dark  case) 
With  sops  every  day  from  the  lion's  own  pan, 

He  lifts  up  his  leg  at  the  neUe  beast's  carcass, 
And— does  all  a  dog,  so  duninntive,  can. 

However,  the  book's  a  good  book,  bemg  rich  in 
Examples  ano  warnings  to  lions  high-hrod. 

How  they  suffer  small  mongrelly  cms  jn  -their 
kitchen 
Who'll  feed  on  them  living,  and  Tod  them  when 


T.  PiDOOCK. 


Extttr  ^ChtKHg9* 


ODE  TO  DON  mGUEL. 

EC  tn,  BrmUl 


IffiBJi 


What  !  Miguel,  fwt  patriotic?  oh,  ^, 
After  so  much  good  teaching  'tis  quite  a  take»m. 
Sir;— 
First  school'd,  as  yoo  were,  under  Mettemidi's  eye. 
And  then   (as  young  mians  say)   *«finBh'd"  at 
Windsor!* 

I  ne'er  in  my  life  knew  a  case  that  was  harder ; — 
Soch  feasts  as  yoo  had,  when  yoo  made  ns  a  call ! 

Three  eourses  each  day  from  his  Bfajesty'ii  laider^ — 
And  now,  to  turn  absolote  Don,  after  all ! ! 

Some  authors,  like  Bayes,  to  the  style  and  the  matter 
Of  each  thing  they  write  soit  the  way  that  they 
dine, 
Roast  sirloin  for  Epic,  broil'd  devib'for  Satire, 
And  hotch-potch  and  triJU  for  rhymes  soch  as 
mine. 

That  Rulers  should  feed  the  same  way,  Fve  no 
doubt  J— • 
Great  Despots  on  6oiti7/t  served  updU  Ru$$ef 


•  Doa  Micoel  hMl  paid  a  visit  to  tlM  Eafltok  toart,  at  tlie 
dose  oTUm  year  1B37. 

«  Dressed  with  a  pint  of  the  stroegest  splrtis— a  DiviiHls 
ikh  of  the  Oieat  Frtdsftek  of  Prassla,  aM4  whtfti  he  pen** 
vtred  hi  eattsf  evea  on  Ms  tfeath-hsd,  mush  lo  the  hevfof  of 
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Your  small  German  Princea  on  froga  and  aoor-knrat, 
And  your  Viceroy  of  Hanorer  always  on  goo9€. 

Some  Dons,  too,  have  fancied  (though  thia  may  he 
fahle) 
A  dish  rather  dear,  if,  in  cooking,  they  blunder 
it;— 
Not  content  with  the  common  hot  meat  on  a  table. 
They're  partial  (eh,  Mig  ?)  to  a  diah  of  cold  under 
it! 

No  wonder  a  Don  of  such  appetites  found 
Even  Windsor's  collations  plebeianly  plain ; 

Where  the  dishes  most  high  that  my  Lady  sends 
round 
Are  her  Maintenon  cutlets  and  soup  a  la  Reine, 

Alas !  that  a  youth  with  such  charming  beginnings, 
Should  sink,  all  at  once,  to  so  sad  a  conclusion. 

And,  what  is  still  worse,  throw  the  losings   and 
winnings 
Of  worthies  on  'Change  into  so  much  confusion ! 

The  Bqlls,  m  h3r8terics — ^the  Bears  just  as  bad — 
The  few  men  who  have,  and  the  many  who've 
not  tick. 

All  shock'd  to  find  out  that  that  promising  lad. 
Prince  Mettemich's  pupil,  is — not  patriotic ! 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  PRESENT  GOVERN- 
MENT OF  IRELAND. 

1828. 
Oft  have  I  seen,  in  gay,  equestrian  pride, 
Some  well-rouged  youth  round  Astley's  Cirous  ride 
Two     stately    steedi — standing,    with     graceful 

straddle. 
Like  him  of  Rhodes,  with  foot  on  either  saddle. 
While  to  soft  tunes— eome  jigs,  and   some    an- 

dantea — 
He  steers  around  his  light-paced  Rosinantes. 

So  rides  along,  with  canter  smooth  and  pleasant. 
That  horseman  bold.  Lord  Anglesea,  at  present ; — 
Papist  and  Proteetant  the  coursera  twain. 
That  lend  their  necks  to  his  impartial  rein. 
And  round  the  ring^— each  honor'd,  as  they  go,    ^ 
With  equal  pressure  from  his  gracious  toe — 
To  the  old  medley  tune,  half  "  Patrick's  Day" 
And  half  "  Boyno  Water,"  take  their  cant'ring  way. 


>  This  quiet  ease  of  murder,  with  all  its  particular*— the 
hiding  the  body  under  the  dinner-table,  4tc.  4cc^-is,  no 
doabt,  well  known  to  the  reader. 


While  I^el,  the  showman  in  the  iiiiddle»  en 
His  long-lash'd  whip,  to  cheer  the  doabCfnl  1 
Ah,  ticklish  trial  of  equestrian  art ! 
How  bleas'd,  if  neither  steed  would  bolt  €r  M 
If  Proteetanfe  old  restive  tricks  were  gone. 
And  Papist* 9  winkers  could  be  still  .kept  on 
But  no,  false  hopes — ^not  even  the  great  Do 
'Twixt  two  such  steeds  could  'sci^  an  ovm 
If  solar  hacks  play'd  Phafiton  a  trick. 
What  hope,  alas,  from  hackney's  lunaHe  7 

If  once  my  Lord  his  graceful  balance  loses. 
Or  fails  to  keep  each  foot  where  each  hone  < 
If  Peel  but  gives  one  extra  touch  of  whip 
To  Papist's  tail  or  Protestanfa  ear-tip— 
That  instant  ends  their  glorious  honsemanrfi 
Off  bolt  the  sever'd  steeds,  for  mischief  free, 
And  down,  between  them,  olomps  Loivl  As 


THE  LIMBO  OF  LOST  REPUTATl 


"  do  Che  fi  perde  qui,  U  si  regana.**      Ash 

«< ^  vailelf  where  he  sees 

Things  that  on  earth  were  lost.**  Ifn 

Know'st  thou  not  him'  the  poet  smgs. 

Who  flew  to  the  moon's  serene  domain. 
And  saw  that  valley,  where  all  the  things. 

That  vanish  on  earth,  are  found  again^ 
The  hopes  of  youth,  the  resolves  of  age. 
The  vow  of  the  lover,  the  dream  of  the  i 
The  golden  visions  of  mining  cits, 

The  promises  great  men  strew  abont  then 
And,  pack'd  in  compass  small,  the  wits 

Of  monarchs,  who  rule  as  well  without  th 
Like  him,  but  diving  with  wing  profound, 
I  have  been  to  a  Limbo  under  ground. 
Where  characters  lost  on  earth,  (and  erted^ 
In  vain,  like  H — rr— s's,  far  and  wide,) 
In  heaps,  like  yesterday's  oris,  are  thrown 
And  there,  so  worthless  and  fly-blown. 
That  ev'u  the  imps  would  not  purioin  them. 
Lie,  till  their  worthy  owners  join  them. 

Curious  it  was  to  see  this  mass 
Of  lost  and  tom-up  reputations ; — 

Some  of  them  female  wares,  alas. 
Mislaid  at  innocent  assignations ; 

«  Aftolpha 
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Some,  that  had  sgli'd  their  last  amen 

From  the  cantmg  Upe  of  laiiits  that  would  be ; 
And  aome  once  own'd  by  "  the  best  of  men," 

Who  had  proved— no  better  than  they  ahoold  be^ 
*Mong  othecB,  a  poet*a  fame  I  spied, 

Once  ahinmg  fair,  now  aoak'd  and  black — 
•■No  wonder,*'  (an  imp  at  my  elbow  cried,) 

**  For  I  pick'd  it  oat  of  a  butt  of  aack!" 

Jnst  then  a  yell  was  heard  o'er  head, 

Like  a  chimney-eweeper'a  lofty  amnmons ; 

And  lo !  a  devil  right  downward  aped, 

Bringing,  within  his  claws  so  red, 

Two  statesmen's  characten,  found,  he  said, 
Last  night,  on  the  floor  of  the  Hoose  of  C6m« 


The  which,  with  black  official  grin. 
He  now  to  the  Chief  Imp  handed  in  ^ 
Both  these  articles  much  the  worse 

For  thev  journey  down,  as  you  may  suppose ; 
Bat  one  so  devilish  lank— "  Odds  cune !" 

Said  the  Lord  Chief  Imp,  and  held  his  nose. 

«  Ho,  ho !"  quoth  he, « I  know  full  wett 

*<  From  whom  these  two  stray  matters  fell  f — 

Then,  casting  away,  with  loathful  shrug, 

Th'  uncleaner  waif,  (as  he  would  a  drug 

Th'  Invisible's  own  daik  hand  had  mix'd,) 

His  gaze  on  the  other^  firm  he  fix'd, 

And  trymg,  though  mischief  laugh'd  m  his  eye, 

To  be  moral,  because  of  the  young  imps  by, 

"  What  a  pity ."'  he  cried— ^<  ao  fresh  its  gloss, 

**  So  long  preserved— 'tis  a  public  Idss ! 

M  This  comes  of  a  man,  the  careless  blockhead, 

**  Keeping  his  character  in  his  pocket ; 

**  And  there— without  considering  whether 

**  There's  room  for  that  and  his  gains  together — 

"  Cramming,  and  cramming,  and  cnunming  away, 

«  Till — out  slips  character  some  fine  day ! 

**  However" — and  here  he  view'd  it  round— 

*<  This  article  still  may  pass  for  sound. 

**  Some  flaws,  soon  patch'd,  some  stains  are  all 

"  The  harm  it  has  had  in  its  luckless  fall 

"  Here,  Puck !" — and  he  call'd  to  one  of  his  train — 

«  The  owner  may  have  this  back  again. 

**  Though  damaged  forever,  if  used  with  skill, 

*<  It  may  serve,  perhaps,  to  trade  on  itill ; 

**  Though  the  gem  can  never,  as  once,  be  set, 

^  It  will  do  for  a  Tory  Cabinet" 


HOW  TO  WRITE  BY  PROXY 

Qol  fiidt  per  allom  (Kelt  per  m 

'Mono  our  neighbors,  the  French,  m  the  good  olden 
time 
When  Nobility  flourish'd,  great  Barons  and  Dukes 
Often  set  up  for  authors  m  prose  and  in  rhyme. 
But  ne'er  took  the  trouble  to  write  their  own 
books. 

Poor  devils  were  found  to  do  this  for  their  betters ; — 

And  one  day,  a  Bishop,  addressing  a  B/ti«, 
Said,  «  Ma'am,  have  you  read  my  new  Pastora 
Letters  r 
To  which  the  Blue  answePd— «  No,  Bishop,  have 
vour 

The  same  is  now  done  by  onr  privileged  class ; 

And,  to  show  you  how  simple  the  process  it  needs, 
If  a  great  Major-GieneraP  wishes  to  pass 

For  an  author  of  History,  thus  he  proceeds  :^ 

First,  scribblmg  his  own  stock  of  notions  as  well 
As  he  can,  with  a  ^oose-quill  that  dauns  him  as  ifcth. 

He  settles  his  neckcloth — takes  snuff— rings  the  bell. 
And  yawningly  orders  a  Subaltern  in. 


The  Subaltern  comes — sees  his  Greneral  seated. 
In  all  the  self-glory  of  authorriiip  swellmg ; — 
"There,  look,"  saith  his  Lordship,  "  My  work  is 
completed, — 
^  It  wants  nothmg  now,  but  the  grammar  and 
spelling." 

Well  used  to  a  breach,  the  brave  Subaltern  dreads 
Awkward  breaches  of  syntax  a  hundred  times 


And,  though  often  condemn'd  to  see  breaking  of 
heads. 
He  had  ne'er  seen  such  breaking  of  Priscian's 
before. 

However,  the  job's  sure  to  pay — that's  enough — 
So,  to  it  he  sets  with  his  tinkering  hammer, 

Convmced  that  there  never  was  job  half  so  tough 
As  the  mending  a  great  Major-Gtoeral's  grammar. 

But,  k>,  a  fresh  puzzlement  starts  up  to  view- 
New  toil  for  the  Sub— for  the  Lord  new  expense : 

'TIS  discovered  that  mending  his  grrnmmar  wont  do» 
As  the  Subaltern  also  must  find  him  m  sense  / 


*  Or  Lienteiiant-43«neral,  ma  It  oMy  happen  to  be. 


)  tub  ■  tK:^ cvv4  by  fak  Old  ^ 
Ptiiibi  SulHiIt«fn  pock«U  tii«a  cmU  Lod^-the  ^ty ; 
Dfsini  btiLt^ — thv  new  Gnnd  Mi^rcU  of  TiitalleGtV 

Ami  Q^iUruti  my  Lordi  lh«  liviiinan,  in  gtary  1 


I M ITATION  OF  THE  IN  FERNO  OF  DAKTR 


*  Cmi  qml  dKI»  iU  iplFtil  mftU 
Di4|ii,«ii,«gitt,d]ttiiiii 


Of  gtKwIi  damfl  fiutt'rtug  taw'rds  tne^ — \Aowa.  along* 
Liko  ooekfibal^  lu  higb  ftutumau]  vUmiUf 
By  ttuyi  J  4^  fitly  gUEt  libai  tUrou^b  their  fomtt 
Wliktled,  lA  QU  they  c^iue*  WJlh  wheoxy  putT, 

**  Whenc*  and  what  aw  yoT"  pityifig  I  inqn^ed 
Of  tlie^  poor  gbutA,  who^  tatter  d,  tosMi  and  tind 
With  mach  etcrual  jiuffiag*  scarce  could  stand 
On  lljeir  IrMin  legB  wloiJ*  wiflH-ering  my  denmnd* 
**  \V*  cino*  we«  autbow" — tims  the  Sprite,  who  led 
Thii  tag-rag  regimeDt  of  cp«ctrei,  eald^- 
■*  Aiithon  of  every  >ei|  mde^  f«niido,  nenter^ 
'*  WbOf  eariy  tmit  with  Iffv«  of  praise  and — ftftter^ 
'^  On  C — lb— n*i^  ahplTea  fint  saw  the  ligf it  of  day* 

■<  Iti — '*!  puffl  oifialed  our  livea  awiiy^ 

"  Like  iumm^T  windnUJlfi*  dooni*d  to  dusty  peace, 
*'  VVlien  the  hriak  galea,  that  lent  them  tnotioa  c«aae, 
"  Afa,  Uttl«  knew  we  then  what  Ob  a  wail 
*'  Much -lauded  ecribbkre  m  Uietr  after  etate  ; 
'*  BepuiTd  on  earth — how  loudJy  Str^t  can  teJl— 
"  And,  difo  reward,  now  doubly  puiTd  in  hell  i" 

TouchM  with  compsi^on  for  Km  ghasljy  crew, 
Wh(wo  ribSj  even  now^  tlie  hollow  wiud  &\mg  through 
la  mourufu]  prose, — s^uch  protte  uj  Kosa'a'  g:host 
StUl  at  th'  accustomM  hour  of  e^n^  and  loof  t^ 
Sighfli  tlimugh  tho  colunma  of  the  JIf— rn — g  P—^t^ — 
PensiTD  I  ttirtk^d  to  weep,  when  he,  who  stood 
Foremost  of  all  thaX  flutuleutial  brood, 
Sing^ting  a  f^e -ghost  from  tho  party,  eald, 
**  Allow  mo  to  present  Mjsb  X-  Y*  Z.,* 
**  One  of  our  ktier*d  nymphit — ckcueo  the  pun — 
"  Who  gaiuM  a  namo  on  earth  by — having  uone  j 
"  And  whoeo  initials  would  immortal  be, 
**  Had  Mile  but  leam'd  those  plcihi  oncta,  A*  B.  C. 


1  The  cla-itUai  tcnn  for  mcsriEy. 

»  The  rend  or  oiay  f\l\  up  itiH  sp-n  with  pi]>y  que  of  the 
diM^^fah itf  pultJ S iliens  f>r  Loiidf J n  tl] Eit  oc c a r T  to  Ji 3 m . 

-  Rosft  ^IfttlMa^  who  WD9  far  many  ytare  ihc  writer  of  lh« 
political  xvnlclet  in  tiio  Jnurnirtl  allmtecl  tf>,  and  ivlioio  *|ilril 
til  1 1  iBcm*  to  pt^ililGi — "•  rceoAi  tto^a" — over  Ua  fw^ca. 


**  Yon  amiikinf  gbdiil«  II 
**  WrappM  in  hie  own  ( 

dieH — 
"  Still  nukrvek  mnoii  thfl 
"  One  nngle  pin  to  kno^ 
**  WtiiEe  thk  young   gi 

dr«w 
A  dandy  ^leetJ^,  poCd 
As  Ibough  hia  riha  wem 
For  U^e  old  Row's  iiOkfl  ti 
"  Tbk  modeet  geniua  bn 
"  To  have  hi*  voliune  1* 
"  Dnt  diSeimit  far  Ui«  & 
**  Ail  knew  the  authgr,  i 

*'  Dohold,  in  vonder  and 
**  Who  ridea  the-blftati  S 
*^  in  tncka  to  laiie  the  t 
'*  And  now  the  wind  ret 
"  Thia  lady  here,  the  £( 
"  !■  a  dead  noreliat ;  an 
"  B«g  pardon^— llonOTB^ 
"  A  gentleman  who,  son 
"  la  a  «nart  puff  (wind 
"  Yonder  behind  ua  limi 
"  WhiOK  Ufe|  |wor  yctuthi 
**  like  ft  toni  paper-kite, 
**  No  fuilher  pnrchtue  ft 

**  And  thon  thyaelf— bt 
''Tell  t»,  good  ghosi,  Ik 
''  Me,  Sir  V  he  Uw^ 

rnl>— 
'*  Know,  then — a  wailei 
'*  A  waiter  etill  I  mis^ht 
*'  And    lon^    tho    club> 

drained ; 
"  Bui,  ah,  in  luckless  he 
"  I  wrote  a  h&ok,'  and 

bor'— 
^* '  Member  of  BR>tik»*e 
**  To  what  wilt  thou  aK) 
"  With  crumbs  of  l^osip 
"■  And  half-heard  jokedj 

bits, 
**  To  be,  each  uight,  th< 
'*  With  auch  iiigrcdienla 
'*  But  with  frcsli  ftidgo  t 
'*  I  managed,  for  aome  t 
"  Till  fresh  reflones  of  i 


^  "  Hi^TFiry  of  Lhc  Clulii 
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ready  still  even  waitera'  bouIs  to  aamoi 
Devil  but  rang  his  bell,  and — ^here  I  am  ; — 
-*  Coming  tip,  Sir,*  once  my  favorite  cry, 
anged  for  <  Coming  down.  Sir,'  here  am  I !" 

had  the  spectre's  lips  these  words  let  drop, 

lo,  a  breeze — such  as  from 's  shop 

n  the  vernal  hour,  when  puffs  prevail, 

3cds  the  theets  and  swells  the  lagging  9ale — 

le  poor  waiter  rudely  in  the  poop, 

hirling  him  and  all  his  grisly  group 

ary  ghosts — Miss  X.  V.  Z.— 

melees  author,  better  known  than  read — 

—the  Honorable  Mr.  L — st — r, 

fit,  not  least,  Lord  Nobody's  twin-sister — 

lem,  ye  gods,  with  all  theu*  prose  and  rhymes 

IS  about  them,  far  into  those  climes 

e  Peter  pitch'd  his  waistcoat"'  in  old  times, 

r  me  much  in  doubt,  as  on  I  press'd 

ly  great  master,  through  this  reahn  miUess'd, 

jr  old  Nick  or  C — ^Ib— n  puffs  the  best 


klENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF  LORD 
B— TH—ST'S  TAIL.* 

in  again — unlook'd  for  bliss ! 

ah,  one  adjunct  still  we  miss ; — 

tender  tie,  attach'd  so  long 

le  same  head,  through  right  and  wrong. 

,  B — th — st,  why  didst  thou  cut  off 

at  memorable  tail  of  thine  ? 

— as  if  one  was  not  enough — 

y  pig-tie  with  thy  place  resign, 

thus,  at  once,  both  cut  and  run  ? 

my  Lord,  'twas  not  well  done, 
s  not,  indeed — ^though  sad  at  heart, 

ofHco  and  its  sweets  to  part, 
lopcs  of  coming  in  again, 
t  Tory  hopes !  beguiled  our  pain ; 
bus  to  miss  that  tail  of  thine, 
j^h  long,  long  years  our  rallying  sign— 
the  State  and  all  its  powers 
nancy  in  tail  were  ours — 
e  it  thus  by  scissors  fall, 
was  **  th'  unkindest  cut  of  all !" 
m*d  as  though  th'  ascendant  day 
>ryi8m  had  passed  away. 


ntesque  allttsion  to  the  old  saying,  "Nine  miles 
—11,  where  Peter  pitched  hit  walitcoaL" 
loble  Liird,  it  is  weU  known,  cut  off  this  maeli- 
appendage,  on  his  retirement  from 
incc.  a 


And,  proving  Samson's  story  true, 
She  lost  her  vigor  with  her  queue. 


Parties  are  much  like  fish,  'tis 

The  tail  directs  them,  not  the  head ; 

Then,  how  could  any  party  fail. 

That  steer'd  its  couim  by  B— tb— st's  tail? 

Not  Murat's  plume,  through  Wagram's  fight. 

E'er  shed  such  guiding  glories  from  it, 
As  erst,  in  all  true  Tories'  sight. 

Blazed  from  our  old  Colonial  comet ! 
If  you,  my  Lord,  a  Bashaw  were, 

(Ab  W — ^11 — gt — ^n  will  be  anon,) 
Thou  might'st  have  had  a  tail  to  spare  ; 

But  no,  alas,  thou  badst  but  one. 

And  that — like  Troy,  or  Babylon, 

A  tale  of  other  times — is  gone ! 
Yet — ^weep  ye  not,  ye  Tories  true- 
Fate  has  not  yet  of  all  bereft  us ; 
Though  thus  deprived  of  B — ^tb— st's  queue, 

We've  E— b— h's  curie  still  left  us  ;— 
Sweet  curls,  from  which  young  Love,  so  vicious. 
His  shots,  as  from  nine-pounders,  issues ; 
Grand,  glorious  curls,  which,  in  debate. 
Surcharged  with  all  a  nation's  fate. 
His  Lordship  shakes,  as  Homer's  God  did,* 

And  oft  in  thundering  talk  comes  near  him ; — 
Except  that,  there,  the  epeaker  nodded. 

And,  here,  'tis  only  those  who  hear  him. 
Long,  long,  ye  ringlets,  on  the  soQ 

Of  that  fat  cranium  may  ye  flourish. 
With  plenty  of  Macassar  oil. 

Through  many  a  year  your  growth  to  nourish ! 
And,  ah,  should  Time  too  soon  unsheath 

His  barbarous  shears  such  locks  to  sever, 
Still  dear  to  Tories,  even  in  death. 
Their  last,  loved  relics  we'll  bequeath, 

A  Aair-loom  to  our  sons  forever. 


THE  CHERRIES. 

A  PARABLE.« 

189BL 
Sec  those  cheiries,  how  they  cover 

Yonder  sunny  garden  wall ; — 
Had  they  not  that  network  over, 
Thieving  birds  would  eat  them  all 

i  **  Shakes  his  ambrosial  carls,  and  gives  the  nod.    ^ 

Bora's  Bintetk 
4  Written  darisg  the  late  discosslon  oa  the  Test  and  Oor- 
poiatioB  Aets. 
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.  §mf4  our  pom  mmA  pamtmm. 

1 

Bec«ntri3twtlbfl 
i 

Tluvueh  fthtm  trtbih  «tiBflB  Jlmtmiam 

OuIt  ^*rtmm  bufiftttUl  gi^ 

irthewonboftb«^ 

If  Truth  by  t^. 

mM  «i»  thru  tbii  oetw«tk  nidea  t 

breatJi, 

L«t  J^lut««  du  the  00 

Tlmn^  whaofat  •wm  dm^idUs  la 

Or  ui  la — gi — i  or 

l^n^inf  pC't^t^nlfli  pti 

"  God  fadkdr  old  ftef  Qii«tb; 

But  sikVf^  uft}  Dt  let 

•"Ckidrmtidi'ifrfiebolj 

Of  a  F-«t— r,  who^ 

£v«ry  mrejioui  )M  that  fliiHh 

Itj  of   onocj  tho 

ThWi  WmM  *I  ouf  d«%frw«  fly. 

was. 

€)|ie  but  bolf  tn  mco  pt  «»» 

Btin^  legktiui  Df  Squl 

And  array  their  iJ 

/frrtp  miw  curwd  ok!  Fbpkh  rmw 

light, 

fbfi  hit  long  and  Iicken«h  be^  in  ; 

like  the  Kaman  of  c 

Who  with  dflm» 

%bt; 

And  SooiiiiuH,  «tim  and  ipwoi 
Who,  «tth  nnnE  betkf  vncKmhef 'd» 
6lip  in  ^agj  vaywhwT*  ^ 

HUtkoSktM,  of  bink  t)i«  •ftMl, 

And  iJmt  watcT-fowl.  IImj  Boptirt— 
All  woiixUl  ibon;  tMU  (rmtA  anon  ; 

Eriwy  biid,  of  trtsff  dij^ 

Tii&t*  for  ytum,  willi  cbbmImb  din* 
II«th  ttsveiwd  lliA  itMliog^'B  diuy, 

Singing  out  '*  1  Cim*l  got  i»." 

"  God  forbid  T'  old  Te^ty  mhroU ; 

*^  Cod  fofbid  r  I  ecbo  too ; 
Bath(?r  may  t^n  tliouBaitd  d-v-Jtf 

S*tzo  Iho  whole  vorackjus  craw  I 

If  lam  cosilf  fniEt  wo*Ji*t  ittit  Vxa. 

HjpB  and  Imw-it  and  «ucb  like  beme*, 
Cuiad  the  cofraoranlfi  I  stono  Vm ,  sboot  V^m, 

Any  thing— to  «avo  our  ohcmea. 


STANZAS  WTUTTK?f  IN   AKTICIFATION 
OF  DEFEAT-' 

Go  *^k  fur  some  jxWt  defead^Ts  of  wrong* 

Ifwemufffnm  the  gnontlDt  through  blood  and 

I  Emrfiijr  the  di!fciii!!nu  c^f  iba  Cfllbollc  qnr^Hon  ft.  iho 
I  Thl*  rhj  me  i*  nmro  A.r  tlw  e«  tban  tbu  cj-^,  is  Hie 


Ponr  out,  limm  e^ch^ 
Your  Bedchamber 

Who,  ripe  for  all  job- 
Haro  their  coty£ 
and  ?UiTc«. 

Catch  olJ  the  small  f] 

Are    the   Treaeur 

Mwinu  ;* 

With  a!]  the  baffi^,  tin 

Who,  if  Punch  w 

ship  evcu  him 

And  while,  on  the  on 

That  illumiut.^  and 

While  tlie  Foxes,  l!i« 

down. 

And  drop  o'or  tbi 

Mind  ; 

Xct  bold  Pttddy  H^ 
other, 

And,  counting  of  n 
Let  Paddy  but  my%  U 

*'■  Como  forwurd,  r 

And  Ihtifi  let  your  far 
Tinas  }io]iPKt]y  pers 

But  sp-irc  cvfn  your  ■ 
And  never  J  oh  nevi 

'  Pnlilm,  who  !f  nt  dpo 
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0  THE  WOODS  AND  FORESTS. 

BY  ONK  OP  TIIS   BOAUK 

1098L 

ler  bards  to  groves  repair, 
*e  linnets  strain  their  toneful  thitmtSi 
)  tho  Woods  and  Forests,  where 
Treasury  pours  its  sweeter  notet. 

;pcring  winds  have  charms  for  me, 
lephyrs  balmy  sighs  I  ask ; 

1  tho  wind  for  Royalty 

1  our  Sylvan  zephyr's  task  ! 

ead  of  cr}'BtaI  brooks  and  floods, 
ill  such  vulgar  irrigation, 
lie  rhino  through  our  Woods 
t  its  "  course  of  liquid-ation.** 

»Iy,  Virgil  knew  full  well 
Woods  and  Forests  ought  to  be, 
;Iy,  he  introduced  in  hell 
uinca-plant,  his  bullion-tree  :* — 

I  why,  some  future  day, 
I  short  of  cash,  we  should  not  send 
-rr — 8  down — ^he  knows  the  way — 
0  if  Woods  in  hell  will  lend, 

\y  ye  flourish,  sylvan  haunts, 
.th  whose  **  branchea  of  expense" 

lious  K g  ^ia  all  he  wants, — 

U  a  littlo  taste  and  sense. 

your  golden  shade  reclined,  , 

lim  of  fuir  Armida*s  bowers, 
—II — n  some  trooJ-nymph  find, 
cec^  his  dozenth  lustrum's  houn ; 

Vom  toil  the  Great  Untaught, 

[>oth  the  pangs  his  warlike  brain  0 

fcr,  when,  unused  to  thought, 

}  to  think,  |nd — ^tries  in  vain. 

may  Woods  and  Forests  be 
ved,  in  all  Uieir  teeming  graces, 
ir  Tory  bards,  like  me, 
ake  delight  \r\  Sylvan  places  .'* 


'  Virgil  botanically,  "  tpieies  aori  ftoadentis.*' 

ids,  nt  »Uvas,  at  amem  Uem 

Otd. 

rscif  were  stissetted  by  the  retolt  of  tbe  Clara 


STANZAS  FROM  THE  BANKS  OF 
THE  SHANNON.* 

**  Take  back  tbe  virfln  psfp.** 

MoomB*s  Irish  MiUdia 

No  longer,  dear  V— «ey,  feel  hurt  and  mieasy 
At  hearing  it  said  by  thy  Treasury  brother. 

That  thou  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper,  my  V— 4ey, 
And  he,  the  dear  innocent  placeman,  another.* 

For,  lo,  what  a  service  we,  Irish,  have  done  thee ; — 
Thou  now  art  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  no  more ; 

By  St   Patrick,  we've  scrawl'd  such  a  lesBon  upon 
thoe 
As  never  was  scrawPd  upon  foolscap  before. 

Come— on  with  your  i4>ectac]e0, 1  oUe  Lord  Duke, 
(Or  O'ConneU  has  green  ones  he  haply  would 
lend  you,) 
Read  V— 4ey  all  o'er  (as  yon  ean*t  read  a  book) 
And  improve  by  tbe  lesson  we,  bog-trotters,  send 
you; 


yonr 


A  lesson,  in  large  Roman  characters  traced, 
V/hose  awful  impressions  from  you  and 
kin 

01  blank-sheeted  statesmen  will  ne'er  be  eSbuced — 
Unless,  'stead  of  paper,  you're  mere  aeeea^  sArtn. 

Shall  I  help  you  to  construe  it?  ay,  by  the  Gods, 
Could  I  risk  a  translation,  you  ehotUd  have  a  rare 
one; 
But  pen  against  sabre  is  desperate  odds. 
And  you,  my  Lord  Duke,  (as  you  hinted  once,) 
wear  one. 

Again  and  agam  I  say,  read  V — sey  o'er  ;^- 
You  will  find  him  worth  all  the  old  scrolls  of 
papyrus, 
That  Egypt  e'er  fill'd  with  nonsensical  lore. 
Or  the  learned  Champollion  e'er  wrote  of,  to 
tire  us. 

An  blank  as  he  was,  we've  retum'd  him  on  band, 
Scribbled  o'er  with  a  warning  to  Princes  and 
Dukes, 
Whose  plain,  simple  drift  if  they  wo'n*t  understand, 
Though  caress'd  at  St  James's,  they're  fit  for 
St  Luke'a 

•lection,  In  the  year  1838,  when  the  Right  Hooorable  W. 
Vesey  Fitsgemld  was  rejected,  and  Mr.  O'Coanell  retoraed. 
4  Some  exprestioni  of  tliis  parport,  la  a  pablisbed  letter 
of  one  of  these  gentiemen,  had  then  prodoeed  a  |ood  deal 
ofaaraseaaenL 


aao 
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TUkjf  lc«T»  of  llifl  80^  ! — morv  iimaiUih;  eoo- 
vpy*4  ii 

la  ojiv  fliii^  h*«r  pti^h  ■■  DOW  w«  him  vpviril  mti 
TtuA  i»Vr  h«tli  lv>«*n  utt»f'i]  by  flU  the  o}4  tA4la 
Thftt  f<Ter  yet  ^K^kif,  ^om  tha  Sibfb  lo  Eld — n. 


TilE  ANNUAL  FILL. 

flupiMiVil  la  km  rttag  bf  OftiB  PsacT^  did  J««,  t«  tlw 
^ttn«Mf  of  Mi^  0-^ftT«r--««i-. 

Vfi«L  nobodm  ti^  mf  ntce  Attmtat  Fill, 

Dat'*  to  poriiy  t^t^ry  Mu^  niultly  svay  ? 
VUm  mm  beut,  p(«H  mi  htart»  lei  raer  nay  ?bl  I  vill, 

Nat  •  Chrt^ilin  or  ^hrntli^tiiiui  mmdi  rai  I  m^yl 
Til  BD  pratlj  «  bdoa  f— jtut  dainru  l«t  il  gts, 

Aj»ilt  ttt  roDC«p  voch  a  radical  ahau^  y^u  Till  §cc, 
D«t  r<l  »al  bo  «urpriaU'd,  \iki*  do  hotvo  k  di^  diow« 

If  your   hrofii   iU  t^g   ftiiu^  yem  yom  imkh 
CfU^Ilt  to  hi*  I 
VJl  Qobodioi  try  my  iui:«  ^Anudf  Pill^  &c. 

"Twill  cum  all  Elrf^ti^n,  uicl  |N]rg«  away  doar 
Dit  ml^y  boJ  itcliiiig  dey'w  got  to  dcir  faandii — 

TwiQ  enftt,  tq<>»  oU  Sut«(imen,  of  ^aln«Wf  ma  teisji 
Thoi^K  the  cam  tbc  lu  despemto  u  poor  Bltstor 

Dtif*  l«  iiotlilnjf  al  al(  vat  di«  PiU  rilE  not  ivaclj — 
Givp  thp  *SmpcuPe  ShentlvmoJij  von  litLle  grain » 
Ple«s  (ua  bcart^  it  viJJ  act^  liko  d&  s^lt  qii  do  k«ch, 
Ajid  Lell  throw  de  pounds^  atiillingB,  and  pence^ 
up  ZLgain  ! 
Vij]  ut^wdiw  tty  my  ujcm  Annual  Pilif  ^c* 

T would  bfl  tedious,  ma  lear,  cd]  its  peaativa  to  paiut — 

Btit,  among  oder  im^  fwndamentaU^  wvoag^ 
U  rill  euro  de  ProtJ^Fo/^om^— a  common  complaint 

Amonf    M<  F/s   and  weaVdB-^rjfom  §iiting  loo 
long. 
Shotild  eymploma  of  w fetching  prpELk  out  on  a  duiiccj 

(Vut  ia  often  de  ca»o^)  it  vill  stop  do  discas««, 
And  prinj^  avay  oil  do  loa]^  8pep>ohes  at  Tonco^ 

Dat  vlas  vouldj  lik«  tape  ^ worms,  contie  by  degn^ea  I 

?(!I  nobodies  try  my  nice  Annrn^l  Pilh 
Dat*«  lo  purify  f  very  linjj  noshly  avay  1 

Fleas  ina  licftrtT  pl<?sa  m^v  ht'iirt,  lot  me  say  vat  I  vElI, 
Not  a  ClirishliaD  or  Slip  at  [cm  an  minds  vat  I  itay! 


vTUidSj  JaoE  10.  iJiai,  nbcp  ibP  nwilon  in  flivarof  Caihwlic 


4 

"IF*  AlfBl 

i 

On  fidmga  of  frpodomll 
Waftt  waft  tlif  ID,  y4 

And  rcOefh  wttb  Ibclr  i 
Froia  Dinflo-a-eooel 

"  if  mutely  tl^o  «Iav«  n 
"  Nor  claukbif  Kb  fk 

"  tlk  in»«ten,  prrhaptr 
"May  think  (Imdt 
cliaian** 

Ww  •Mf''  atid   "pel 
our  woimdv, 
If  be,  who  woald  ml 
Could  chtK^k  the  froo 


Ef^  now,  at  luv  fee 

But*  no,  *tifl  in  ram — i\ 

Man  kiiowB  hi*  bigl^ 

ctaim; 
And  if  niia  mu^i  foQon 
Be  ihmm,  who  hAVc 

the  ahame^ 

**  //  the  filaTo    will   b 

waro — 

Thero  it  a  dead  edict 

When  the  fei^hug,  sent 

But    eliaga    toand 

gloom  J — » 

Whca  the  bloaiij  that  li 

check, 

Gives  place  to  th'  ay 

And  tlic  tougufij  that  e 

speaks 

Consigns  to  the  arm 

Jf  men,  in  that  $ik nee, 
^Vhcn  proudly  tljcir  1 

Prcscntinj^p  alike,  a  boh 
To   tha    dc*iJOt    on 
flood  r 

That  hour,  \\  hen  a  Vd 
west, 
To    the    Esbve    brinj 

alarms ; 


downe,  wai  rejected  hy  Lb« 


P^ 
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son,  loug  look'd  for,  was  taught  the  op- 
ened, 
ings  are  as  dost  before  freemen  m  arma ! 

ler  Btni,  the  mute  slave  ahould  recall 

dream  of  his  boyhood,  when   Freedom's 

reel  day 

I  8eem'(f  to  break  through  a  long  night  of 

raU, 

oion  and  Hope  went  abroad  in  its  ray ; — 

should  toll  him,  that  Day-spring  of  Good, 
!i  swiftly  its  light  died  away  from  his 
loin, 

larkly  it  set  in  a  nation's  best  blood, 
rants  but  invokmg  to  shine  out  again ; — 

say — breathings  like  these  should  come 
jr 

lords  of  remembrance,  and  thriU,  as  they 
me, 

rhap9 — ay,  perhaps — but  I  dare  not  say 
ore ; 

last  wiird  that  thy  slaves  should  be  mute — 
un  dumb. 


WRITE  ON,  WRITE  ON. 

A   BALXAD. 

— •*  SUrp  on,  sleep  o%  my  Katkletn  d$ar 
etc,  fratres  Aslni.  St.  Feancis 

on,  write  on,  ye  Barons  dear, 
)ukcs,  write  hard  and  fast ; 
od  weVe  sought  for  many  a  year 
•  ruills  will  bring  at  last 
ter  noro,  N — wc — stle,  pen 
latch  Lord  K — ny — ^n's  two, 
ore  than  Ireland's  host  of  men, 
braco  of  Peers  will  da 

Write  o."*,  write  on,  &c 

ever,  since  the  precious  use 
?n  and  ink  began, 
crs,  writ  by  fools,  produce 
signal  good  to  man. 
ntellect,  *mong  high  and  low, 
irching  on,  they  say. 


end  prebendary  of  Hereford,  In  an  Essay  on  the 
•f  the  Cbarch  of  England,  has  assigned  the  origin 
>  "  some  anrecorded  revelation  made  to 


Give  me  the  Dukes  and  Lords,  who  gp, 
like  crabs,  the  other  way. 

Write  on,  write  on,  die 

Even  now  I  feel  the  coming  light — 

Even  now,  could  Folly  lure 
My  Lord  M — ntc— sh — 1,  too,  to  write. 

Emancipation's  sure. 
By  geese  (we  read  in  history) 

Old  Rome  was  saved  from  ill ; 
And  now,  to  quills  of  geese,  we  see 

Old  Rome  indebted  still. 

Write  on,  write  on,  Slc 

Write,  write,  y-i  Peers,  iirf  Ltoop  to  style. 

Nor  beat  for  se;iM  about — 
Things,  little  worth  a  Noble's  while, 

You're  better  far  without 
Oh  ne'er,  since  asses  spoke  of  yore, 

Such  miracles  were  done ; 
For,  write  but  four  such  letters  more, 

And  Freedom's  cause  is  won ! 


SONG  OF  THE  DEPARTING  SPIRIT  OF 
TITHE. 

**  The  parting  Genius  Is  with  sighing  sent**— Miltox. 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er ; 

I  hear  a  Voice,  from  shore  to  shore. 

From  Dunfanaghy  to  Baltimore, 

And  it  saith,  m  sad,  parsonic  tone, 

**  Great  Tithe  and  Small  are  dead  and  gone !" 

Even  now,  I  behold  your  vanishmg  wings. 

Ye  Tenths  of  all  conceivable  things, 

Which  Adam  first,  as  Doctors  deem. 

Saw,  in  a  sort  of  night-mare  dream,* 

After  the  feast  of  fruit  abhorr'd — 

Fust  indigestion  on  recoid ! — 

Ye  decimate  ducks,  ye  chosen  chicks. 

Ye  pigs  which,  though  ye  be  Catholics, 

Or  of  Calvin's  most  select  depraved, 

In  the  Church  must  have  your  bacon  saved  ;— 

Ye  fields,  where  Labo^  counts  his  sheaves, 

And,  whatne'er  himself  believes. 

Must  bow  to  th'  Establish'd  Church  belief, 

That  the  tenth  is  always  a  Protestant  sheaf  ;«- 

Ye  cahres,  of  which  the  man  of  Heaven 

Takes  Irish  tithe,  one  calf  in  seven  ;* 


*  **  The  tenth  calf  Is  due  to  the  parson  of  common  right ; 
and  if  there  are  seven  he  shall  have  one.**— Rsbs*8  <^r 
pmiia,  art  "  TYOm.** 
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Ye  tenths  of  rape,  hemp,  bariey,  flax, 
Eggs,*  timber,  milk,  fish,  and  beee^  wax ; 
All  things,  m  short,  since  earth's  creation, 
Doom*d,  by  the  Church's  dispensation, 
To  sufier  eternal  decimation — 
Leaving  the  whole  (ay-world,  rince  then. 
Reduced  to  nine  parts  out  of  ten  ; 
Or — as  we  calculate  thefts  and  arsomj — 
Just  ten  per  cent  the  worse  for  Parsons  ! 

Alas,  and  Lb  all  this  wise  device 

For  the  saving  of  souls  thus  gone  in  a  trice?— 

The  whole  put  down,  in  the  simplest  way. 

By  the  souls  resolving  not  to  pay ! 

And  even  the  Papists,  thankless  race. 

Who  have  had  so  much  the  easiest  case^ 

To  pay  for  our  sermons  doom'd,  'tis  true. 

But  not  condenm'd  to  hear  them,  too — 

(Our  holy  business  being,  'tis  known. 

With  the  ears  of  their  barley,  not  their  own,) 

Even  they  object  to  let  us  pillage. 

By  right  divine,  their  tenth  of  tillage. 

And,  horror  of  horrors,  even  decline 

To  find  us  in  sacramental  wine  !" 

It  is  o'er,  it  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er, 
Ah,  never  shall  rosy  Rector  more,    ^ 
Like  the  shepherds  of  Israel,  idly  eat. 
And  make  of  his  flock  **  a  prey  and  meat"* 
No  more  shall  be  his  the  pastoral  sport 
Of  suing  his  flock  in  the  Bishop's  Court, 
Through  various  steps.  Citation,  Libel — 
Scriptures  all,  but  not  the  Bible  ; 
Working  the  Law's  whole  apparatus. 
To  get  at  a  few  pre-doom'd  potatoes, 
And  summoning  all  the  powers  of  wig. 
To  settle  the  fraction  of  a  pig ! — 
Till,  parson  and  all  conmiitted  deep 
In  the  case  of  Shepherds  vereue  Sheep," 
The  Law  usurps  the  Gospel's  place. 
And,  on  Sundays,  meeting  face  to  face. 
While  Plaintiff  fills  the  preacher's  station. 
Defendants  form  the  congregation. 

So  lives  he.  Mammon's  priest,  not  Heaven's, 
For  tenths  thus  all  at  sixee  and  eevens. 
Seeking  what  parsons  love  no  less 
Than  tragic  poets — a  good  distrees. 
Instead  of  studying  St  Augustin, 
Gregory  Nyss.,  or  old  St  Justin, 


1  Chaoeer*!  Plowman  complains  of  the  parish  rectors,  that 
"  For  the  tithing  of  a  dock, 
Or  an  apple  or  an  aye,  (egg,) 
They  make  htm  swear  upon  a  boke ; 
Thos  they  foolen  Christ's  fay.** 

■  AsMMf  the  specimenfl  laid  before  Parliament  of  the  sort 


(Books  fit  only  to  hoard  dust  in,) 
His  reverence'stints  his  evening  readiogs 
To  leam'd  Rep6rts  of  Tithe  FroceedingB, 
Sipping,  the  while,  that  port  bo  mddy. 
Which  forms  his  only  ancient  study  ;^ 
Port  so  old,  you'd  swear  its  tartar 
Was  of  the  age  of  JusUn  Martyr. 
And,  had  he  sipp'd  of  such,  no  doubt 
His  martyrdom  would  have  been — to  gov 

Is  all  then  lost  ? — alas,  too  true — 
Ye  Tenths  beloved,  adieu,  adieu  ! 
My  reign  is  o'er,  my  reign  is  o'er — 
like  old  Thumb's  ghost,  '*  I  can  no  mon 


THE  EUTHANASIA  OF  VAIi 

"  We  are  told  that  the  bigots  are  growing  old 
wearing  out.  If  it  be  so,  why  not  let  us  die  in  f 
Loan  Bbzlbt's  Letter  to  the  Freekolders  of  KemL 

Stop,  Intellect,  in  mercy  stop. 
Ye  cursed  improvements,  cease ; 

And  let  poor  Nick  V — ^ns — tt — t  drop 
Into  his  grave  in  peace. 

Hide,  Knowledge,  hide  thy  rising  son. 
Young  Freedom,  veil  thy  head  ; 

Let  nothing  good  be  thought  or  done. 
Till  Nick  V— ns— tt— t's  dead  ! 

Take  pity  on  a  dotard's  fears^ 
Who  much  doth  light  detest ; 

And  let  his  last  few  drivelling  years 
Be  dark  as  were  the  rest 

You,  too,  ye  fleeting  one-pound  notes. 

Speed  not  so  fast  away — 
Ye  rags,  on  which  old  Nicky  gloats, 

A  few  months  longer  stay.* 

Together  seen,  or  much  I  err. 
You  both  from  life  may  go — 

The  notes  unto  the  scavenger. 
And  Nick — to  Nick  below. 

Ye  Liberals,  whatever  your  plan. 
Be  all  reforms  suspended  ; 


of  Church  rates  levied  upon  Catholics  in  Irelaw 
charge  of  two  pipes  of  port  for  sacramental  w-lne. 

s  Ereklel,  xxxiv.  10.—"  Neither  shall  the  shephc 
themselves  any  more ;  for  I  will  deliver  my  flock  fit 
month,  that  they  may  not  be  meat  for  them.** 

«  Feritnrs  parcere  charts. 
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In  compUmeDt  to  dear  old  Van, 

So,  take  my  advice,  try  your  hand  at  live  eels, 

Let  nothing  bad  be  mended. 

And,  for  once,  let  the  other  poor  devils  alone. 

Ye  Papistfl,  whom  oppreanGU  wrings, 

I  have  even  a  still  better  receipt  for  your  cook — 

YouTjcry  politely  cease. 

How  to  make  a  goose  die  of  confirmed  hepatitis  i* 

And  fret  your  hearts  to  fiddle-stringB 

And,  if  you'll,  for  once, /eZtoto-feelings  o'erlook, 

That  Van  may  die  in  peace. 

A  well-tortuied  goose  a  most  capital  sight  is. 

So  shall  he  win  a  fame  sublime 

By  few  old  rag-men  gain'd ; 

Set  your  victim  before  it,  both  legs  being  tied. 

Since  all  shall  own,  in  Nicky's  time, 

(As,  if  left  to  himself,  he  might  wish  to  retire,) 

And  pUce  a  large  bowl  of  rich  cream  by  his  side. 

So  shall  his  name  through  ages  past, 

There  roasting  by  inches,  dry,  fever'd,  and  famt, 

And  dolts  ungotten  yet. 

Having  drunk  tu    he  eream,  von  so  civilly  laid, 

Date  from  "  the  days  of  Nicholas," 

off. 

With  fond  and  sad  regret ; — 

He  dies  of  as  charmmg  a  liver  complaint 

As  ever  sleek  parson  could  wish  a  pie  made  o£ 

And  sighing,  say,  "  Alas,  had  he 

"  Been  spared  from  Plato's  bowers. 

•«  The  blessed  leign  of  Bigotry 

What  an  emblem  this  bird,  for  the  epicure's  ue 

"  And  Rags  might  still  be  ours !" 

meant, 

Presents  of  the  mode  m  which  Ireland  has  been 

Made  a  tit-bit  for  yours  and  your  brethren's 

Tied  down  to  the  stake,  while  her  limbs,  as  they 

TO  THE  REVEREND , 

quiver, 

A  dow  fire  of  tyranny  wastes  by  degrees- 

OSnC    OP   TUE   SIXTEEN   REQUISrriONISTB  OP  NOTTINO- 

HAM. 

18S8. 

No  wonder  you,  Gonrmands,  should  love  her  dis- 
ease. 

What,  yoti,  too,  my  ••••**,  in  hashes  so  know- 

ing, 
Of  sauces  and  soups  Aristarchus  profess'd ! 
Are  yout  too,  my  savory  Brunswicker,  going 

To  make  an  old  fool  of  yourself  with  the  rest  7 

Far  better  to  stick  to  your  kitchen  receipts ; 

IRISH  ANTIQUITIES. 

And— if  you  want  something  to  tease — for  va- 

riety. 

AccoEDiNO  to  some  leam'd  opinions 

Go  study  how  Ude,  in  his  "  Cookery,"  treats 

The  Irish  once  were  Carthaginians  ; 

Live  eels,  when  he  fits  them  for  polish'd  society. 

But,  trustmg  to  more  late  descriptions, 

I'd  rather  say  they  were  Egyptians. 

Just  snuggling  them  m,  'twixt  the  bars  of  the  fire. 

My  reason's  this :— the  Priests  of  Iris, 

He  leaves  them  to  wriggle  and  writhe  on  the 

When  forth  they  march'd  in  long  array, 

coals,* 

Emplo/d,  'mong  other  grave  devices, 

In  a  manner  that  H— m— r  himself  would  admire, 

A  Sacred  Ass  to  lead  the  way  ;* 

And  wish,  'stead  of  eeU,  they  were  Catholic  souhi 

And  still  the  antiquarian  traces 

'Mong  Irish  Lords  this  Pagan  plan. 

Ude  tells  us,  the  fish  little  suffering  feels ; 

For  still,  in  all  religious  cases, 

While  Papists,  of  late,  have  more  sensitive  grown ; 

1  The  only  way,  Monstenr  Uda  assaras  na,  to  fet  lid  of 

the  oil  M  ob)ecUooabI«  in  thU  fish. 

•  A  liver  complaint    The  process  by  which  the  UVeis  of 
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A  CURIOUS  FACT. 

Thb  present  Lord  K — ny— n  (the  Peer  who  writes 

lettezB, 
For  which  the  waste-paper  folks  much   are   his 

debtors) 
Hath  one  little  oddity,  well  worth  reciting, 
Which  puzzleth  observers,  even  more  than  his  wri- 
ting 
Whenever  Lord  K — ny — n  doth  chance  to  behold 
A  cold  Apple-pie — ^mmd,  the  pie  mtist  be  cold — 
His  Lordship  looks  solemn,  (few  people  know  why,) 
And  he  makes  a  low  bow  to  the  said  apple-pie. 
This  idolatrous  act,  in  so  *<  vital"  a  Peer, 
Is,  by    most    serious  Protestants,  thought  rather 

queer — 
Pie-worship,  they  hold,  coming  under  the  head 
(Vide  Cruatium,  chap,  iv.)  of  the  Worship  of  Bread. 
Some  think  'tis  a  tribute,  as  author,  he  owes 
For  the   service   that  pie-crust  hath  done  to  his 

prose; — 
The  only  good  things  in  his  pages,  they  swear, 
Being  those  that  the  pastry-cook  sometimes  puts 

there. 
Othere  say,  'tis  a  homage,  through  pie-crust  con- 
veyed, 
To  our  Glorious  Deliverer's  much-honor'd  shade ; 
As  that  Protestant  Hero  (or  Saint,  if  you  please) 
Was  as  fond  of  cold  pie  as  he  was  of  green  peas,' 
And  'tis  solely  in  loyal  remembrance  of  that, 
My  Lord  K — ^ny — ^n  to  apple-pie  takes  off  his  hat 
While  others  account  for  this  kind  salutation 
By  what  Tony  Lumpkin  calls  "  concatenation ;" — 
A  certain  good-will  that,  from  sympathy's  ties, 
'Twixt  old  Apple-women  and  Orange-men  lies. 

But  'tis  needless  to  add,  these  are  all  vague  sur- 
mises. 
For  thus,  we*ro  assured,  the  whole  matter  arises : 
Lord  K — ny — n's  respected  old  father  (like  many 
Respected  old  fathers)  was  fond  of  a  penny  ; 
And  loved  so  to  save,^  that — ^there^s  not  the  least 

question — 
His  death  was  brought  on  by  a  bad  indigestion. 
From  cold  apple-pie-crust  his  Lordship  would  stuff 

in, 
At  breakfast,  to  save  the  expense  of  hot  muffin. 
Hence  it  is,  and  hence  only,  that  cold  apple-pies 
Are  beheld  by  his  Heir  with  such  reverent  eyes — 


1  See  the  anecdote,  which  the  Dachess  of  Marlborough 
relates  in  her  Hemoln  of  this  polite  hero  appropriating  to 
Umself,  one  day,  at  dinner,  a  whole  dish  of  green  peas—the 
first  of  the  season— while  the  poor  Princess  Anne,  who  was 
then  in  a  longing  ccmdldon,  sat  by,  vainly  entreating,  with 
hat  eyes,  for  a  shara. 


Just  as  honest  King  Stephen  his  bevror  migfal  4if 
To  the  fishes  that  carried  his  kind  undo  oD^ 
And  while  ^iaZ  piety  urges  so  maay  on, 
Tia  pure  a/ipZe-pie-ety  moves  my  Lord  K — ny— b 


NEW-FASHIONED  ECHOE& 

Sir, 

Most  of  your  readers  are,  no  doubt,  acquainted  wUk  At 
anecdote  told  of  a  certain,  not  over-wiie,  jndga,  who,  whea 
in  the  act  of  delivering  a  charge  in  MNDe  country  eoart-lMMBe« 
was  intermpted  by  the  braying  of  an  ass  at  the  door.  "*  Whit 
noise  is  that  1"  asiced  the  angry  Jadfe.  **  Only  an  txsnm- 
dlnary  echo  there  is  in  conrt,  my  Lord,'*  auuwered  one  of  dw 
counsel. 

As  there  are  a  number  of  such  "  extraovdlnaiy  echotir* 
abroad  Just  now,  yon  will  not,  perhaps,  be  unwilliivi,  Mc 
Editor,  to  receive  the  following  few  lines  suggested  by  diiB. 

Yonrr  Ax. 

8. 

Hqc  coeamas,*  alt ;  nnlliqne  llbentlns 
Responsura  sono,  Coeamas,  rotnlit  echo. 

Orm. 

There  are  echoes,  we  know,  of  all  sorts. 
From  tho  echo,  that  "  dies  in  the  dale," 

To  the  "  airy-tongued  babbler,"  that  spoits 
Up  the  tide  of  the  torrent  her  **  tale." 

There  are  echoes  that  bore  us,  like  Blues, 
With  the  latest  smart  mot  they  have  heaid ; 

There  are  echoes,  extremely  like  shrews. 
Letting  nobody  have  the  last  word. 

In  the  bogs  of  old  Paddy-land,  too. 
Certain  "  talented"  echoes*  there  dweD, 

Who,  on  being  ask'd,  "  How  do  yoa  do  7" 
Politely  reply,  "  Pretty  well." 

But  why  should  I  talk  any  more 
Of  such  old-fashion'd  echoes  as  these. 

When  Britain  has  new  ones  in  store. 
That  transcend  them  by  many  degrees  7 

For,  of  all  repercussions  of  sound. 
Concerning  which  bards  make  a  pother. 

There's  none  like  that  happy  rebound 
When  one  blockhead  echoes  another  ;- 


*  The  same  pmdent  propensity  characterizes  his 
ant,  who  (as  is  well  Icnown)  would  not  even  go  to  theeipsBS 
of  a  diphthong  on  his  father*8  monomenC,  bat  had  the  h- 
scription  spelled,  economically,  thus :— *« Mergimmmn^' 

«  *'  Let  us  form  Clnbs.*' 

«  Coounonly  called  "  Paddy  Blake*8  Echoes.** 
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When  K— ny— a  eomnieiioei  the  bray, 
And  the  Boroagfa-Duke  follows  his  track'; 

And  loudly  from  Dublin's  sweet  bay, 

R — thd — ne  brays,  with  interest,  back ; — 

And  while,  of  moat  echoes  the  sound 

On  our  ear  by  reflection  doth  fall. 
These  Brunswickeis*  pass  the  bray  ronnd, 

Without  any  reflection  at  all 

Oh  Scott,  were  I  gided  like  yc3u. 
Who  can  name  all  the  echoes  there  are 

From  Benvoirlich  to  bold  Ben-venue, 
From  Benledi  to  wild  Uamvar ; 

I  might  track,  through  each  hard  Irish  name, 
The  rebounds  of  this  asinine  strain. 

Till  from  Neddy  to  Neddy,  it  came 
To  the  chief  Neddy,  K — ny — n,  again ; 

Might  tell  how  it  roar'd  in  R — ^thd — ne. 
How  from  D — ^ws — n  it  died  off  genteelly — 

How  hollow  it  rung  from  the  crown 
Of  the  fat-pated  Marquis  of  E— y ; 

How,  on  hearing  my  Lord  of  G        e, 
Thistle-eatera,  the  stoutest,  gave  way. 

Outdone,  in  their  own  special  line. 
By  the  forty-ass  power  of  his  bray  ! 

But,  no— for  so  humble  a  bard 
Tis  a  subject  too  trying  to  touch  on  ; 

Such  noblemen's  names  are  too  hard. 
And  their  noddles  too  soft  to  dwell  much  on. 

Oh  Echo,  sweet  nymph  of  the  hill. 

Of  the  dell,  and  the  deep-sounding  shelves ; 

If,  in  spite  of  Narcissus,  you  still 
Take  to  fools  who  are  charm'd  with  themselves, 

Who  knows  but,  some  Tc«>raing  retiring. 
To  walk  by  the  Trent's  wooded  side. 

You  may  meet  with  N — wc— stle,  admiring 
His  own  lengthened  ears  in  the  tide ! 

Or,  on  into  Cambria  straying, 

Find  K — ny — n,  that  double-tongued  elf. 
In  his  love  of  ass-cendency,  braying 

A  Brunswick  duet  with  himself! 


1  Anti-Catholic  associations,  under  the  title  of  Bnroswiek 
dobs,  were  at  this  time  becoming  nomenms  both  in  Eng- 
land and  Ireland. 

*  Alluding  to  a  well-known  lyric  composition  of  the  lals 
Marquis,  whicli,  with  a  slight  alteration,  might  be 
either  to  a  Ilea  or  a  fly.    For  instance  ^— 


INCANTATION. 

FKOM  THB  KBW  TEAOBOT  OF  "  TBB  BBITlfSWXCKBES.** 

1838. 

SCENE.— PfiMiiim  Plain,    h  du  middle, «  ealim  hoUing. 
TkuMtUr.—EnUr  Tkrt§  Bnuumickert. 

lit  Bruns, — ^Tbuck  hath  scribbling  K — ny — ^n 
scrawl'd, 

2d  Bnins.— Once  hath  fool  N— wc— stle  bawl'd, 

3d  Brunt, — B — xl — ^y  snores:  —  'tis   time,   'tis 
time, 

Ist  Brunt, — ^Round  about  the  caldron  go  ; 
In  the  poisonous  nonsense  throw. 
Bigot  spite,  that  long  hath  grown, 
Like  a  toad  within  a  stone. 
Sweltering  in  the  heart  of  Sc — tt, 
Boil  we  in  the  Brunswick  pot 

AIL — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  di  oUe, 
Eld — n,  talk,  and  K— ny — n,  scribble. 

fid  Bruns, — Slaver  from  N — wo— stle's  qoOl 
In  the  noisome  mess  distil, 
Brimming  high  our  Brunswick  broth 
Both  with  venom  and  with  froth. 
Mix  the  brains  (though  apt  to  hash  ill. 
Being  scant)  of  Lord  M — ^ntc — shel. 
With  that  malty  stuff  which  Ch— nd— s 
Drivels  as  no  other  man  does. 
Catch  (i.  e,  if  catch  you  can) 
One  idea,  spick  and  span. 
From  my  Lord  of  S — 1 — sb— y, — 
One  idea,  though  it  be 
Smaller  than  the  «  happy  flea," 
Which  his  sire,  in  sonnet  terse. 
Wedded  to  immortal  verse.* 
Though  to  rob  the  son  is  sin, 
Put  his  one  idea  m ; 
And,  to  keep  it  company. 
Let  that  conjuror  W — ^nch — ^Is — a 
Drop  but  half  another  there. 
If  he  hath  so  much  to  spare. 
Dreams  of  murderB  and  of  arsons. 
Hatched  in  heads  of  Irish  parsons. 
Bring  from  every  hole  and  corner. 
Where  ferocious  priests,  like  H — ra — r, 
Purely  for  religious  good. 
Cry  aloud  for  Papist's  blood. 
Blood  for  W — Us,  and  such  old  women, 
At  their  ease  to  wade  and  swim  in. 


Or, 


**Oh,  happy,  happy,  happy  fly. 
If  I  were  you,  or  you  were  L" 

**  Oh.  happy,  happy,  happy  ilea. 
If  I  were  yon,  or  you  were  ««  ; 
But  since,  alas !  that  cannot  be, 
I  must  remain  Lord  8  y.** 
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All — Dnbbloi  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — ^xl — y,  talk,  and  K — ny-^n,  scribble. 

3d  Brans* — ^Now  the  charm  begins  to  brew ; 
Sisters,  sisters,  add  thereto 
Scraps  of  L — thbr— dge's  old  speeches, 
Miz'd  with  leather  firom  his  breeches.  # 

Rinsings  of  old  B — ^xl — ^y's  brains, 
Thicken'd  (if  you'll  take  the  pains) 
With  that  pulp  which  rags  create. 
In  their  middle,  nympha  state, 
Ere,  like  insects  frail  and  sunny, 
Forth  they  wing  abroad  as  money. 
There— the  Hell-broth  weVe  enchanted — 
Now  but  one  thing  more  is  wanted. 
Squeeze  o*er  all  that  Orange  juice, 

C keeps  cork'd  for  use. 

Which,  to  work  the  better  spell,  is 

Color'd  deep  with  blood  of , 

Blood,  of  powers  far  more  various. 
Even  than  that  of  Januarius, 
Since  so  great  a  charm  hangs  o*er  it, 
England's  parsons  bow  before  it ! 

All. — Dribble,  dribble,  nonsense  dribble, 
B — ^xl — ^y,  talk,  and  K — ny — n,  scribble. 

2d  BruTis, — Cool  it  now  with *s  blood. 

So  the  charm  is  firm  and  good.  [Exeunt 


HOW  TO  MAKE  A  GOOD  POLITICIAN. 

Whene'er  you're  in  doubt,  said  a  Sage  I  once 

knew, 
'Twixt  two  lines  of  conduct  which  course  to  pursue. 
Ask  a  woman's  advice,  and,  whate'er  she  advise, 
Do  the  very  reverse,  and  you're  sure  to  be  wise. 

Of  the  same  use  as  guides,  are  the  Brunswicker 

throng; 
In  their  thought^  words,  and  deeds,  so  instinctively 

wrong. 
That,  whatever  they  counsel,  act,  talk,  or  indite. 
Take  the  oppoate  course,  and  you're  sure  to  be 

right 

So  golden  this  rule,  that,  had  nature  denied  you 
The  use  of  that  finger-post,  Reason,  to  guide  you — 
Were  yon  even  more  doltish  than  any  given  man  is. 
More  soft  than  N — ^wc — stle,  more  twaddling  than 

Van  is, 
I'd  stake  my  repute,  on  the  following  conditions. 
To  make  you  the  soundest  of  sound  politicians. 

Place  yourself  near  the  skirts  of  some  high-flying 

Tory- 
Some  Brunswicker  parson,  of  port-drinkmg  glory, — 


Watch  well  how  he  dinee,  dnziiig  any  giea 

tion — 
What  makes  him  feed  gayly^  what  spoils  b 

tion — 
And  always  feel  sure  that  At«  joy  o'er  a  sler 
Portends  a  clear  case  of  dyspepsia  to  you. 
Read  him  backwards,  like  Hebrew — ^wfaal 

wishes. 
Or  praises,  note  down  as  absurd,  or  pemkao 
Like  the  folks  of  a  weather-bouse,  shifting  i 
When  he's  out,  be  an  In — ^when  he's  in,  be 
Keep  him  always  reversed  in  your  thongfa 

and  day, 
like  an  Irish  barometer  tum'd  the  wrong  « 
If  he's  up,  you  may  emtvn  that   foul  w« 

nigh; 
If  he's  down,  you  may  look  for  a  bit  of  bin 
Never  mind  what  debaters  or  joumalistB  sa^ 
Only  ask  what  he  thinks,  and  then  th;»^i 

way. 
Does  he  hate  the  Small-note  Bill  7  then  fin 
The  Small-note  Bill's  a  blessing,  though  y 

know  why. 
Is  Brougham  his  aversion  7  then  Harry's  y< 
Does  he  quake  at  O'Connell  ?  take  doably  I 
Is  he  all  for  the  Turks?  then,   at  once,  1 

whole 
Russian  Empire  (Czar,  Cossacks,  and  aU) 

soul.  • 

In  short,  whatsoever  he  talks,  thinks,  or  is. 
Be  your  thoughts,  words,  and  essence  the 

of  hi& 
Nay,  as  Siamese  ladies— at  least,  the  polite 
All  pamt  their  teeth  black,  'cause  the  devil  fa 

ones — 
If  ev'n,  by  the  chances  of  time  or  of  tide. 
Your  Tory,  for  once,  should  have  sense  on  ] 
Even  then  stand  aloof— for,  be  sure  that  OI 
When  a  Tory  talks  sensibly,  means  you  sod 

Such  my  recipe  is — and,  in  one  angle  veise 
I  shall  now,  in  conclusion,  its  substance  rebc 
Be  all  that  a  Brunswicker  is  not,  nor  could 
And  then — you'll  be  all  that  an  honest  max 
be. 


EPISTLE  OF  CONDOLENCE, 

FROM  A  SLAVE-LORD  TO  A  COTTON-I^EO 

Alas  !  my  dear  friend,  what  a  state  of  afiaio 
How  unjustly  we  both  are  despoird  of  our ! 
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Not  a  pomid  of  black  flesh  iban  I  leaTO  to  my  bein, 
Nor  mtut  you  any  mora  work  to  death  little 
whites. 

Both  forced  to  sabmit  to  that  general  controller 
Of  Kings,  Lords,  and  cotton  mills,  Public  Opin- 
ion, 

No  more  shall  you  beat  with  a  big-billy-roller. 
Nor  /  with  the  cart-whip  assort  my  dominion. 

Whereas,  were  we  soffer'd  to  do  as  we  please 
With  oor  Blacks  and  oar  Whites,  as  of  yore  we 
were  let. 
We  might  range  them  alternate,  like  harpsichord 
keys. 
And  between  ns  thump  out  a  good  piebald  duet 

But  this  fun  is  all  oyer ; — (arewell  to  the  zest 
Which  Slavery  now  lends  to  each  teacup  we  sip; 

Which  makes  still  the  cruellest  coffee  the  beet, 
And  that  sugar  the  sweetest  which  smacks  of  the 
whip. 

FareweU,  too,  the  Factory*s  white  picaniimie»— 
Small,  living  machines,  which,  if  flogg'd  to  their 


Mix  so  well  with  their  namesakes,  the  "  Billies"  and 
<«  Jennies," 
That  tohieh  have  got  souls  in  'em  nobody  asks ; — 

Little  Maids  of  the  Mill,  who,  themselves  but  ill- 
fed, 
Are  obliged,  'mong  their  other  benevolent  cares. 
To  «  keep  feeding  the  scribblers,"'— and  better,  'tis 
said. 
Than  old  Blackwood  or  Fraser  have  ever  fed 
theirs. 

All  this  is  now  o'er,  and  so  dismal  my  k)ss  is, 
So  hard  'tis  to  part  from  the  smack  of  the  thong. 

That  I  mean  (from  pure  love  for  the  old  whipping 
process) 
To  take  to  whipp'd  syllabub  all  my  life  long. 


THE  GHOST  OF  MILTIADES. 

Ah  qooties  dobitu  5cr>>tU  exanit  amator !— Ono. 

Thi  Ghost  of  MUtiades  came  at  night. 
And  he  stood  by  the  bed  of  the  Benthamite, 

On  s  of  the  operaUoos  in  cotton  milU  asnaUy  ptrlbrmsd 
ly  ehldrtn. 


And  he  said,  in  a  Voice  that  thrilTd  the  frame, 
'*  If  ever  the  sound  of  Marathon's  name 
«Hath  fired  thy  blood  or  flush'd  thy  brow, 
"  Lover  of  Liberty,  rouse  thee  now !" 

The  Benthamite,  yawning,  left  his  bed — 

Away  to  the  Stock  Exchange  he  sped. 

And  he  fo|md  the  Scrip  of  Greece  so  high. 

That  it  fired  his  blood,  it  flush'd  his  eye. 

And  oh,  'twas  a  sight  for  the  Ghost  to  see, 

For  never  was  Greek  more  Greek  than  he ! 

And  still  as  the  premium  higher  went. 

His  ecstasy  rose — so  much  per  cent, 

(As  we  see  in  a  glass,  that  tells  the  weather. 

The  heat  and  the  iilvcr  rise  together,) 

And  Liberty  sung  from  the  patriot's  lip. 

While  a  voice  firom  his  pocket  whisper'd  "  Scrip  .*" 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  again  ;— 

He  smiled,  as  the  pale  moon  smiles  through  rain. 

For  his  soul  was  glad  at  that  patriot  strain ; 

(And  poor,  dear  ghost — how  little  he  knew 

The  jobs  and  the  tricks  of  the  Philhellene  orew  .*) 

''-BlessingB  and  thanks !"  was  aU  he  said. 

Then,  melting  away,  like  a  night-dream,  fled ! 

The  Benthamite  hears — amazed  that  ghosts 

Could  be  such  fools, — and  away  he  posts, 

A  patriot  still  ?    Ah  no,  ah  no — 

Goddess  of  Freedom,  thy  Scrip  is  low. 

And,  warm  and  fond  as  thy  lovers  are, 

Thou  triest  their  passion,  when  under  par. 

The  Benthamite's  ardor  fast  decays, 

By  turns  he  weeps,  and  swears,  and  pmys, 

^d  wishes  the  d — ^1  had  Crescent  and  Cross, 

Ere  he  had  been  forced  to  sell  at  a  loss. 

They  quote  him  the  Stock  of  various  nations, 

But,  qHte  of  his  classic  associations. 

Lord,  how  he  loathes  the  Greek  quotatione  ! 

"  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip?  Who'll  buy  my  Scrip T 

Is  now  the  theme  of  the  patriot's  lip. 

As  he  runs  to  tell  how  hard  his  lot  is 

To  Messrs.  Oriando  and  Loriottis, 

And  says,  **  Oh  Greece,  for  Liberty's  sake, 

*'  Do  buy  my  Scrip,  and  I  vow  to  break 

"  Those  dark,  unlioly  bonds  of  thine— 

"  If  you'll  only  consent  to  buy  up  mine  /" 

The  Ghost  of  Miltiades  came  once  more ; — 

His  brow,  like  the  night,  was  lowering  o*er. 

And  he  said,  with  a  look  that  flash'd  dismay, 

"  Of  Liberty's  foes  the  worrt  are  they, 

**  Who  turn  to  a  trade  her  cause  divine, 

*'  And  gamble  for  gold  on  Freedom's  shrine  V* 

Thus  saying,  the  Ghost,  as  he  took  his  flight. 

Gave  a  Fkrthian  kick  to  the  Benthamite, 

Which  sent  him,  whhnpering,  off  to  Jerry— 

And  vanish'd  away  to  the  Stygian  ferry  I 
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AUEMLVG  INTELLIGENCE  — REVOLU- 
TION IN  THE  DICTIONARY  — ONE 
0.1  LT  AT  THE  HEAD  OF  IT. 

0«v>  prcfsfte  w . — th«(t  t  lOfttrlajr  tiow  Mfe  from 

ThiQn««  1«|iptlaf  umad,  ehto^hai  brou|;l:»t  to  th« 

And  iMautiU  haTa  jivt  i«acb*4  mthat  otif  Mr.  Cali 
fiu   drcl&ftTd   op^n   wmr  ugmxuft    Englkh    and 

&  bad  hmg  httn  •aspect^  of  mna  ntch  dm^^ 
Al>4f  lii«<  bi»t|4^r  lit*  wkiltNit  inleobi  to  amve  att 
Bid  tately  'mon^  C^b— n'l  irooipm  of  ike  Ua* 

Tltt*re  tfdliuurj^  witU  ol  mbLk  of  wocil*  at  oonmianiJir 
Scolcbr  Englttibi  ftud  i4ans[r  ^u  proiui«eiK»uii  alli> 

1I»,  ftt  t#i)giii»  «|^M  %]it3K  h»  lukea  hti  ftnnd, 
Ajad  leti  alt  th«  Ninv  Pafta  of  Speech  lit  defiance^ 

Nf  ict  adviqm,  (lO  didutit,  rurtlier  Hwla  witl  af^id ; 

Ea  tli«  mean  time  the  danger  moit  itnmiuent  grows^ 
Qe  haj  Idu^u  tlie  Life  of  citio  cmmetil  Lordi 

And  wliom  liis'U  nest  muidti  lb«  Lozd  cnly  knows^ 

WniwJtfAaf  Evntingy 
SioOA  <Nif  l<U!l>  malt^ns  luckHy^]  look  xuorv  eemne  \ 
TUtMi^U  tlie  rcbeli  'li»  stated ^  to  aid  l^ia  d©fectk)Q, 
Has  Hfiipd  a  ^at  PowdeT«-no,  Poff  Ma^iiaet 
And  th*  i<xplci3iouf  ar«  dr<r:idfid  in  ev^ry  dlrec-- 
tion. 

What  ha  mcMiinfj  exactly  «,  noliody  knoirj«T 
Ajb  1u>  idks  (In  a  Btrain  of  ititf  iiso  both  oration) 

Of  lyric  nJ  "  icJior/**  "  grlatmaus*"  proapj' 

Ajid  a  mixture  caird  **  anibcr  iiiimorLatization.''' 

A*o«f,  he  raT»  of  a  bard  ho  ouct*  happ(^nM  to  meet, 
Scaled  lUg'li  **  emoti^  ratULng!i|^^  and  chonung  a 
Munet  :* 


\  **  T^it  lUrk  dtwa«t^  Icliaf  wbkh  i^tut^  hli  efTuilnni.^ 

*  "That  f«tAtinDU9  chnmetiT  of  (be  It  pfTaston*.*' — liid^ 

»  "The  piMrtLc&l  ruil^liiimf^rtt,  ur  miber,  number  liaradrtal- 

4  ^'^ittipfranudit  ihr  »broadA  and  mUUd^,  chuniinf  aa 
»  "  Ho  ttT«  Ji  niyilcry  in  a  ^'iail^ng  »bect,  frowned  %vilha 

•  "One  of  ilip  fjnrstii'n!!  pfofinundpd  to  ibr  rnrltan*  tn 
IJnJ  wa*— '*  WbetbiT  \he  UikjIs  of  BcrvifP  wiw  iSmxi  nud 
g*idl>',  Bvef)'  Utile  fTOUndcd  on  tha  Holy  fiitrliininJ  V*  On 
wll2b  tn  boaat  niMriiivr  rvfuafkir-^''Sanly  they  bad  Ji 


iVWi  talka  of  «  mjntoi^. 
With  n  b«k»  (I17  WBf  1 

We  ihisdder  in  trmduf  th 

Sonwthtiif  b«d  th^y  m 

make  il  otil; 

For,  wbite*ef  may  be  goiei 

Thmt  ll)#y'i9  ali  .tj«j^ 

dimR 


J 


RE30L1 

RKaoiVKp — to  stick  \ 
Of  f  vijTy  Ctt»ed  and 
Re  farming  naug^ht^  o 
We'll  tflauohly  stand 
And  ecom  the  ficpaHc 
WJiich  eauaot  boldly 

RcflolTvd  that,  thnug 
In  damning  soub  14  1 
Thoit^  wide  and  fu 
Our  Church  **  hath  1 
And  thoee  who*f*  no 
May  eVn  bs  d— d  te 
Rceolved — such  bbcr 
Though  hatiog  None 
Wo  y«t  boliave  tJio  c 
That  cornea  fro!n  No 
Indiflerent  ir haute  tb 
Tht  |Jockcts  of  onr  r 
To  m  th*^  Jumper  a  j 
Chinks  wlLh  a  tone  a 
And  ovpii  oar  old  frit 
May  tlirou^h  I  ho  mm 
li  aUo  UiTOugh  tho  n 

HvsiWed,  that  Hoop 
And  CranDior/  all  el 


Tvondcrfi;!  ojiinirm  nj"  Uiclf  Be* 
a  tt'ttlf  nm\§\  in  1 1/* 

T  "  Ttjoy,"  itip  Bi«hnp^,  *■  ka 
b!)d  ho  fiUrb  Bi^li^ip*.  tf  tbo 
rernnlred  iiriE^i]  tHc  [liiihnp,  it  Q 

*'  "  Bintr  I  be  ['ncbitca  w^re 
ploTiErh  f  r:tndrlbi  ihm'  in  nu  w 

'  "Of  w bom  bnvo'  anmo  all 
and  pomp^  Snio  the  I'tnirch- 
my  tirecbftm,  tlic  nivh'if*,  woi 
wrluj  tbe  styles  fiT  our  f.iEc« 


r\ 
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In  taking  such  a  low-bred  view 

Of  what  Lordfl  Spiritual  ought  to  do  :-^ 

AU  owing  to  the  fact,  poor  men, 

That  Mother  Church  was  modest  then, 

Nor  knew  what  golden  eggs  her  goose. 

The  Public,  would  in  time  produce. 

One  Pisgah  peep  at  modem  Durham 

To  far  more  lordly  thoughts  would  stir  'em 

Resolved,  that  when  we,  Spiritual  Lords, 

Whose  income  just  enough  afibrds 

To  keep  our  Spiritual  Lordships  cozy, 

Are  told,  by  Antiquarians  prosy. 

How  ancient  Bishops  cut  up  theirs, 

Giving  the  poor  the  largest  shares — 

Our  answer  is,  in  one  short  word. 

We  think  it  pious,  but  absurd. 

Those  good  men  made  the  world  their  debtor, 

But  ^«,  the  Church  reform'd,  know  better ; 

And,  taking  all  that  all  can  pay. 

Balance  th'  account  the  other  way. 

Resolved,  our  thanks  profoundly  due  are 
To  last  month's  Quarterly  Reviewer, 
Who  proves  (by  arguments  so  clear 
One  sees  how  much  he  holdi  per  year) 
That  England's  Church,  though  out  of  date, 
Must  still  be  left  to  lie  in  state. 
As  dead,  as  rotten,  and  as  grand  as 
The  mummy  of  King  Osymandyas, 
AU  pickled  snug — ^the  brains  drawn  out' — 
With  costly  cerements  swathed  about, — 
And  **  Touch  me  not,"  those  words  terrific, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  her  in  good  hieroglyphic. 


SIK  ANDREW'S  DREAM. 

"  JVec  ta  ipeme  plii  venientla  somiiia  portls : 
Cum  pia  venerunt  soronia,  pondiu  habent*' 

PaoPBtT.  lib.  Iv.  eleg .  7. 

As  snug,  on  a  Sunday  eve,  of  late. 

In  his  easy  chair  Sir  Andrew  sate, 

Being  much  too  pious,  as  every  one  knows. 

To  do  aught,  of  a  Sunday  eve,  but  doze, 

He  dreamt  a  dream,  dear,  holy  man. 

And  ril  tell  you  his  dream  as  well  as  I  can. 


>  Part  of  the  process  of  embalmment 

>  Tkt  B00k  of  SporU  drawn  op  by  BUhop  Moretoa  was 
first  put  forth  In  the  reign  of  James  I^  1618,  and  afterwards 
repablUhed,  at  the  advice  of  Land,  by  Charles  L,  1633,  with 
an  Injunction  that  it  should  be  ''  made  public  by  order  ftom 
the  Bishops.'*  We  find  It  therein  declared,  that  **  ftr  his  food 
people's  recreation,  his  Majesty's  pleasure  was,  that  after  die 


He  found  himself,  to  his  great  amaze. 

In  Charles  the  First's  high  Tory  days. 

And  just  at  the  time  that  gravest  of  Courts 

Had  publish'd  its  Book  of  Sunday  Sports.' 

Sunday  Sports !  what  a  thing  for  the  ear 

Of  Andrew,  even  in  deep,  to  hear ! — 

It  chanced  to  be,  too,  a  Sabbath  day. 

When  the  people  from  church  were  coming  away ; 

And  Andrew  with  horror  heard  this  song. 

As  the  smiling  sinners  flock'd  along: — 

"  Long  life  to  the  Bishops,  hurrah !  hurrah ! 

**  For  a  week  of  work  and  a  Sunday  of  play 

*'  Make  the  poor  man's  life  run  merry  away." 

«  The  Bishops !"  quoth  Andrew,  "  Popish,  I  guess," 
And  he  grinned  with  conscious  holiness. 
But  the  song  went  on,  and,  to  brim  the  cup 
Of  poor  Andy's  grief,  the  fiddles  struck  up ! 

«  Come,  take  out  the  laasee — ^let's  have  a  dance— 

"  For  the  Bishops  allow  us  to  skip  our  fill, 
*'  Well  knowing  that  no  one's  the  more  in  advance 

"  On  the  road  to  heaven,  for  standing  still 
"  Oh.  it  never  was  meant  that  grim  grimaces 

«  Should  sour  the  cream  of  a  creed  of  love ; 
«  Or  that  fellows  with  long,  disastrous  faces, 

'*  Alone  should  sit  among  cherubs  above. 

**  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  &c. 

"  For  Sunday  fun  we  never  can  fail, 

<<When  the  Church  herself  each  sport  points 
out; —   - 
"  There's  May-games,  archery,  Whitsun-ale, 

**  And  a  May-pole  high  to  dance  about 
**  Or,  should  we  be  for  a  pole  hard  driven, 

«  Some  lengthy  saint,  of  aspect  fell, 
**  With  his  pockets  on  earth,  and  his  nose  in  beaveni 

"  Will  do  for  a  May-'pole  just  as  well. 
**  Then  hurrah  for  the  Bishops,  hurrah !  hurrah ! 
"  A  week  of  work  and  a  Sabbath  of  play 
"  Make  the  poor  man's  life  nm  merry  away." 

To  Andy,  who  doesn't  much  deal  in  history. 

This  Sunday  scene  was  a  downright  mystery ; 

And  God  knows  where  might  have  ended  the  joke. 

But,  in  trying  to  stop  the  fiddles,  he  woke. 

And  the  odd  thing  is  (as  the  rumor  goes) 

That  since  that  dream — ^which,  one  would  suppose, 

end  of  divine  service  they  should  not  be  disturbed,  letted,  or 
discouraged  fton/  any  lawftil  leoeaticms,  such  as  daaelng, 
either  of  men  or  women,  archery  for  men,  leaping,  vaultinf, 
or  any  such  harmless  sscreatlons,  nor  having  of  May-gasMs, 
Whitsua-ales,  or  Morris-dances,  or  setting  up  of  May>poles 
or  other  sports  therewith  used,"  ttc 


IsTvii  umre  tli«ti  c^^r,  *enlii«t  1 
IJf^  tia«  iri«iw'd  thiugi  quite  wtlJi  4 

iAkif  Vhwir*  i^ad  lib  Iltidicifi*!  iIm  9ptFiiiig  Via^^ 
U  dl  lor  Chn^uaiv  i>S:fii<$  in  twni> 

N«y»  uUti  ftl  g«ttia|f  ArohMMPp  H— I— j 

To  brtiiff  in  m  Bll],  «nuttef  (fc>i7» 

Thai  alt  f^Md  rm^tnOM,  ten  Iftii  iatt^ 

Mmjt  frrrty  anil  UmUlSBf,  ilCJilli, 

Of  m  Suiiilay  fv«t  thtk  ^lirttfl  moody » 

WlUi  Jack  »  tto  StciWi  or  Pimoai  ud  Jttdy. 

^     I 


A  BLUE  LOVE^SOKG 


Cvmm  wtrd  wtib  mif»  ttid  wft  vrHl  wntts 

My  Blue  of  Bta^*  from  mom  till  night. 

Cbufid  fivtti  Ejur  r1a)«ic  wmiU  ah^ili  Ik? 

All  thmie;liU  af  ^ulji^ar  progmy  | 

And  tKoti  ihaJt  WoJk  through  Rmiling  rowi 

Orcliubby  duod@«ifiioiir 

W'hJlft  It  to  match  thy  prodoct*  iie«r]y» 

Sh&U  Ib'in  cif  a  quarto  yearly. 

*!%  tnifT  ^v*[i  boolu  ealAil  ^mt  trouhli  | 

Rut  lirr  prodiiPtioiii  g\v^  one  double 

Corrt^ctiiig  chifdfen  is  auch  bolher,— 

Wliilt^  printi?™'  dei*il»  compel  the  other. 

JiLft  tJiinki  my  own  MaSthusitan  dt^aTj 

tJa^r  much  niurc  decent  *ti*  to  henr 

From  nmlo  or  female^— Hi  it  may  b<^ — 

"  liciw  ia  jour  book?"  than  *'  Hejw*^  your  baby?" 

Andi  wheretut  ptiy^^jc  and  wet  uuraes 

Do  much  pxh^u^  patomal  punea, 

Our  books,  jf  rickety,  may  p) 

And  ba  well  dr>'-nuf»ed  in  the  Row  ; 

Andt  wli^n  G^d  willi  to  t&ks  them  hencat 

AitJ  biiriod  at  the  Rvw^t  vxpenK, 

B<«JdM  {an  *tia  well  proved  by  Ihea, 
In  lliy  owu  Works,  voL  93.) 
The  march t  jii^it  now,  of  fH>[»ulatiOil 
So  mud  I  out^trij>i  :ill  meKlemtioUt 
That  even  proliijc  btTriug^sboals 
Ke^p  pace  not  n^ilb  otij"  oiriiig  soulk 

i  9e«  "  Elian  ur  GnrvctndK"— iMnirvelwh  btlnp  a   (tlnrw 
wliiJiv  tbenj  was  n  Urije  hrrrhiff  IsUpiy,  but  wlieiv,  nt  w« 


Oil  ^  piarf  prv^i4f  an 
To  iltck  to  wnliag  bo« 
And  iJiow  tbo  vodd  li 
Clou  coatMCft,  lik»  tmi 
(Slxvp^iti,  ar  eaii;  «f 
I#it^r'd  at  lark,  mad  i 
Fandly  ai  0»t  ibe  bine 
With  natiglil  btst-^l^ 


SOKDAT 


PtTU-r  proSl^e  LondoDci 
That  the  De'UV  got  I 

We  ha*  ■eat  ye  m  nxNi  w1 
A  chtcl  0*  our  mn,  th*l  tli 
WUI   be  glud  to   k^e 
Aguew. 

SOf  at  kast,  yc  may  reel 
Jn  ilka  lati^  i^'eek  ye*U 

As  Auld  Nick  J  do  him 
squire, 

An*  would  aoonrf  ^e  roa 
Tli^Q  pass  a  liale  Suae 

For,  blesH  the  gude  mon, 

Ilo'd  na  hi  a  cat  on  tb 

Nae  blnlie  inaun  whistle, 

An'  Phrribiis  bbuiscl  could 

As  hf^'d  Hud  a  new  Joa 

Only  hetirj  in  your  Senate 

**  AVae,  wae  to  a*  slnne 

ir  Wae,  wue  lo  u  eulera  o 

"  For  as  lurcly  a^in  ihal 

"  In  judgment  a^iaety 

Ye  may  Ibiak,  from  a*  tlli 
To  CEi*  oVr  the  coals  yt 
Tli.^t    Lheir    drives,  o*  a 

clad 
Tiko  SliLiwmcn,  b^'fiind  *i 
BiLid — 
Biit  h^'ii  iiitc  iiic  n  aoodj 


nra  Itilii  Ity  the  nnUii^r, 
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If  Lairds  m'  fine  Ladies,  on  Sunday,  think  right 

To  gang  to  the  deevil — ^as  maist  o'  em  do- 
To  stop  tliem  our  Andie  would  think  na  polite ; 
And  'tis  odds  (if  the  chiel  could  get  ony  thing  bsr't) 
But  he'd  follow  'em,  boomg,^  would  Andrew 
Agnew 


AWFUL  EVENT. 

Yes,  W — ^nch — ^Is — a,  (I  tremble  while  I  pen  it,) 
W— nch— Is — a's  Earl  hath  cut  the  British  Senate^ 
Hath  said  to  England's  Peers,  in  accent  gruff*, 
"That    for  ye  all,"   [snapping  his  fingers,]    and 
exit,  m  a  huff! 

Disastrous  news ! — like  that,  of  old,  which  spread 
From  shore  to  shore,  **  our  mighty  Fan  is  dead," 
O'er  the  cross  benches  (cross  from  being  croos'd) 
Sounds  the  loud  wail, "  Our  W— nch— Is— a  is  lost !" 

Which  of  ye.  Lords,  that  heard  him,  can  forget 
The  deep  impression  of  that  awful  threat, 
"  I  quit  your  house ! !" — ^'midst  all  that  histories  tell, 
I  know  but  one  event  that's  parallel : — 

It  chanced  at  Drury  Lane,  one  Easter  night, 
When  the  gay  gods,  too  bless'd  to  be  polite, 
Gods  at  their  ease,  like  those  of  leam'd  Lucretius, 
Laugh'd,  whistled,  groan'd,  uproariously  facetious— 
A  welUdress'd  member  of  the  middle  gallery. 
Whose  "  ears  polite"  disdain'd  such  low  canaillerie. 
Rose  in  his  place — so  grand,  you'd  almost  swear 
Lord    W — ^nch — ^Is — a    himself     stood    towering 

there^ 
And  like  that  Lord  of  dignity  and  nous, 
Said,  "  Silence,  fellows,  or— I'll  leave  the  house ! !" 

lio^  brook'd  the  gods  this  speech  7    Ah  well-a-day, 
That  speech  so  fine  should  be  so  thrown  awav ! 
In  vain  did  this  mid-gallery  grandee 
Assert  his  own  two-shilling  dignity — 
In  vain  he  menaced  to  withdraw  the  ray 
Of  his  own  full-price  countenance  away— 

1  For  tho  "  gndo  effecU  and  aUlity  of  booing ,'  lee  the  Mam 
of  iJu  fTorld. 
s        Come,  Cloe,  and  give  me  sweet  kisses. 
For  sweeter  sore  never  girl  gave ; 
Bnt  why,  In  the  midst  of  my  blisses, 
Do  yon  ask  me  how  nutny  Fd  have  t 
*        For  whilst  I  love  thee  above  measure, 
To  nombers  Fii  ne'er  be  confined. 


Fun  against  Dignity  is  fearful  odds. 
And  as  the  Lords  laugh  noto,  so  giggled  then  the 
gods! 


TIIE  NUMBERING  OF  THE  CLERGY 

rARODT  ON  SIR  CHARLES  HAN.  WILLIAMs's 
FAMOnS  DDK, 

'  COMB,  CLOB,  ASm  OIVB  KB  SWBKT  XIS8B8.** 

'*  We  want  mora  Churches  and  more  Clemmien.** 

Bishop  of  LonJ0ii*§  laU  Ckargo, 
**  Rectonun  nomenmi,  terris  perenntibos,  angent** 

Gandiau  in  Eutrof. 

Come,  give  us  more  livings  and  Rectors, 

For,  richer  no  realm  ever  gave ; 
But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors, 

Do  ye  ask  us  how  many  we  crave  7* 

Oh,  there  can't  be  too  many  rich  Livings 

For  souls  of  the  Pluralist  kind, 
Who,  despising  old  Cocker's  misgivings, 

To  numbers  can  ne'er  be  confined.' 

Count  the  cormorants  hovering  aboutt* 

At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  m, 
When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 

Are  preparing  their  beaks  to  begin. 

Count  the  rooks  that,  in  clerical  dresses, 
Flock  round  when  the  harvest's  m  play, 

And,  not  minding  the  fanner's  distresses, 
Like  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

Go,  number  the  locusts  m  heaven,* 
On  their  way  to  some  titheable  shore ; 

And  when  so  many  Fareons  you've  given, 
We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  ye 

Must  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment. 
For  the  wretch  who  could  number  the  Clergy, 

With  few  will  be  ever  content* 


Count  the  bees  that  on  Bybla  are  playing, 

Coant  the  flowers  tlaat  enamel  its  fields, . 
Count  the  flocks,  «x. 

Go  number  the  stars  in  the  heaven, 
Coant  how  many  sands  on  the  shore ; 

When  so  many  kisses  you've  given, 
I  stUI  shall  be  craving  Ua  man. 

But  the  wretch  who  ean  number  his  kisses, 
With  few  will  be  ever  content 
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A  SAD  CASE, 


tW^'ma  1*  la  be  Id 


wfmm  il  whkh  ihlM  rtMm 


How  Md  a  r^Min  t^juni  tliiiik  vi  It-* 
If  G— {^n  jimiar  •hotiJd  bn  bit 

ThiiMi^i  CriULLii'i  tidUp  at  Imp!  himI  foatniiig, 
And  wail  llifti  avji^t,  iijfrq  fifnUbed 

l^r  how  ihm  ti  110111*  t^uc^  cadt^il  Ln« 

M^it  ip^cd  a&d  £&||^  tJaiuUig^  kith  9ttd  kin* 


H*  Oiia  Mi  O— lb— n,  fairiy  bit, 
Mifht  «fiil  In  mmUeDia^  the  wUofo  kMt 
Till*  »li,  yf  |T3d»,  wr'd  b«T«  to  rue 
Out  a-4b--B  MQior  Mttta  Um  ; 
tW  HfolinfDhpliote  ID  tb(»»  vv^mt. 
Wb«t«  T«i7  Hood  9m  n^  t«ipB } 
Aad  thai  d)e«r  nua^  wba 

Mictit,t«liili4bfl 

Simakaiinith'«f| ^ 

Ajid  Hialu  poar  «««»  ^  wtx  C^f^<* 
T»  Mnpef>wcisb»y  t»  r*Mb  Bmtwk  * 

Jus*  ftuicj  wLiM  a  thock  'twould  be 
Out  G— Jb— n  ui  bii  &U  to  «*, 
Teuiaff  into  b  ihouMsd  ptflicles 
irii  once"  ro¥^  NLae  and  Thirty  Ank  k*  ; 
(Them  Ai^dtm  his  frieod»  the  Dake,* 

Odfmtt^  CBtli(«druliif  deADHj,  »nd  AUfCi^^^ 
Wi*hiJHf  th«t  rope*  mijrfit  hong  the  ritigeM— 
rp|tiii|t  tJjD  t:  I  lurch  with  bluphemien, 

Kvrii  wnrpH^  thuii  Pdinoij  IJ^*T — ri — y*fl  : • 

Aud  ripo  fur  Bi?Vfthii(f  Churcb  and  SCiitep 

I  If  I4i»  iliit  cliui  til'  Met)i(M)iKt« 
1*rinc*  WatfiKou  Mylo*  "  AUif^iiUi" 

IImI  ^Ib  lint  titiU'lr    lit  a  Miw»  litriM  paJ«, 
iuit  uW  Ibti  (111 rl H1 14  drt>|ii  »  vcilf 

l**^V***c^  ttml  «4UMllll  ti  — III— riW  II jj 


«^  <fe«  %%ku  i^  W^Wv^Mt,  wki}  iiiM  1141! iM  ihe  "  Anlclti 


A  l>E£AJf  01 


*'Ti«K  longer  one  lin^l] 

^Oid  I,  DO  oiffloitHp  ] 
Beumocd  wilh  Ihiokmf  a 
And  rv>ading  n  book,  b^  | 

Oa  the  h^h  Chiui^  I 
Bal^  loi  Ut  elnp,  nol  io^ 

When  Fuiey  ber  oh* 
And  I  fouDd  ttiirspir  brwi 

To  a  goodly  dty  is  Hi 
A  tltja  where  be,  vbo  di 

On  aught  bat  nce^  is  4 
Where  ibe^  mut  kine  at 

Andj  Bccorditiglj*— o^T 

"BntbowMtbkr  lira 
As  t  walk'd  that  dtj,  (m 
And  saw,  ia  every  mnM 

A  row  of  bftantifut  fatiic 
"  What  nieatw,  for  men  ^ 

"  Thii  grand  diajday  of 
la  TAta  Z  aok^d-^^twas  pi 
That  Bobody  diuvd  to  am 

Soi  on,  ^in  street  to  Btre 
And  ycm  can't  coneeito  h 
The  hatebera  Jook'd — ^  n 
laditined  in  ttalU^  with  i 
WHie  smie  oa  a  ^n^ A,  K 
And  the  Sucred  Cown  we 

SdH  poaed  to  tliiak,  wh^t 
Of  aineci£r&  trado  was  mt\ 
**  Aad,  pray/'  askM  I— « 1 
*^  The  eipeiiBo  of  this  stnu 
"  Th'  rxpriise  ' — oh ,  Ihat^ 
■Said  OOP  of  these  K-cn»fe< 
"  By  yoDder  rojcaily  rice-i 
**  What  i  iheyf  wlio  niiuti 

{And,  while  he  spoke ,  hs  1 
**  TJm»  ^ogu^B  mav  manch 
^  But  tiie  rog:aes  mtist  rtiJl 
**  Aiid,  depend  iipoD  it,  the 

"  Heretical  slolTlac^lB  tbt 
"  la  lo  bitnjcn  nil  ihat  won 

"  With  a  cosily  Me  I  r  1 

On  hearing  thcso  worik  m 
With  a  volloy  of  langfatt 

3  An  ifi4lurat1{:;nlj]^  scrJI'fMef  t 
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[  mydmnber  fled,  and  my  dream  was  qwd, 

1 1  fonnd  I  was  lying  snug  in  bed, 

i^ith  my  nose  in  the  Bishop  of  Fkenb's  book. 


THE  BRUNSWICK  CLUB. 

letter  having  been  addressed  to  a  very  dUtingoished  per- 
^,  requesting  him  to  becofoe  the  Patron  of  this  Orange 
,  a  polite  answer  was  forthwith  returned,  of  which  we 
been  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  a  copy. 

BrimtUnM-haU,  SefUmhtr  1, 18S8. 

^ate. — Lord  Belzebub  presents 

he  Brunswick  Club  his  compliments, 

much  regrets  to  say  that  he 
Qot,  at  present,  their  Patron  be^ 
:ating  this,  Lord  Belzebub 
ires,  on  his  honor,  the  Brunswick  Club, 
t  'tisn*t  from  any  lukewarm  lack 
eal  or  fire  he  thus  holds  back — 
ven  Lord  Codl^  himself  is  not 
the  Orange  party  more  red-hot : 
the  truth  is,  till  their  Club  affords 
mewhat  decenter  show  of  Lords, 
on  its  list  of  members  gets 
w  less  rubbishy  Baronets, 

Belzebub  must  beg  to  be 
ised  from  keeping  such  company. 

the  devil,  he  htunbly  begs  to  know, 
Lord  Gl — nd — ^ne,  and  Lord  D — nio  7 
ho,  with  a  grain  of  sense,  would  go 
t  and  be  bored  by  Lord  M — yo  7 
t  living  creature-^xc«j9<  hU  nurte-^ 
x)rd  M — ^ntc — sh — 1  cares  a  curse, 
inks  'twould  matter  if  Lord  M— sk — nj 

t'other  side  of  the  Stygian  ferry  7 
hes  there  a  man  in  Dublin  town, 
d  give  but  half  of  half-a-crown 
.ve  from  drowning  my  Lord  R — ^thd— ne, 
do  wouldn't  also  gladly  hustle  m 

R— d— n,  B— nd— n,  C— le,  and  J— o— 1—n  7 


>rt,  though,  from  his  tendereet  years, 
>tom'd  to  all  sorts  of  Peers, 
Belzebub  much  questions  whether 
er  yet  saw,  miz'd  together, 
^cre  in  one  capacious  tub, 
a  mess  of  noble  silly-bub 
d  twenty  Peers  of  the  Bnmswick  Clnb^ 
lerefore  impossible  that  Lord  B. 
stoop  to  such  society, 

I  Usually  written  "Cole.** 


Thmking,  he  owns,  (thoogfa  no  great  prig  J 

For  one  in  his  station  'twere  if^fra  dig. 

But  he  begs  to  propose,  in  the  interim, 

(Till  they  find  some  prop'rer  Peers  for  him,; 

His  Highness  of  C— -mb--d,  as  Sub, 

To  take  his  place  at  the  Brunswick  Clob— 

^fSS^t  meanwhile,  himself  to  dub 

Then*  obedient  servant,  Belzebub. 

It  luckily  happens,  the  R— y— J  Dnke 
Resembles  so  much,  in  air  and  look, 
The  head  of  the  Belzebub  family. 
That  few  can  any  di£ferenoe  see ; 
Whksh  makes  hun,  of  ooone,  the  better  suit 
To  serve  as  Lord  B.'s  snbstitnte. 


/ 
PROPOSALS  FOR  A  GYN-fiCOCRACY. 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  LATE  RADICAL  MEBTDfO. 

"  Quas  Ipsa  deens  sibi  dia  Camilla 

Delegit  pacisque  bonas  belliqua  ministnui.*'       Vniani. 

As  Whig  Reform  has  had  its  range, 

And  none  of  us  are  yet  content. 
Suppose,  my  friends,  l^  way  of  change. 

We  try  a  Female  parliament ; 
And  since,  of  late,  with  he  M.  P.'s 
We've  fared  so  badly,  take  to  she'»— 
Petticoat  patriots,  flounced  John  Russells, 
Burdetts  in  hlonde,  and  Broughams  in  huetlee. 
The  plan  is  startlmg,  I  confeos— 
But  'tis  but  an  a&ir  of  dress ; 
Nor  see  I  much  there  is  to  choose 

'Twizt  Ladies  (so  they're  thorough  bred  ones) 
In  ribands  of  all  sorts  of  hues. 

Or  Lords  in  only  blue  or  red  ones. 

At  least,  the  fiddlers  will  be  winners. 

Whatever  other  trade  advances ; 
As  then,  instead  of  Cabinet  dumers,  » 

We'll  have,  at  Ahnack's,  Cabinet  dances ; 
Nor  let  this  worid's  important  questions 
Depend  on  IfinisterB'  digestbns. 

If  Ude's  receipts  have  done  things  ill, 

To  Wdppert's  band  they  may  go  better ; 
There's  Lady  •  •,  m  one  quadrille. 

Would  settle  Europe,  if  you'd  let  her: 
And  who  the  deuce  or  asks,  or  cares. 

When  Whigs  or  Tories  have  undone  'em, 
Whether  they've  danced  through  State  a&in, 

Or  simply,  dully,  din€d  upon  'em  T 
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Hurrah  then  for  the  Petticoats ! 

To  them  we  pledge  our  free-born  Yotes ; 

WeMl  have  aU  tA<,  and  only  »he — 

Pert  blues  shall  act  as  **  best  debateis," 
Old  dowageiB  oar  Bishops  be. 

And  termagants  our  Agitators. 

If  Vestris,  to  oblige  the  nation, 

Her  own  Olympus  will  abandon, 
And  help  to  prop  th'  Administration, 

It  ean*t  have  better  legs  to  stand  on. 
The  famed  Macaulay  (Miss)  shall  show. 

Each  evening,  forth  in  learned  oration ; 
Shall  move  (midst  general  cries  of  "  Oh !") 

For  full  returns  of  population : 
And,  finally,  to  crown  the  whole, 
The  Princess  Olive,*  Royal  soul, 
Shall  from  her  bower  in  Banco  Regis, 
Descend,  to  bless  her  faithful  lieges. 
And,  'mid  our  Union's  loyal  chorus, 
Reign  joUily  forever  o*er  us. 


TO  THE  EDITOR  OP  THE  •    *    *. 


Blr, 


Having  heard  some  nunon  respecting  the  strange  and 
awAil  visitation  under  which  Lord  H— nl— y  has  for  some 
time  past  been  suffering,  In  conseqnence  of  his  declared  hos- 
tility to  "anthems,  solos,  daets/*i  Ace,  I  took  the  lilierty  of 
making  Inqniries  at  his  Lordship*s  house  this  morning,  and 
lose  no  time  In  transmitting  to  yoa  such  particulars  as  I  could 
collect.  It  is  said  that  the  screams  of  his  Lordship,  under 
the  operation  of  this  nightly  concert,  (which  Is,  no  doubt, 
some  trick  of  the  Radicals,)  may  be  heard  all  over  the  neigh- 
borhood. The  female  who  personates  St.  Cecilia  is  supposed 
to  be  the  same  that,  last  year,  appeared  in  the  character  of 
Isis,  at  the  Rotunda.  How  the  cherubs  are  managed,  I  have 
not  yet  ascertained.  Tours,  &c 

PJP. 

LORD  H— NL-Y  AND  ST.  CECILIA. 

in  Metil  descendat  indices  aures.         Horat. 

As  snug  in  his  bed  Lord  H — nl — y  lay. 

Revolving  much  his  own  renown, 
And  hoping  to  add  thereto  a  ray. 

By  putting  duets  and  anthems  down. 

Sudden  a  strain  of  choral  sounds 
Melliflious  o'er  his  senses  stole ; 

A  personage,  so  styling  herself,  who  attained  consider- 
able notoriety  at  that  period. 

*  In  a  work  on  Church  Reform,  published  by  his  Lotd- 
shlp  in  1833. 


Whereat  the  Reformer  mnttar^d,  **  Zomd 
For  he  loathed  sweet  mnaio  with  aU  hi 

Then,  starting  up,  he  saw  a  ngfat 
That  well  might  shock  00  leam'd  a  m 

Samt  Cecilia,  robed  in  light. 
With  a  portable  organ  ainng  before  ha 

And  round  were  Cherubs,  on  rainbow  wii 
Who,  bis  Lordship  fear'd,  migfat  tire  of 

So  begg'd  they'd  8it~-bat  ah  !  poor  thingi 
They'd,  none  of  them,  got  the  me 


"  Havmg  heard,"  said  the  Saint,  **  yon* 
hymns, 

"  And' indeed,  that  mneical  snore  betra 
"  Myself,  and  my  choir  of  c;  embims, 

"  Are  come,  for  a  while,  to  serenade  y 

In  vain  did  the  horrified  H — nl — ^y  say 
"  'Twas  aU  a  mistake"— «  she  was  mi 

And  pomt  to  a  concert  over  the  way. 
Where  fiddlers  and  angels  were  expect 

In  vain — the  Samt  could  see  in  his  loolcs 
(She  civilly  said)  much  tuneful  lore ; 

So,  at  once,  all  open*d  their  music-booki, 
And  herself  and  her  Chembs  set  ofiT  at 

AU  night  duets,  terzets,  qnartets. 
Nay,  long  quintets  most  dire  to  hear ; 

Ay,  and  old  motets,  and  canzonets, 
And  glees,  in  sets,  kept  boring  his  ear. 

He  tried  to  sleep — ^but  it  wouldn't  do  • 
So  loud  they  squaird,  he  must  attend  t 

Though  Cherubs'  songs,  to  his  cost  he  kni 
Were  Uke  themselves,  and  had  no  end 

Oh  judgment  dire  on  judges  bold. 
Who  meddle  with  music's  sacred  stauju 

Judge  Midas  tried  the  same  of  old. 

And  was  punish'd,  like  H — ^nl — ^y,  for  h 

But  worse  on  the  modem  judge,  alas ! 

Is  the  sentence  launch'd  from  ApoUo's  t 
For  Midas  was  given  the  ears  of  an  as, 

While  H— nl— y  is  doom'd  to  keep  his  c 


•  •*  Asseyes-vous,  met  en&ns."— "  n  B*y  a  pu 
nxm  Seigneur." 
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ADVEETISEMENT* 

Mmcra  or  lost,  last  Sunday  night, 
A  Waterloo  coin,  whereon  was  traced 

Til'  mscription,  <*  Courage !"  in  letters  bright. 
Though  a  little  by  mst  of  years  defaced. 

The  metal  thereof  is  rough  and  hard. 
And  ('tis  thought  of  late)  mix'd  up  with 

Bot  it  bears  the  stamp  of  Fame's  award. 
And  through  all  Posterity's  handi  will  pass. 

How  it  was  lost,  God  only  knows, 
But  certain  City  thieres,  they  say. 

Broke  in  on  the  owner's  evening  dene, 
And  fikh'd  this  «  gift  of  gods"  away! 

One  ne'er  coold,  of  course,  the  Cits  suspect. 
If  we  hadn't,  that  evening,  chanced  to  see, 

At  the  robb'd  man's  door,  a  Mare  elect. 
With  an  ass  to  keep  her  company. 

Whosoe'er  of  this  lost  treasure  knows. 
Is  begg'd  to  state  all  facts  about  it. 

As  the  owner  can't  well  face  his  foes. 
Nor  even  his  friends,  just  now,  without  it 

And  if  Sir  Clod  will  bring  it  back. 
Like  a  trusty  Baronet,  wise  and  able, 

lie  shall  have  a  ride  on  the  whitest  hack* 
That's  left  m  old  King  George's  stable. 


1830. 


MISSING. 


Cariton  Tenmee,  18B. 
WHEMAS,Lonl»»»*»»de  »»»»»• 

Left  his  home  last  Saturday, 

And,  tb  mgh  inquired  for,  round  and  round. 

Through  certain  purlieus,  can't  be  found ; 

And  whereas,  none  can  solve  our  queries 

As  to  where  this  virtuous  Peer  is. 

Notice  is  hereby  given  that  all 

May  forthwith  to  inquiring  fall. 


1  Written  at  that  memorable  erisU  when  a  dUtlnfiiishad 
Dake,  then  Prime  Minister,  actinf  under  the  Inspirations  of 
Bit  a— d~s  H— nt— r  and  other  City  worthies,  advised  his 
Majesty  to  glre  up  his  annooneed  Intentkm  of  dlnlaf  with 
the  Lord  Mayor. 

•  Among  other  remarkable  attrlbntes  by  wUeh  8lr 
d-d— «  dlsUncobhed  himself,  the  dasslhig  whllsMes  of 
kis  favorite  steed  was  not  the  least  eonspieaow. 

*  In  the  Government  of  Perm. 


As,  once  the  thing's  well  set  about. 
No  doubt  but  we  shall  hunt  him  out 

His  Lordship's  mind,  of  late,  they  say, 

Hath  been  in  an  uneasy  way. 

Himself  and  colleagues  not  being  let 

To  climb  mto  the  Cabinet, 

To  settle  England's  state  affkin, 

Hath  much,  it  seems,  unsettled  thefas ; 

And  chief  to  this  stray  Plenipo 

Hath  been  a  most  distressing  Mow. 

Already,— certain  to  receive  a 

Well-paid  missioQ  to  the  Neva, 

And  be  the  bearer  of  kind  words 

To  tyrant  Nick  from  Tory  Lords, — 

To  fit  himself  for  free  discussion. 

His  Lordship  had  been  learning  Rosnan ; 

And  all  so  natural  to  him  were 

The  accents  of  the  Northern  bear. 

That,  while  his  tones  were  in  your  ear,  yon 

Might  swear  you  were  in  sweet  Siberia. 

And  stOl,  poor  Peer,  to  old  and  young. 

He  goes  on  raving  m  that  tongue ; 

Tells  you  how  much  you  would  enjoy  a 

Trip  to  Dalnodoubrowskoya ;' 

Talks  of  such  places,  by  the  score,  on 

As  Oulisfflirmchinagoboron,* 

And  swears  (for  he  at  nothing  sticks) 

That  Russia  swarms  with  Raskol-nilEa 

Though  one  such  Nick,  €iod  knows,  muU  ^9 

A  more  than  ample  quantity. 

Such  are  the  maiks  by  which  to  know 
This  stray'd  or  stolen  Plenipo ; 
And  whosoever  brings  or  sends 
The  tmhappy  statesman  to  his  friends, 
On  Cariton  Terrace,  shall  have  thanks. 
And — any  paper  but  the  Bank's. 

P.  Sd — Some  think,  the  disi^^arance 
Of  this  our  diplomatic  Peer  hence 
Is  for  the  puipose  of  reviewmg. 
In  pereon^  what  dear  Mig  is  domg, 
Sc  as  to  'scape  all  tell-tale  letters 
'Bou.  Bad,  and  such  abettors, — 
The  only  **  wretches"  for  whose  aid* 
Letters  seem  not  to  have  been  made. 


*  Territory  beloaglnf  to  the  mines  of  KoUvaBO-Koadtret- 

*  The  name  of  a  reUgloas  sect  In  Russia.  "Hezlsteea 
Rossle  plnslenrs  sectes ;  la  pins  Bombrense  est  eeUe  dee 
Raskol-nlks,  on  Tral-eroyaats.**— Oamba,  F«yve  deiu  /• 

•**  Beavea  first  taoght  letters  fbr  some  irTeteh*s  aSd.** 


twB  li«l  HX:^  ft 

Bx  «a  «| 

TiNIb* 


^  *  f  *  ,-*  *  . 


rji«i 


r  la  bad  I  %  Urt  n%lil^ 
WliJcK  CMii  lwuf«d)  to  my  ddig^i^- 
I  bappeuM  la  im^  olT  jiwt  »  I  i^rf  to 
'Hip  uttiijubf  facl  whicb  famii  my  motlo. 
Only  tiiink,  ttKri;^!  I«  ■■  1  dcrxMl  aw«y. 
Of  a  party  of  C|&«iiGfcaMa  dftUciQg  tUe  tifty  ! 
Clfltkst  ctu^lat,  nod  ree(«i|  capering  til], 
Willi  a  Dirat-^legf^d  Bishop  to  ap^it  lli«  baJl  £ 

8caitc«  hsd  my  eyelUJa  time  tA  close  * 
When  the  ic^ae  1  had  fancied  httotn  iua 
An  Epocopat  Hop»  on  a  acale  «>  gmid 
Ai  my  diiKz]«l  eyes  cquU  bafdly  ^oiL 
For^  Bfitain  nfld  Erin  clubb*d  lh«ir  Sew 
To  niaka  it  a  DuiG«  of  Di^tie«r 
And  I  raw — oh  brl^htrAt  of  Church  eTcntt  I 
A  quadrille  of  thts  two  fjtitaMishinctile} 
BkJjop  lo  Bifl}iop  ru-a^riM, 
Footing  away  ptodigionsly. 

Th^ro  WfW  DrifftoL  capering  up  to  0erry, 

Aiid  Cork  with  I/indoii  m^itig  m^rry  ; 

WNIr^  hu^n  l^a.^tf\i^(T,  with  a  Scfi^  bo  so, 

Wm  to  di^ar  old  Uubliji  pointing  bis  top. 

71 1  Mr*  wrm  Cbonl^^r,  hatcli'd  by  womnn^e  amilo, 

r^rfonninij  a  chain f  tttt  Damrt  in  ptylo  ; 

Whiln  li"*  wboj  whoiJoVr  tho  Lonla*  IIou^  datta, 

("uu  t^ukr^ii  tbcni  up  by  ciring  Moe^/ 

Thp  i*oTlly  Tuam  was  nil  in  a  hvirry 

To  wptj  fit  arunf,  to  CajitDrbLifj% 

M«^an  while,  wlule  pamphlets  etufF'd  his  pockets^ 
(.\11  out  of  date,  like  epent  sky- rtJcUo Is,) 

^  tVrUtcu  (la  tho  puMlfijt  tyf  th(j  mrnioTTihlc*  PUI,  In  ibc 
yenr  ]C3J,  Tor  Lha  dIxiIIUoei  often  Ii1-<th  DI:<:ho]iricii. 

*  l.tlpmtly,  ru^t  Dnnrcn. 

'  '*  AinJ  wUm  dsjc*  M'lSPi  nay  1'*— One  nf  (ho  ejo^uli^llnnt 
nilb  tt'^Jch  IhJii  (?ir>in«ii(  prclniQ  rnUvfnpd  liii  ruinuiii 
■[icwcb  tia  the  Ca  dial  in  qupittan. 


Bttt  alM,  ala«  !  wbik  I 
Thaw  xvmvnd  ilaiL:«tx 
NerPaolbinMlfitHA 

nrnm  n|iMitoiii)> 

Then  fAllws^d  «  fM« 
A  ahadow,  which  cun 
Hiat  ei«  ooe  coald  ift) 
Andf  lo,  when  tlie  acisi 
Ton  of  the  dmncen  hM 
Ted  aMe-bodJed  qnairi 
Fnmi  tha  baiow'd  floo 
Whtta  tweke  wu  all  t 
On  the  hl^  aide  of  thi 

Nor  Ihii  the  wotvl  :-^ 
Bat  the  poinp  waa  iadt 
And  Again,  from  time  I 
IIL-omEn'd  daikneiB  roi 
WfaiJe  Btillf  as  the  ^gfaj 
Their  raula  looked  1;^ 
Til]  ah  :  at  lost  there  ^ 
Just  BishopG  CQOUg^h  fa 
And  wJien  I  awoke,  in 
I  lefL  the  la«t  holy  paif 

N.  B.^ — A§  ladies  in  ye 
Have  tJio  happiest  kiu 
I  ahall  lea?o  to  my  nm 
Of  Qm  Standard  to  w 


DICE 

Or  ranous  Bcraps  an 
BoTTowM  alike  frti 

*  A  defl^fiplSnti  t)f  thtf  ai 
be  iitofttl  to  feitTir?  perfcini 
csi  compoi^  4c  Atvi  moai 
f  Qtitpr  tar  nn  pk'd,  ct  b4  tH 
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Dick's  mind  was  like  a  patchwoik  quilt, 
Made  ap  of  new,  old,  motley  bit»— 

Where,  if  the  Co,  call'd  in  their  ihares, 
If  petticoats  their  quota  got. 

And  gowns  were  all  refunded  theirs. 
The  quilt  would  look  but  shy,  God  wot 

And  thus  he  still,  new  plagiaries  seeking, 

Reyexsed  ventriloquism's  trick. 
For,  'stead  of  Dick  through  others  speaking, 

'Twas  others  we  heard  speak  through  Dick. 
A  Tory  now,  all  bounds  exceeding. 

Now  best  of  Whigs,  now  worst  of  rats ; 
One  day,  with  Malthus,  foe  to  breeding, 

The  next,  with  Sadler,  all  for  brats. 

Poor  Dick ! — and  how  else  could  it  be  ? 

With  notions  all  at  random  caught, 
A  sort  of  mental  fricassee. 

Made  up  of  legs  and  wings  of  thought^ 
The  leavings  of  the  last  Debate,  or 

A  dinner,  yesterday,  of  wits. 
Where  Dick  sat  by,  and,  like  a  waiter. 

Had  the  scraps  for  perquisites. 


A  CORRECTED  REPORT  OF  SOME  LATE 
SPEECHES. 


**  Then  I  beard  one  saint  speaking,  and  another  saint  said 
anto  that  saint** 

1834. 
St.  S— jccl — R  rose  and  declared  in  sooth, 
That  he  wouldn't  give  sixpence  to  Maynooth. 
He  had  hated  priests  the  whole  of  his  life. 
For  a  pc»t  was  a  man  who  had  no  wife,^ 
And,  having  no  wife,  the  Church  was  his  mother, 
The  Church  was  his  father,  sister,  and  brother. 
This  being  the  case,  he  was  sorry  to  say. 
That  a  gulf  'twixt  Papist  and  Protestant  lay,' 
So  deep  and  wide,  scarce  possible  was  it 
To  say  even  "  how  d*yo  do  ?**  across  it : 

1  **  lie  objected  to  the  malmenance  and  edacatlon  of  a 
clergy  bound  kf  the  partieuitr  vm9«  of  etlHacff  wkdek^  m»  it 
•ere,  gmvo  tktm  the  ekwrck  as  tJuir  anJf  fawUlf,  wuking  UJUl 
IktpUeoo  offotker  rnnd  moUur  im^ArtfOcr.**— Debate  on  the 
Oiant  to  Maynooth  College,  T%t  7V«m,  April  19. 

« **  It  had  always  appeared  to  bim  that  Mwsen  tko  GsOtfic 
sai  PrvCMtaxt  a  grtat  grdf  intervened,  which  rendered  it 
{■possible,**  «M. 

***Tbe  Baptist  might  acceptably  extend  the  oOces  of 
lellglon  to  the  Presl  vterian  and  the  Independent,  or  the 


And  though  your  Liberals,  nhnble  as  fleas. 

Could  clear  such  gulfs  with  perfect  ease, 

Twas  a  jump  that  naught  on  earth  could  make 

Your  proper,  heavy-built  Christian  take. 

No,  no, — if  a  Dance  of  Sects  mu»i  be. 

He  would  nt  to  the  Baptist  willingly,' 

At  the  Independent  deign  to  smirk. 

And  rigadoon  with  old  Mother  Kuk ; 

Nay  eve^  for  once,  if  needs  must  be. 

He'd  take  hands  round  with  all  the  three ; 

But,  as  to  a  jig  with  Popery,  no,— 

To  the  Harlot  ne'er  would  he  point  his  toe. 


St  M — n    d    v—le  was  the  next  that  xow,— 

A  Saint  who  round,  as  pedler,  goes. 

With  his  pack  of  piety  and  prose, 

Heavy  and  hot  enough,  God  knows, — 

And  he  said  that  Papists  were  much  inclined 

T\>  extirpate  all  of  Ph)testant  kind. 

Which  he  couldn't,  in  truth,  so  much  condemn, 

Having  mther  a  wish  to  extirpate  tkem; 

That  is, — to  guard  agamst  mistake, — 

To  extirpate  them  for  their  doctrine's  sake ; 

A  distinction  Churchmen  always  make, — 

Insomuch  that,  when  they've  prime  control. 

Though  sometimes  roasting  heretics  whole. 

They  but  cook  the  body  for  sake  of  the  souL 

Next  jmnp'd  St  J — ^hnst — ^n  jollily  forth. 
The  spiritual  Dogberry  of  the  North,^ 
A  right  "  wise  fellow,  and,  what's  more. 
An  officer,'"  like  his  type  of  yore  ; 
And  he  ask'd,  if  we  grant  such  toleration. 
Pray,  what's  the  use  of  our  Reformation  f* 
What  is  the  use  of  our  Church  and  State  7 
Our  Bishops,  Articles,  Tithe,  and  Rate? 
And,  still  as  he  yell'd  out  *<  what's  the  i»e  T 
Old  Echoes,  fiom  their  cells  recluse 
Where  they'd  for  centuries  slept,  broke  looset 
Yelling  responsive,  «  WAaf «  iU  use  ?" 


member  of  the  Church  of  England  to  any  of  the  other  three; 
bat  the  Catholic,**  «m. 

« **Coald  he  thr^  holding  as  he  did  a  spMtaal  oilee  hi 
the  Church  of  Seotiand,  (cries  of  hear,  and  laoghter,)  with 
any  consistency  give  his  consent  to  a  grant  irf*  money  1**  lU. 

*  ''I  am  a  wise  fellow,  and.  which  is  more,  aa  oOcer.** 
JHA  JI4»  out  JfotUng, 

•  "What,  he  asked,  was  the  use  of  the  BeftvmaUoaY 
What  was  the  use  of  the  Articles  of  the  Chareh  of  Eoglaad, 
or  of  the  Chareh  of  Scotland  r*  lU. 


^WiBI 

I^H 
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MQEAL  FOSmOH& 

THE  MAD  TOa 

A  iwrn^M. 

*'  H'j  UinUhj|i  fAiil  thM  tt  twk  i  tnni  tinw  ^r  &  mvi 

■«! 

fmXlkm  la  dml  id  way  «<f^:M  1^  AEl««tte,    Rb  fVM  fwy 

•OOT  Owil  to  Tf^jt  ^q  *>w  »  laafc"  ll»j    Hiiii  tf^ 

•"■— 

Lort  ItaAtr  wi  Wu4  w  CUfostel  itoVfCf,  Itaiii  H 

TcrruEK  dighti  ftA«r  hpah&f  Letd  Dtidt«y*i  ^rmticm, 

"Though   all  the  |h 

(A  Urftl  1hatc«Mi«P  one*  a^ytw  a«  MnjrslBy  doe*,) 

fafl. 

1  dn«H)l  Ih&t  1  •&«-— ^whal  «  «tnagi^  op&nitkiii! 

"  Tboagh  ChoTero* 

A  "  monl  pwtira"  ayiy'd  df  Tor  EUrUdbn. 

*ni»  whole  B«tich  ef  BUio|m  AooI  lij  ui  gnvo  tl'- 

«<  L«M  hope  id  the 

titiidffl, 

u>l 

^ciuRg  tb«  «rtklii  lidy  uid  nest  ^— 

Aj  Umv  Sif^fMiecii  ktitfWt  ttiaE  ia*oatli«riy  UUiQd«« 

•'  Ni> — ^ib  coaikiig,  'tJB 

"  nionl  |wd&iai"  ilpn't  k«cp  rcry  »we«t 

<He<d,  heed  not, 
flattf  t3 ; 

Tb^FO  wv  B — ^tb^-«t  on^ttgifig  Ui«  euiitom-Iiauae 

*'  ODfi  wbkk  frum  IboT 

ptm  I                                                  [PoutJng, 

**  Win  «ttle,  at  one 

Altdi  IP  [liBkid  tKe  fWO  pncko^  fmm.  iouslug  and 

ThH*  ilmKl  mv  Lunt  E|d-^a,  f^n^niuj^  U  *'  Glv«/' 

"  The  Eail-IndiA  Qt 

T^ioogh  ««  to  whiab  auk   otupuld  lie  uj>penQO«t, 

Fowen, 

doiaUui^^ 

(*'  Now    turned   mti 
Prolocolif— 

Tt)«  Mg^t  w«8,  hflwi^rert  stovrM  nf«  b  the  heitd  ; 

<'Ua*  lift!  yegodk,  b 

'Hi*  vriada  vireiv  polite,  uad  the  zeuhmi  lodk'd  rt»- 

*'Wm   knock,  n^ 

itiuitic,                                                    [rall'd. 

wbat-^'ye-caU* 

WUIb  o^"  in  tlw  g«)d  <hfp  "  The  Tmth"  «rv  wvn 

Wttli  iHjT  ftthical  cai^o^  ucniai  tlii*  AllAntk^ 

*^  ¥«■»  ntber  than  lit 
mock. 

*^  >I?et  pluaeis,  and 

Fof  ''  Tht  Truth/*  at  aU  time*  bi^  m  TOy  dow 

**  WhUe,  happy  in   v 

Rulcfr 

shock 

Bj  Ciieack,  noaf  u  mi^h  &»  bj  foes^  »  debf'd* 

"  That  ifhall  jerk  fro 

And  few  €OtiM  aboftid  her,  tfaoutgh  bo  m4ii]r  ^^ 

aad  RuaaeEL" 

te^ 

Thai  spok«  a  mad  La 

Ai  length  tale  &fnT«d»  !  w«at  thmi^  **  tare  uid 

Uis  wild  Tory  eye  t 

tfet/' 

DrlfTer'd  my  gocxk  in  the  prirDnt  eoiiditii>Q|^' 

gn^ed, 

And  ne^  morning  n  nd,  m  the  Bridg flown  Gastttej 

Much  hoped  that  lit 

"  ioBt  imvtd  by  *  The  Tmib/  ft  new  monl  pt>- 

met.                   ^ 

iititFBi" 

And  stiO^  aa  odd  d)ap 

"  Tba  Cafntain" — h«r«,  nUrlled  to  find  mpelf  auned 

Ela«,. 

Aj   "^the    Captain"— (a  thinf    which,  I  own  it 

'*Ha:  thpreit  isnoi 

With  pKLUt                                         [ashamed. 

^"Hl*    bis   fancy  witl 

I    throng    h/e    hawo    QVOiJt^df)     I    wokp — Wk*d 

tUa«! 

Toond  L  utf^n'l  a  capLoiui  imd  dozed  ofi'agiun. 

From  hia  owti  Tory 

1  Ed]p«9  ud  FOtDcti  hAT9b#vi]  iilwJip  look^tl  |a  Al  «n»t 

And  In  SUtim  nc  fiiiJ, 

«b*««Hs  ef  AiJinLe^tntiiiQi.  Tl3n«  TMllUtn,  ipoakSn^  of  th«  , 

^  Mutant  qi];£ 

|ilB«r  - 

<  S^,  for  i-ome  c^  tlLcae 

*'  With  fM  r  nr  rhanffi* 

ftr  thv  ^nr  JS33. 

PtrjileiJnj  nitmnrehir                                      , 

n 
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spy  a  bigr  body,  good  heay«$iis,  how  big ! 
)thcr   Bucky^   or  Taonu  I  cannot  well 
ly:— 

onder,  there's  Eld— n's  old  Chancery-wig, 
a  dusty  aphelion  fast  fading  away. 

mong  those  fatuous  meteors  behind, 
nd — nd — ry,  in  vacuo,  flaring  about ; — 
that  dim  double  star,  of  the  nebulous  kind, 
the   Gemini,   R — den   and  L — ^rt — ^n,   no 
oubt 

I— b'r— h !  'faith,  I  first  thought  'twas  the 
omet ; 

ke  that  in  Milton,  it  made  me  quite  pale ; 
ead  with  the  same  'horrid  hair'*  coming 
om  it, 
plenty  of  vapor,  but — ^where  ia  the  tail?" 

I,  up  aloft  jump'd  the  gazer  elated — 

),  his  bright  glass  a  phenomenon  show'd, 

he   took   to  be   C— mb — ^rl — d,  upwardt 

anslatcd, 

d  of  his  natural  course,  f  other  road  ! 

iwful  that  sight  for  a  spirit  so  shaken, — 

dropped    the    poor    Tory    in    fits    and 
rimaces,  [taken, 

f  to  the   Bedlam   in  Charles  Street  was 
I  now  one  of  Halford's  most  favorite  cases. 


OM  THE  HON.  HENRY  - 
TO  LADY  EMMA 


Paris,  March  30, 1833. 

me  explain,  my  dear  angry  Ma'amselle, 
ame  thus  to  bolt  without  saying  farewell ; 
truth  is, — as  truth  you  will  have,  my  sweet 
liler, — 

are  two  worthy  persons  I  always  feel  loath 
leave  of  at   starting, — ^my  mistress  and 
lilor, — 

nehow  one  always  has  scenes  with  them 
5th; 

)  in  ill-humor,  the  Syren  in  tears, 
illing  on  Heaven,  and  he  on  th'  attorney,— 
etimes,  in  short,  'twizt  his  duns  and  his 
?ar8, 

ing  gentleman  risks  being  stopp'd  in  his 
umey. 

—a  of  B— ck— m. 
"  And  Horn  his  horrid  hair 
iJhakes  pestilence  and  war.*' 


Bat,  to  come  to  the  pointy — though  you  thmk,  I 

daieny, 
Tha;  'tis  debt  or  the  Cholera  drives  me  away, 
'Pon   honor  you're  wrong;— «uch  a  mere   baga- 
teUe 
As  a  pestilence,  nobody,  now-a-days,  feaxs ; 
And  the  fact  is,  my  love,  I'm  thus  belting,  pell- 
mell, 
lo  get  out  of  the  way  of  these   horrid  new 
Peers;" 
This  deluge  of  coronets,  frightful  to  think  of. 
Which  England  is  now,  for  her  sins,  on  the  brink  qT; 
This  coinage  of  fio&2««,— coin'd,  all  of  'em,  badly, 
And  sure  to  bring  Counts  to  a  i^iscount  most  sadly. 

Only  think,  to  have  Lords  overrunning  the  nation. 
As  plenty  ts  frogs  in  a  Dutch  mundation ; 
No  shelter  from  Barons,  fh>m  Earls  no  protection, 
And  tadpole  young  Lords,  too,  m  every  direction^ — 
Things  created  m  haste,  just  to  make  a  Court  list 

of, 
Two  legs  and  a  coronet  all  they  consist  of! 
The  proi^ct's  quite  frightful,  and  what  Sir  Geoige 

R-«e 
(My  particultf  friend)  says  is  perfectly  true. 
That,  so  dire  the  alternative,  nobody  knows, 
'Twizt  the  Peers  and  the  Pestilence,  what  he's  to 

do; 
And  Sir  George  even  doubts, — could  he  choose  his 

disorder,^ 
'Twizt  coffin  and  coronet,  which  he  would  order 

This  being  the  case,  why,  I  thought,  my  dear  Emmm, 
'Twere  best  to  fight  shy  of  so  cursed  a  dilemma ; 
And  though  I  confess  myself  somewhat  a  villain, 

To've  left  idol  mio  without  an  addiot 
Console  your  sweet  heart,  and,  a  week  hence,  tnm 
Milan 

111  send  you — some  news  of  Bellini's  last  trio. 

N.  B. — Have  just  pack'd  up  my  travelling  set-oot, 

Thmgs  a  tourist  in  Italy  eanU  go  without — 

Viz.,  a  pair  of  gante  gras,  from  old  Houbigant's 

shop. 
Good  for  hands  that  the  air  of  Mont  Cenis  might 

chap. 
Small  presents  for  ladies, — and  nothing  so  wheedles 
The  creatures  abroad  as  your  golden-eyed  needles. 
A  neat  pocket  Horace,  by  which  folks  are  oozen'd 
To  think  one  knows  Latin,  when^ne,  perhaps, 

doesn't; 
With  some  little  book  about  heathen  mythology. 
Just  large  enough  to  refresh  ono's  theology ; 

*  A  new  creation  of  Peers  was  fenerally  expected  at  Uito 
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Nothing  on  earth  heing  half  such  a  hore  as 

Not  knowing  the    difference  'twizt  Virgins    and 

Floras. 
Once  more,  love,  farewell,  hest  regards  to  the  girls^ 
And  mind  you  beware  of  damp  feet  ani  new  Earls. 

Hbnrt. 


TRIUMPH  OF  BIGOTRY. 

"  Ck>LiKOB.-'We  announced,  in  our  lant,  that  Lefiroy  and 
Shaw  were  returned.  They  were  chaired  yesterday;  the 
Students  of  the  College  determined,  it  would  seem,  to  imi- 
tate the  mob  in  all  things,  harnessing  themselves  to  the  car, 
and  the  Mastem  of  Arts  bearing  Orange  flags  and  bludgeons 
before,  beside,  and  behind  the  car.'* 

«  Dublin  Evening  Post,  Dec.  20, 183S. 

At,  yoke  ye  to  the  bigots'  car, 

Ye  chosen  of  Alma  Mater's  scions ; — 
Fleet  chargers  drew  the  Giod  of  War, 

Great  Cybele  was  drawn  by  lions. 
And  Sylvan  Fan,  as  Poets  dream. 
Drove  four  young  panthers  in  his  Aam. 
Thus  classical  L — fr — ^y,  for  once,  is. 

Thus,  studious  of  a  like  turn-out. 
He  harnesses  young  sucking  dunces. 

To  draw  liim,  as  their  Chief,  about. 
And  let  the  world  a  picture  see 
Of  DulnesB  yoked  to  Bigotry : 
Showmg  us  how  young  College  hacks 
Can  pace  with  bigots  at  their  backs, 
As  though  the  cubs  were  bom  to  draw 
Such  luggage  as  L — fr — y  and  Sh — w. 

Oh  shade  of  Goldsmith,  shade  of  Swift, 

Bright  spirits  whom,  m  days  of  yore. 
This  Queen  of  Dulneas  sent  adrift. 

As  aliens  to  her  foggy  shore  ;* — 
Shade  of  our  glorious  Grattan,  too. 

Whose  very  name  her  shame  recalls ; 
Whose  effigy  her  bigot  crew 

Reversed  upon  their  monkish  walls,* — 
Bear  witness  (lest  the  world  should  doubt) 

To  your  mute  Mother's  dull  renown. 
Then  famous  but  for  Wit  tum'd  out, 

And  Eloquence  tum*d  upside  down  ; 
But  now  ordain'd  new  wreaths  to  win, 

Beyond  all  fame  of  former  days, 


1  See  the  lives  of  these  two  poets  for  the  circumstances 
under  which  they  left  Dublin  College. 

•  In  the  year  17t)9,  the  Board  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin, 
thought  proper,  as  a  mode  of  expressing  their  disapprobation 
of  Mr.  Orattan*s  public  conduct,  to  order  his  portrait,  in  the 


By  breakbg  thus  young  donkeys  m 
To  draw  M.  P.8,  amid  the  facays 
Alike  of  donkeys  and  M.  A.B ; — 

Defymg  Oxford  to  smpesB  'em 

In  this  new  "  Grados  a<{  ] 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  GULL 
LANGUAGE. 


Serif  tA  manet. 


m 


'TwAs  graved  on  the  Stone  of  Deatiny,* 
In  letters  four,  and  letters  three  ; 
And  ne'er  did  the  King  of  the  Gnlk  go  by 
But  those  awful  letters  scared  his  eye  ; 
For  he  knew  that  a  Prophet  Voice  had  nid, 
"  As  long  as  those  words  by  man  were  read, 
**  The  ancient  race  of  the  GaUs  should  ne'er 
"  One  hour  of  peace  or  plenty  share." 
But  years  on  years  successive  flew. 
And  the  letters  sUll  more  legiUe  giew»^- 
At  top,  a  T,  an  H,  an  E, 
And  underneath,  D.  E.  B.  T. 

Some  thought  them  Hebrew, — such  as  Jev^ 
More  skilled  in  Scrip  than  Scripture,  nae ; 
While  some  surmised  'twas  an  ancient  way 
Of  keepmg  accounts,  (well  known  in  the  ibj 
Of  the  famed  Didlerius  Jeremias, 
Who  had  thereto  a  wonderful  bias,) 
And  proved  m  books  most  learnedly  boring, 
'Twas  call'd  the  Voniiek  way  of  i 


Howe*er  this  be,  there  never  were  yet 

Sevon  letters  of  the  alphabet, 

That,  'twixt  them  form*d  so  grim  a  qpeO, 

Or  scared  a  Land  of  Gulls  so  well. 

As  did  this  awful  riddle-me-ree 

Of  T.H.E.  D.E.B.T. 

•  •  •  »  « 

Hark ! — it  is  struggling  Freedom's  cry ; 
"  Help,  help,  ye  nations,  or  I  die ; 
*<  *Tis  freedom's  fight,  and,  on  the  field 
"  Where  I  expire,  your  doom  is  seal'd.** 
The  Gull-King  hears  the  awakening  caD, 
He  hath  summoned  his  Peers  and  Patriots  aO, 


Great  Hall  of  the  University,  to  be  turned  upside  dow^ui 
In  this  posidoB  it  remained  for  some  time. 

•  LiafiUl,  or  the  Stone  of  Destiny, — lor  whleh,  leslVii* 
minster  Abbey 
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And  he  asks,  «  Ye  noble  Galls,  ifaan  we 

-  Stand  basely  by  at  the  fall  of  the  Free, 

<*  Nor  utter  a  curse,  nor  deal  a  blow  7" 

And  they  answer,  with  Yoice  of  thunder,  "  Na" 

Out  fly  their  flashing  swords  in  the  air ! — 
But, — ^why  do  they  rest  suspended  there?  ^ 
What  sudden  blight,  what  baleful  charm, 
Hath  chili'd  each  eye,  and  cbeck'd  each  annT 
Alas !  some  withering  hand  hath  thrown 
The  veil  from  off  that  fatal  stone. 
And  pointing  now,  with  saplesi  finger, 
Showeth  where  dark  those  letters  linger, — 
Letters  four,  and  letters  three, 
T.H.E.   D.E.B.T. 

At  sight  thereof,  each  lifted  brand 

Powerless  falls  from  every  hand ; 

In  vain  the  Patriot  knits  his  brow, — 

£t  fn  talk,  his  staple,  fails  him  now. 

In  yam  the  King  Uke  a  hero  treads. 

His  Lords  of  the  Treasury  shake  then:  heads ; 

And  to  all  his  talk  of  "  brave  and  free," 

No  answer  getteth  His  Majesty 

But"T.  H.E.  D.  RRT" 

In  short,  the  whole  Gull  nation  feels 
They're  fairly  spell-bound,  neck  and  heels ; 
And  so,  in  the  face  of  the  laughing  worid. 
Must  e'en  sit  down,  with  banners  furl'd. 
Adjourning  all  their  dreams  sublime 
Of  glory  and  war  to— some  other  time. 


NOTIONS  ON  REFORM. 

BT  ▲  MODERN  RIFORMXK. 

Of  all  the  misfbrtunes  au  yet  brought  to  pass 

By  this   comet-like   Bill,  with   its   long  tail  of 
speeches, 
The  saddest  and  worrt  is  the  schism  which,  alas ! 
It  has  caused  between  W— 4h    r    I's  waistcoat 
and  breeches. 

Some  symptoms  of  this  Anti-Union  propensity 
Had  oil  broken  out  in  that  quarter  before ; 

But  the  breach,  since  the  Bill,  has  attain'd  such  im- 
mensity, 
Daniel  hunself  could  have  scarce  wish*d  it  more. 


1  It  will  be  recollected  that  the  learned  fentlemtn  hioMeir 
boasted  one  night  in  the  House  of  CommoM,  of  havtag  sat 
In  the  very  chair  which  this  allegorical  lady  had  oeeu- 
ylad. 

•  Lacan's  deseripttoa  of  the  eflbeU  of  the  tripod  oo  the 


Oh !  haste  to  repahr  it,  ye  friends  of  good  order, 
Ye  Atw — ds  and  W — ^nns,  ere  the  moment  is  past ; 

Who  can  doubt  that  we  tread  upon  Anarchy's  border, 
When  the  ties  that  should  hold  men  are  loosening 
so  fast? 

Biake  W— tb^i^l  yield  to  "  some  sort  of  Refoan," 
(As  we  all  must,  God  help  us!  with  very  wry 
faces,^ 

And  loud  as  he  likes  let  him  bluster  and  stoim 
About  Corporate  Rights,  so  hell  only  wear  braces. 

Should  those  he  now  sports  have  been  long  in  pos- 
session. 
And,  like  his  own  borough,  the  worM  for  .i]« 
wear. 
Advise  him,  at  least,  as  a  prudent  concession 
To  Intellect's  progress,  to  buy  a  new  pair. 

Oh !  who  that  e'er  saw  )&m,  when  vocal  he  stands 
With  a  look  something  midway  'twizt  Filch'a 
and  Lockit's, 

While  still,  to  mspire  him,  his  deeply  thrust  hands 
Keep  jingling  the  rhino  in  both  breeches-pock- 


Who  that   ever  has  listen'd,  through  groan  and 
through  cough. 
To  the  speeches  inspired  by  this  music  of  pence,-* 
But  must  grieve  that  there's  any  thing  Vke  falling 
of 
In  that  great  nether  source  of  his  wit  and  his 
sense? 

Who  that  knows  how  he  look'd  when,  with  grace 
debonair. 
He  began  first  to  court — ^rather  late  in  the  season — 
Or  when,  leas  fastidious,  he  sat  in  the  chair 
Of  his  old  friend,  the  Nottingham  Goddess  of 
Reason;* 

That  Groddess,  whose  borough-like  virtue  attracted 
All  mongers  in  both  wares  to  proffer  their  love  ; 

Whose  chair  Uke  the  stool  of  the  Pythoness  acted. 
As  W — th — ^^-I's  rants,  ever  since,  go  to  prove  ;' 

Who,  in  shoit,  would  not  grieve,  if  a  man  of  his 
graces 

Should  go  on  rejecting,  unwam'd  by  the  past. 
The  **  moderate  Reform"  of  a  pair  of  new  braces, 

TO],  some  dayr-he'll  all  fall  to  pieces  at  last 


appearance  and  voice  of  the  sitter,  shows  that  the 
are,  at  least,  very  similar: 

Bpamea  tunc  prlmam  rabies  vesaaa  per  oia 

Efflnlt 

taae  mcsitas  vastls  alulatus  la  aatris. 


[ 
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TOaV  PLSTOfifl. 

1  n^tMM.  mymlS  tkfoufb  tki^k  >ad  Ui]ii« 
To  lobcc  iilOl^  with  xe«l  dtniiit^ 

T«  ^1  ihit  Ouu*  pour  d«vit*»  iA. 
Aii4  Ittiu  tliA  Iiiiu,  tbv  irft!lQti«B^  mgL 

I  pli4t;e  myvelf,  Un^v^  inucli  b«v(l 
Of  ir&p  And  ni^aai  of  fullof  ^4 

T9  n)&k<>  th»  tooit  dF  wilt  I  «[f«  j?At 
And  iliek  to  all  tliAt'k  rotKm  itiU. 

Tlvoqgb  fOM  tho 


WiLh  all  I  c&n  d  ptihiie 


To  qaaitcr  ««  that  locki  pane 

My  n^piii^wvt  Qjf*^^,  Ml«iii|  btoHiMfti 
Nm-»  m  ttt  ptmpctt  cara  a  cmwn 

Mem  eitich  ^  *t  Hi*  «^|»tiw!  of  tnhfifiL 

A  ad  Might  oit  ttuy  poiiit  tii^i4«$t 
Not  io  oitk  wtu<ah  II  black  o;  wblt^ 
BttI  uk«,  Mt  ogiQWt  liio  itroofost  aIo. 


For  lll«tvle1^,  m  ^  Tulio 

rm  /of  til*  Kever^u J  fMieroaplieii  j*— 
I  ImUio  Ui*  IMeA,  i^p|jUud  the  RasAiutit, — 
km  fir  iho  Sqmtrm  ugatAtt  the  Fcmclion. 

^twixt  the  Com-^liOrda  and  the  Toot 
Tvp  not  tljf  EliErht«*t  h^tt4lioiip— ^ 

111*  jiroplo  mutt  bo  ^anrod  i*  vatsum 
1'h«  Lftud  it»  diw  t^mimcnttioa^ 

I  pted|;e  iny*rir  U  be  tio  more 

Wltli  Irpiiind  »  WfongB  brp^vsed  or  shammM- 
I  toto  her  gricTanct*  a  bore, 

fio  ihe  mftf  suIFerf  and  b«  d — ^ 

Or  if  vHe  kick,  let  it  t^Diuola  ua^ 

\W  ftldl  hftvo  plenty  of  ml  coati, 
"IV  mmm  the  Church,  tJmt  ^utml  holm, 

Vvwa  nay  (jiv^u  ainoiHit  of  throtiu* 

1  iiwrty  fet*  ihfl  Frtuikfijrt  DEpt»— 
*lt*iuk  tu'Wt}id|tffv  ttto  ivomt  of  crimi^s  j 

Ami  wviitdj  to  giv"*  Bome  dmiicy  of  ^itit't, 
HAii^  tdl  iiw  wntem  cif  The  Tmna  ; 

tlc«*k  »ll  their  cofitwpiiidpiJtJi*  Unwnt 
AU  Auikini  uf  "  K^idy;*  **  Rej^uader/' 


From  th«  Aati-'Tofyp  C 
To  tiie  AtKd*Satt«e, 

Si^h  are  the  FledfeB  I 
And  though  I  trno^  1 

Tlierv^tf  mftuy  &  way  o 
Who^VD  bat  the  tuK 

80  KeroV,  wtth  tfai«i  i 

A  tui^t  of  vhklt  y^ 

'*  Vmi  1  'e  to  |0t^M&g  ; 


ST.  JEROMl 

ftSHT 


Ae  St  JeitMiiie,  who  died 
Wai  i^tk^,  oae  day,  in  t 
"  iVo  iMai^  tnuch  of  £a 
^'  And  ilialt  tiow  take  a  tj 
"  How  far  they  agreej  In 
4'WilhoargDadotdbybo 

He  bad  leftni*d— bu!  lean 
Tbtfir  loi'o  for  g^od  living, 
Not  knowiDg  (as  ne^er  ha 
That  good  limng  rneaos  1 
^Vliilo  its  plural  means  bli 
*'  From  dl  I  hear/*  ftaEd  t 
'*  They  are  quite  oa  the  g 
"  For  weaJLh  a.-id  pomp  tl 
"  Aj  they  all  eay  "  Nq*  to 
"  And  their  re^al  vtrtno  ll 
"  Thttt  they  alt,  good  mei 

Thus  mying',  post-haste  U 
And  knocks  at  tJi^  Archba 
The  door  was  oped  hy  a  I 
Saying,  *'  Whal'a  your  hu 
"His  ifraco  !"  qiioth  Jeron 
Not  knon^in^  what  mrt  M 
Whether  Grace  prtv^Tttitt^ 
Gt\uC(\  of  that  breed  called 
In  i^hoH,  he  nimmai^iMl  hu 
Th*  ^xiiH  dfascription  of  G 
^Vhich  iiiU^  could  Tepr«fl«i 
By  a  footniiin  in  full  itror; 

1  So  cnEEeJ  Trnin  thtf  prvoead 
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At  last,  out  loud  in  a  laugh  be  broke, 
(For  deariy  the  good  saint  loved  his  joke,') 
And  said — surveying,  as  sly  he  spoke, 
The  costly  palace  from  roof  to  base— 
"  Wen,  it  isn't,  at  least,  a  saving  Grace !" 
«  Umph,"  said  the  lackey,  a  man  of  few  words, 
**  Th'  Archbishop  is  gone  to  the  House  of  Lords." 
**  To  the  House  of  the  Lord,  you  mean,  my  son, 
**  For  in  my  time,  at  least,  there  was  but  one ; 
"  Unless  such  mtLuy-fold  priests  as  these 
**  Seek,  ev'n  in  their  Loan,  pluralities  ]'** 
"  No  time  for  gab,"  quoth  the  man  in  lace : 
Then,  slamming  the  door  in  St  Jerome's  face, 
With  a  curse  to  the  single  knockers  all. 
Went  to  finish  his  port  in  the  servants'  hall. 
And  propose  a  toast  (humanely  meant 
To  include  even  Curates  in  its  extent) 
**  To  all  as  serves  th'  Establishment" 


ST.  JEROME  ON  EARTH. 

SECOND  visrr. 

'"This  nach  I  dare  say,  that,  since  lording  and  lolterlnf 
hatb  come  op,  preaching  hath  come  down,  contrary  to  the 
Apostle**  times.  For  they  preached  and  lord$d  not:  and 
now  they  lord  and  preach  not Ever  since  the  Pre- 
lates were  made  Lords  and  Nobles,  the  plough  standetb ; 
there  is  no  work  done,  the  people  starve.'*— /.atuMr,  Sor- 
wton  of  tko  Plough. 

**  Oncb  more,"  said  Jerome,  '*  111  run  up  and  see 

"  How  the  Church  goes  on," — and  offset  he. 

Just  then  the  packet-boat,  which  trades 

Betwixt  our  planet  and  the  shades. 

Had  arrived  below,,  vnth  a  freight  so  queer, 

"  My  eyes !"  said  Jerome,  "  what  have  we  here  7"— 

For  he  «aw,  when  nearer  he  explored. 

They'd  a  cargo  of  Bishops'  wigs  aboard. 

**  They  are  ghosts  of  wigs,"  said  Charon,  **  aD, 

"  Once  worn  by  nobs  Episcopal* 

"  For  folks  on  earth,  who've  got  a  store 

"  Of  cast  off  things  they'll  want  no  more, 

**  Oft  send  them  down,  as  gifts,  you  know, 

**  To  a  certain  Grentleman  here  below." 


1  Witness  his  well-known  pun  oa  the  name  of  his  adver- 
sary, Vlgilantios,  whom  he  eails  facetloosly  Dormitantiiis. 

>  The  suspicion  attached  to  some  of  the  early  Fathers  of 
being  Arlaas  in  their  doctrine  would  appear  to  derive  sona 
eonfirmatioa  from  this  passage. 

*  The  wig,  which  had  so  long  formed  an  essential  part  of 
the  drese  of  an  English  bishop,  was  at  this  time  be^anlng 
Ir  be  dispensed  with. 


**  A  sign  of  the  times,  I  plainly  see," 
Said  the  Saint  to  himself  as,  pondering,  he 
SaH'd  off  m  the  death-boat  gallantly. 

Arrived  on  earth,  quoth  he,  **  No  more 
"  I'll  affect  a  body,  as  before  ; 
**  For  I  thmk  I'd  best,  in  the  company 
**  Of  Spiritual  Lords,  a  spuit  be, 
"  And  glide,  unseen,  firom  See  to  See." 
But  oh !  to  tell  what  scenes  he  saw, — 
It  was  more  than  Rabelais'  pen  could  draw 
For  instance,  he  found  Ex — t — ^r. 
Soul,  body,  inkstand,  all  m  a  stir, — 
For  love  of  God  7  for  sake  of  King  7 
For  good  of  people  7 — ^no  such  thing ; 
But  to  get  for  himself,  by  some  new  trick, 
A  shove  to  a  better  bishoprick. 

He  foimd  that  pious  soul.  Van  M — ^Id — t, 

Much  with  his  money-bags  bewUder'd ; 

Snubbing  the  Clerks  of  the  Diocese,* 

Because  the  rogues  show'd  restlessness 

At  having  too  little  cash  to  touch. 

While  he  so  Christianly  bears  too  .much. 

He  found  old  Serum's  wits  as  gone 

As  his  own  beloved  text  in  John,* — 

Text  he  hath  prosed  so  long  upon. 

That  'tis  thought  when  ask'd,  at  the  gate  of  heaven, 

His  name,  hell  answer  "  John,  v.  7." 

**  But  enough  of  Bishops  I've  had  to-day," 

Said  the  weary  Saint, — "  I  must  away. 

«  Though  I  own  I  should  like,  before  I  go, 

**  To  see  for  once  (as  I'm  ask'd  below 

"  If  really  such  odd  sights  exist) 

'<  A  regular  six-fold  Pluralist" 

Just  then  he  heard  a  general  cry — 

"  There's  Doctor  Hodgson  galloping  by !" 

•*  Ay,  that's  the  man,"  says  the  Saint,  **  to  foUow," 

And  off  he  sets,  with  a  loud  view-hoUo, 

At  Hodgson's  heels,  to  catch,  if  he  can, 

A  glimpse  of  this  singular  plural  man. 

But,— talk  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche's  bird  !* 

To  compare  him  with  Hodgson  is  absurd. 

"  Which  way,  sir,  pray,  is  the  doctor  gone  ?"^ 

**  He  is  now  at  his  living  at  Hillingdon." — 

**  No,  no, — ^you're  out,  by  many  a  mile, 

•«  He's  away  at  his  Deanery,  m  Carlisle."— 


4  See  the  Blshop*s  Letter  to  Clergy  of  his  Diocese. 

s  1  John.  T.  7.  A  text  which,  thongh  long  given  np  by  all 
the  rest  of  the  orthodox  world,  is  still  pertinacioosly  adhered 
to  by  this  Right  Reverend  scholar. 

•  It  was  a  saying  a(  the  well-known  Sir  Boyle,  that  *a 
man  could  not  be  in  two  places  at  ooee,  anlese  he  was  a 


jtm  in#,  df  I  but  I  uadiotuid 
-nvm  g«fio  la  hJB  Itftqg  te  Cutiil>*flfttuL" — 
•*  God  Hem  me,  mr-^vm*t  ht  ihvn  ; 
••  Ym  mupft  try  St  Gmngt^ik  Unatrnxt  Sqci&r*." 

Thui  «tt  ia  vma  the  Saiut  Lnf]iiim)i 
Wivm  liviA]^  U>  Uriuj^^  fiieek*4  &kM]  Uitid  |^ 

Twie  Uodgnu  uowhei«4  «v«rvwlLf>rp  ^ 

*nQ,  iMf  hntiU  tliA  d«i(il  f^ve  9^et, 

And  iUll«d  «tr«7  Ia  tSim  Sty^aa  •horci 

To  litaoHh  th«  i^tlv«A  mite  poand 

With  thtt  ernnicft]  thinp  h«  flci  «*f1h  bkd  founiL 


THOUGHTS  ON  TAR  DARREIN. 
0^1  tkvicmifnoii  or  k  hktm  F*t« J  ) 

H  i«At  K  pltuiiig  contnTmnce  I  how  aptly  deviii^d 
**IVUl  tor  and  mAgaalJM  la  poxzle  one^i  uo»e«  ^ 

A4id  hjo^  thn  tar^barrtb  mtwt  alJ  be  «ufprv«d 
Ttt  Siul  tKttEOMlvM  le&tMi   like  *^  htive  taatmg 

Whll  n  pity  we  CQ-ii*Et  by  pncautioaa  likti  tliPM, 
Clvi*r  0111  air  ef  that  other  ili]!  vUer  infection ; 

1  htX  Thdical  pnt,  that  old  whijTfiv^i  dtfeB»e» 

Uf  which  «;aie«,  trut*blii*i  lue  ia  every  dirocUon. 

*Stead  of  bftiretflf  let  s  hglii  tip  on  Auto  da  F^ 

Of  a.  tew  gocNi  eombufiliblo  Lord*  of  "  the  Club;" 
They  would  fumer  m  a  trice,  the  Whig  cholera 
awa^K 
And  there*!  B — cky  would  bum  like  a  barre]  of 
huh. 

How    R— d— n    would   bloie  I    and    what    rubbish 
throw  out ! 
A  vnJeano  of  noiiAenMSi  m  acUv^  display  ; 
\llu1«  V — itei  at  a  buICi  oinidst  laugh  teri  would 
Bpout 
The  hoi  Dotbingi  be^a  full  of|  all  night  and  all  day^ 

And  then*  for  a  £niah,  thereV  C^ — mh — d'a  Duke, — 
U%H)d  Lord,  how  hia  ebui*ttift  would  cricklo  in 

V^uIp*  {om  U  shrewdly  Biimiified  from  his  bolt) 
ll«i*if  alre:idy  ttespoke  for  combunliou  eJtievvhfro. 


^  Th»  U -«  *f  11— If— d'»  F*le.— Fftsmdrrad  ofchotem 

bkt  L^Jiri^hl|t  htJ  ^tri^ri^il  la^-hairri^U  In  be  bumeU  in  every 

Wvfv  ciJiUfftH  Iti^iii  nu«  hy  thni  lAn>PiiU(btr  uioEiaun.*  cf  itiv 
Willi  iitrnk^ii-yN  tbv  iri*li  t\*fciiiii  Ait^ 


THE  €ONSD 

-     i 


Jh.  WKig^Tm^  wad  ItW 

That  what  to  do  iritb  hinj^ 
IVe  pr^mUf.d  him  anodyru 
Br.  Tory. 
Tie  hint  down — gag  hiin 

enongii^ 
Tbat*9  my  mode  of  practice 

Dt.  Whig. 
But  nnluckdy  dc^  mucb,  til 
*Ti«  po  painful 

Dr.  Tary. — Pooh,  waam 
feel«t 
Wbeni  fof  Eptcai«  feasts,  h 
Qy  flmgin^  Ibetn  m,  *twixt 
And  letttag  them  wn^la  ok 
Ittf  too,  niyw  **  *li8  painTar- 

But  "  j'oar  eel»  am  a  Tile,  t 
He  would  fain  u^  them  g 

"  No/' 
And — ^in  abort — ^eeli 


*Ti*  the  same  with  tli««e  I 

still,— 
Your  tender  Whig  heart  ib 

ill; 
I,  mywlf,  in  my  youths  ero 
Used,  at  «ime  op<?ratiouSj  to 
Bull  in  fact,  my  dear  broth. 
To  Btylo  you  I  aa  Peaclium  c 
We,  Doctors,  maai  act  with 
And,  JudlfTereat    like    hun 

itewM,— 
Maxt  torture  liv«  Ptits  for  tfc 
[fffre  patient  gw 
Dr^  Whig.— Bui  what^  if  oic 

perrerije, 
Tliat  he  ifo'n'i  be  thua  torlu 
Dr.  Tury. 

V  ThLs  f^mSiiFat  art!s(.  In  the 
IV be [t? in  he  proptMimli  iU\n  inodt 
[vs^ti  Ulm.^r'lrruuf  h  cnrrcerncd  a 

tr>  rL^pcut  LlinL  it  ij  Ihf  onEy  (irDf 
ti^M  tho  Labtc. 
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Yoa're  a  jnvenfle  perfoimer,  bat  once  yon  begin, 
Yon  can't  think  how  fast  yon  may  train  your 

hand  in: 
And  (jtmiling)  who  knows  but  old  Tory  may  take 

to  the  shelf, 
With  the  comforting  thought  that,  in  place  and  in 

pelf, 
He's  succeeded  by  one  just  as — bad  as  himself  7 
Dr,  Wkig,  {looking  flattered,)— yf\xf,  to  tell  you 

^  the  truth,  I've  a  small  matter  here. 
Which  you  help'd  me  to  make  for  my  patient  last 

year, — 

[GotMHo  a  cupboard  and  hringB  out 
a  strait  waistcoat  and  gag. 
And  sucL  rest  I've  enjoy'd  from  his  raving  since 

then. 
That  I  have  made  up  my  mind  he  shall  wear  it 

again. 
Dr,  Tory,  {embracing  him,) — Oh,  charming ! 

My  dear  Doctor  Whig,  you're  a  treasure. 
Next  to  torturing  myself,  to  help  you  m  a  pleasure. 
[Assisting  Dr.  Whig, 
Ghre  me  "leave— Fve  some  practice  in  these  mad 

machines; 
There — tighter — the  gag  in   the  mouth,  by  all 


Delightful! — all's  snug — not  a  squeak  need  you 

fear, — 
Tou  may  now  put  your  anodynes  off  till  next  year. 

[Scene  closes. 


TO  THE  REV.  CH— RL-S  OV— RT— N, 

CURAT!  or  ROMALDKIUL 

AUTHOR  or  TBB  FOKTICAL  FORTRAITVRB  Or  TBB  CRVRCB.! 

1833. 

SwKiT  singer  of  Romaldkirk,  thou  who  atf    eck- 

on'd. 
By  critics  Episcopal,  David  the  Second,* 
If  thus,  as  a  Curate,  so  lofty  your  flight, 
Only  think,  in  a  Rectory,  how  you  would  write ! 
Once  fairiy  inspired  by  the  "  Tithe-crown'd  Apollo," 
(Who  beati,  I  confess  it,  our  lay  Phoebus  hollow. 


1  See  Ediabnrgh  Review,  No.  117. 
s  **  Your  LonUblp,*'  says  BIr.  Ov— rt— b,  In  the  Dedieatloa 
of  his  Poem  to  the  Bishop  of  Chester, "  has  kiodly  eip—seed 
joor  permMion  that  my  *  Mose  wUi  always  be  a  Muse  of 
■aoed  soof,  and  that  it  will  ht  tmui  as  Demies  was.*  ** 
sflophoeles. 

*  — —  album  mntor  in  alltem 

BapernA :  Bascontnrqae  heves 
Per  digitos,  homerosqne  plome. 


Having  gotten,  besides  the  old  Nim^s  im^nration. 
The  Tenth  of  all  eataUe  thmgs  m  creation,) 
There's  nothmg,  in  fact,  that  a  poet  like  yon. 
So  be-mned  and  ho-tenth'd,  couldn't  easily  do. 
Roimd  the  lips  of  the  sweet-tongned  Athenian,' 

they  say, 
While  yet  but  a  babe  in  his  cradle  he  lay, 
Wild  honey-bees  swarm'd,  as  a  presage  to  tell 
Of  the  sweet-flowing  words  that  thence  afterwaxds 

fdL 
Just  so  round  o«ir  Ov— rt— n's  cradle,  no  doubt. 
Tenth  ducklmgs  and  chicks  were  seen  flitting  about ; 
Goose  embryos,  waiting  their  doom'd  decimation. 
Came,  diadowing  forth  his  adult  deetinatkm. 
And  small,  sucking  tithe-pigs,  in  musical  droves. 
Announced  the   Church  poet  whom  Chester  ap- 


O  Horace !  when  thou,  in  thy  vision  U  }ore» 
Didst  dream  that  a  snowy-white  plumage  came  o'er 
Thy  etherealized  limbs,  stealing  downily  on. 
Till,  by  Fancy's  strong  spell,  thoa  wert  tum'd  to  a 

swan,* 
Little  thought'st  thou  such  fate  could  a  poet  befall. 
Without  any  efibrt  of  fiitncy,  at  all ; 
little  thought'st  thou  the  worid  would  in  Ov— rt—n 

find 
A  bird,  ready-made,  somewhat  different  m  kind. 
But  as  perfect  as  Michaehnas*  self  could  produce, 
By  gods  yclept  anser,  by  mortals  a  goose. 


SCENE 


ntOM  A  FLAT,  ACTED  AT  OXFORD,  CALLKD 

"  MATRICULATION/** 

1834. 
[Boy  discovered  at  a  table,  with  the  Thirty-nine  Articles 
before  him.— Enter  the  Rt  Rev.  Doctor  Pli— llp-^ta.] 

Doctor  P.— There,  my  lad,  lie  the  Articles— (Boy 
begins  to  count  them) — just  thirty-nine — 

No  occasion  to  count — you've  now  only  to  sign. 

At  Cambridge,  where  folks  are  less  High-church 
t^an  we. 

The  whole  Nine-and-Thuty  are  lump'd  into  Three. 


•  "It  appears  that  when  a  yoatliof  filteea  goes  to  be  ma- 
tilcalated  at  Oxford,  and  is  reqaired  flnt  to  subscribe  Thirty- 
nine  Articles  of  Relifloas  Belief,  tliis  only  means  that  tie 
engages  himself  afterwards  to  understand  what  is  now 
above  his  comprehension ;  that  he  expresses  no  assent  at  all 
to  what  he  signs;  and  tliat  he  is  (or,  9uglU  to  be)  at  Aill 
liberty,  when  he  has  studied  the  suliject,  to  withdraw  his 
muC^—Edimhurgh  IU9uw,Iio  190. 
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MOORE'S  WORKS. 


Let's  ran  o*er  the  items ; — there's  JasUfioatioiiy 
Predestinatiou,  and  Supererogation, — 
Not  forgetting  Salvation  and  Creed  Athanasian, 
Till  we  reach,  at  last,  Qaeen  Bess's  Ratification. 
That's   sufficient — ^now,  sign — having   read   quite 

enough. 
You  "  believe  in  the  full  and  true  meaning  thereof  7^' 

(Boy  stareB,)        n 
Oh,  a  mere  form  oC  words,  to  make  things  smooth 

and  brief, — 
A  commodious  and  short  mAke-believe  of  belief, 
Which  our  Church  has  drawn  up,  in  a  form  thus 

articular, 
To  keep  out,  in  general,  all  who're  particular. 
But  what's  the   boy  doing?    what!    reading  all 

through. 
And  my  luncheon  fast  cooling ! — this  never  will  do. 
Boy,  {poring  over  the  Articles,) — Here  are  points 

which — pray,   Doctor,  what's    "Grace  of 

Congruity?" 
Dr.  P.  (jtharply.) — ^You'll  find  out,  young  sir, 

when  you've  more  ingenuity. 
At  present,  by  signing,  you  pledge  yourself  merely, 
Whate'er  it  may  be,  to  believe  it  sincerely. 
Both  in  dining  and  tigmng  we  take  the  same  plan — 
Fast,  swallow  all  down,  then  digest — as  we  can. 
Boy,  (still  reading.) — I've  to  gulp,  I  see,  St 

Athanasins's  Creed, 
Which,  I'm  told,  is  a  very  tough  morsel,  indeed  ; 
As  he  damns—— 
Dr,  P.  (iiside.) — ^Ay,  and  so  would  /,  willingly, 

too. 
Ail  confounded  particular  young  boobies,  like  you. 
This  comes  of  Reforming ! — all's  p'er  with  our  land. 
When  people  won't  stand  what  they  can't  under- 

stand; 
Nor  perceive  that  our  ever-revered  Thirty-Nme 
Were  made,  not  for  men  to  believe,  but  to  sign, 

[Exit  Dr.  P.  in  a  passion. 


LATE  TITHE  CASE. 

"Slcvosnon  vobis.** 

1833. 
**  The  Vicar  of  B— mh— m  desires  me  to  state  that.  In  con- 
sequence of  the  passing  of  a  recent  Act  of  Parliament,  he  Is 
compelled  to  adopt  measures  which  may  by  some  be  con- 
sidered harsh  or  precipitate ;  but,  in  dutf  to  what  he  <nees  to 
kit  auecusoro,  he  feels  bonnd  to  preserve  the  rights  of  the- 
vicarage.**— Zretter/rmn  Mr.  8.  Powell^  Angost  6. 

No,  not  for  yourselves,  ye  reverend  men. 
Do  you  take  one  pig  m  every  ten, 

1  Fourteen  agrlcnltnral  laborers  (one  of  whom  received 
so  Uttle  as  six  guineas  for  yearly  wages,  one  eight,  one  nine, 
another  ten  guineas,  and  the  best  paid  of  the  whole  not  more 
•aan  181.  annually)  were  all,  in  the  course  of  the  autumn  of 
ISaS,  served  itlth.  demands  of  tithe  at  the  rate  of  4i.  in  the 


But  for  Holy  Church's  futmo  hein. 
Who've  an  abstract  right  to  that  pig,  as  ti» 
The  law  supposing  that  scach  heiis  nule 
Are  already  seised  of  the  pig,  in  tail 
No,  not  for  himself  hath  B — mh — Hi's  pria 
His  '*  well-beloved"  of  their  penniea  fleeoei 
But  it  is  that,  before  his  prescient  eyee. 
All  future  Vicazs  of  B-HOih— m  rise. 
With  their  embryo  daugfaten,  n^ihefws,  bm 
And  'tis  for  them  the  poor  he  fleeoea. 
He  heareth  their  voices,  ages  henoe» 
Saymg,  "  Take  the  pig^' — "  oh  take  the  p 
The  cries  of  little  Vicarial  dearsy 
The  unborn  B — ^mh-^mites,  reach  his  ean 
And,  did  he  resist  that  soft  appeal. 
He  would  not  like  a  true-born  Vicar  feeL 

Thou,  too,  L — ^ndy  of  ia — ck — ngt — a ! 
A  Rector  true,  if  e'er  there  was  one. 
Who,  for  sake  of  the  L — ndies  €»f  coining  i 
Gripest  the  tenth  of  laborers'  wages.^ 
'Tis  true,  in  the  pockets  of  thy  sinaI]-<^otii 
The  claim'd  "  obvention"'  of  foor-^pence  gv 
But  its  abstract  spirit,  unconfined. 
Spreads  to  all  future  Rector-kind, 
Warning  them  all  to  their  rights  to  wake. 
And  rather  to  face  the  block,  the  stake. 
Than  give  up  their  darling  right  to  take 

One  grain  of  musk,  it  is  said,  perfumes 
(So  subtle  its  spirit)  a  thousand  rooms. 
And  a  single  four-pence,  pocketed  weD, 
Through  a  thousand  rectors'  lives  will  teO. 
Then  still  continue,  ye  reverend  souls. 
And  still  as  your  rich  Pactolos  rtdls, 
Grasp  every  penny  on  every  side. 
From  every  wretch,  to  swell  its  tide : 
Remembering  still  what  the  Law  lays  dowi 
In  that  pure  poetic  style  of  its  own, 
'*  If  the  parson  in  esse  submits  to  loss,  he 
**  Inflicts  the  same  on  the  parson  in  sojac" 


FOOL'S  FARADISR 

DREAM   THE   FIRST 

I  HAVE  been,  like  Puck,  I  have  been,  in  a  tr 
To  a  realm  they  call  Fool's  Paradise, 

1/.  sterling,  on  behalf  of  the  Rev.  F.  L — dj,  Eector  of- 
tce,  &c.— T&«  Tinus,  Angaat,  1833 

*  One  of  tho  various  general  terms  ander  which  okte 
tithes,  Ace,  are  comprised. 
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Lying  N.  N.  E.  of  the  Land  of  Seme, 

And  fleldom  bless'd  with  a  glimmer  thence. 

Bat  they  want  it  not  in  this  happy  place, 

Where  a  light  of  its  own  gilds  every  face ; 

Or,  if  some  wear  a  shadowy  brow, 

T^  the  wish  to  look  wise, — ^not  knowmg  Aota  , 

Self-glory  glistens  o*er  all  that's  there. 

The  trees,  the  flowers  haye  a  jannty  air ; 

The  well-bred  wind  in  a  whisper  blows. 

The  snow,  if  it  snows,  is  eouleur  de  rose, 

The  falling  founts  in  a  titter  fall, 

And  the  smi  looks  simpering  down  on  all. 

Ob,  'tisn't  in  tongue  or  pen  to  trace 

The  scenes  I  saw  in  that  joyous  place. 

There  were  Lords  and  Ladies  sitting  together. 

In  converse  sweet,  **  What  charming  weather  !- 

«  YouMI  all  rejoice  to  hear,  I'm  sure, 

"  Lord  Charles  has  got  a  gfood  sinecure ; 

<*  And  the  Premier  says,  my  youngest  brother 

**  (Him  in  the  Guards)  shaU  have  another. 

"  Isn't  this  very,  very  gallant  I — 

'*  As  for  my  poor  old  virgin  aunt, 

"  Who  has  lost  her  all,  poor  thing,  at  whist, 

**  We  must  quarter  her  on  the  Pension  List" 

Thus  smoothly  thne  in  that  Eden  roU'd ; 

It  seem'd  like  an  Age  of  real  gold. 

Where  all  who  liked  might  have  a  slice, 

So  rich  was  that  Fool's  Paradise. 

But  the  sport  at  which  most  time  they  spent. 
Was  a  puppet-show,  call'd  Parliament, 
Perform'd  by  wooden  Ciceros, 
As  large  as  life,  who  rose  to  prose. 
While,  hid  behind  them,  lords  and  squires. 
Who  own'd  the  puppets,  puU'd  the  wires ; 
And  thought  it  the  very  beet  device 
Of  that  most  prosperous  Paradise, 
To  make  the  vulgar  pay  through  the  nose 
For  them  and  their  wooden  Ciceros. 

And  many  more  such  things  I  saw 
In  this  Eden  of  Church,  and  State,  and  Law ; 
Nor  e'er  were  known  such  pleasant  folk 
As  thoM  who  had  the  best  of  the  joke. 
There  were  Irish  Rectors,  such  as  resort 
To  Cheltenham  yearly,  to  drink — ^poit. 
And  bumper,  **  Long  may  the  Church  endure, 
"  May  her  cure  of  souls  be  a  sinecure, 
**  And  a  score  of  Parsons  to  every  soul — 
*'  A  moderate  allowance  on  the  whole." 
There  were  Heads  of  Colleges,  lying  aboat. 
From  which  the  sense  had  all  run  out, 
Even  to  the  lowest  daasic  lees. 
Till  nothing  was  left  but  quantities; 


Which  made  them  heads  most  fit  to  be 
Stuck  up  on  a  University, 
Which  yearly  hatches,  in  its  schools, 
Such  flights  of  young  Elysian  fool& 

Thus  all  went  on,  so  snug  and  nice, 

In  this  happiest  possible  Paradise. 

But  plain  it  was  to  see,  alas ! 

That  a  dowAfall  soon  must  come  to  pas& 

For  grief  is  a  lot  the  good  and  wise 

Don'^uite  so  much  monopolize, 

But  that  ("  lapt  in  Elysium"  as  they  are) 

Even  blessed  fools  must  have  their  diare. 

And  so  it  happen'd :— but  what  befell, 

In  Dream  the  Second  I  mean  to  tell. 


rHE  RECTOR  AND  HIS  CURATE ; 

OR,  ONE  rOUND  ifTa 

"  I  trast  we  ihall  part,  as  we  met,  in  peace  and  charity. 
My  las:  payiDent  to  you  paid  your  salary  ap  to  the  Ist  of  this 
month.  £Unce  that,  I  owe  you  for  one  month,  which,  beinf 
a  long  month,  of  thirty-one  days,  amounts,  as  near  as  I  can 
calcniate,  to  six  pounds  eight  shillings.  My  steward  retoms 
you  as  a  debtor  to  the  amount  of  skvks  foumdi  m  mukl- 
LiHOi  roR  coN-ACRK-oRouHD,  whlch  loaves  some  trlfllnf 
balance  in  my  (kviaJ'*—LUter  of  DismUsai  from  tk$  Rew, 
Marcus  Berttford  to  kit  OtareU^  tJU  Rtv.  T.  Jl.  Lyvnt. 

The  account  is  balanced — the  bill  drawn  out, — 
The  debit  and  credit  all  right,  no  doubt — 
The  Rector,  rolling  in  wealtli  and  state, 
Owes  to  his  Curate  six  pound  eight ; 
The  Curate,  that  least  well-fed  of  men, 
Owes  to  his  Rector  seven  poimd  ten, 
Which  maketh  the  balance  clearly  due 
From  Curate  to  Rector,  one  pound  two. 

Ah  balance,  on  earth  unfair,  uneven  \ 
But  sure  to  be  all  set  right  m  heaven, 
Where  bills  like  these  will  be  check'd,  some  day. 
And  the  balance  settled  the  other  way: 
Where  Lyons  the  curate's  hard-wrung  sum 
Will  back  to  his  sliade  with  mterest  come , 
And  Marcus,  the  rector,  deep  may  rue 
This  tot,  in  his  favor,  of  one  poond  two. 
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PADOrd  METTAMOfiPffOdta.' 


Thftt  plim  wu  MmnumcMd  wblcb  the  wiie  a&w 

Of  ihipgjtujf  ofif  bvlsiul*!  tnOHt  tnrtnilnst  FlMw, 
An  pmd  mw  inAt«Jiftl«  for  iv^f/«r«r  akot^ 


Wiit-lii4iiJi  kJuMlp  wImw  itaxnfi  I  ttiti^ 

And  ii^Ji  tlm  MKWMi  tb«  fiiit  oolpny  oi^t* 

That    1   ncMBul^    aoou    iifl#r,    Kt    lail    o'er   Oi' 
AUulia 


m  Mfe  «t  Che  lohg'^ociVd  for 
SdSNf  il  btf»>att  b«aki!  that  Uic  ShtLoiuiD  might 

A«i  iilikli%   ol  l^iNMb  wheal,  tntl    two  y«us 


KMxn  t^aJa 


Aif  ImI«9P#I  m  laMtbiit 


TWO  t».tf«  m  dH^  »fK  ud  »  bPrnr  j^ -tt. 

DecviTpd  by  Ihftt  w&I-ouinick'd  bro^tie  ui  fas  csbt 
^t  i«ad  \m  trw^  ikom  m  lb«ee   iroDl-headed 


IfOlAL 
Tp  t^Mi    bin  ilu ! — bj  «  mflr?(»I  mofw  iru& 

Ywa  Wlufi,  wWo  in  ftfFiMi  a  »lihit  y^^r  or  two, 
]1r«  /•»#  Mlur^,  nil  Inni  ln(n  Tonrai. 


And  thm,  wfaen  I  hmt  I 

En  the  femim  thai  thef 

I  layf  wJiile  £  1j»£#i1(  wit^  | 

"Good    Lemi^^^odf    H 


COCKEH.  ON  CHI 


Fevc  fifvrai  «f  qwedi  lei  3 
Old  Cocker  faae  fignm  Hud 
TbDa^  ikmed  for  hii  niiei 
Im  bat  ktl/otibM  $ag«  mn 
For,  It  htonert  Joe  HuiDBfi 


For 
lib 


/I 


la  E»gf«iid,  wb4re^  ^l»  oi 
*Tis  c^eItftta  our  souk  4ic^  hi 
Two  By30|s  cttn  weL  (if  ji 
Of  panilKA  ti^ii4g)a  two  tb 
Said  &ainbsrofpaiiih«a,«i 
rvii>iAiTim|>  tiat^  miUiiQai  oi 
So  Ihts  each  0^  laki  ] 
One  nxBlioa  and  £tb  ] 
A^  wtw  ramra  o{d  Cookii 
B^%  tnOrwoi  include*  tb» 
lf»  the^ktn*  for  lArcs  milli 
Tir9  prr<p?r-az^  Bi^ops  a 
n^v  p£4£R,  for  the  IrWh  Ad(^ 
C^M  (kird  of  i>jie  Bis|]0{>  u 
And  thaft,  by  dd  Cockpr'te  J 
Tb*  Inh  Church  qaefltkiti*] 
K««pMkf  always  that  eie«U 
Hu^m  sating  men^i  aotUi, 

XiT,  ii^-aa  St  Rodrti  com] 
Tbt  half  miUion  of  toul  m  d 
T^  ^eToand,  too,  for  hixk^ 
7^  tbe  titke  of  oo?,  ta^ea 
EoL  a«  fradioofi  impjy  thai 
And  t^  cuttiuj^  up  BLihi^  ] 
We're  a  enaUt  fraclious  pra 

^Vho  haj  just  the  Kxmt  decii 
Asdt  not  to  lesvG  JtV'l^jod  to 
WeiTl  Jet  her  have  Ei^t — i 


*  The  tfftml, — ¥o  pfDDoajiccd  bg 
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LES  HOMMES  AUTOMATES 

1834. 

**  We  are  perraaded  that  tbii  oar  artlflcial  man  will  not 
only  walk  and  speak,  and  perform  most  of  the  ontward  ftinc- 
Uons  of  animal  life,  bat  (being  woand  np  once  a  week)  will 
parheps  reason  as  well  as  most  of  yoor  coantry  parsons.**— 
Mtmmr$  of  Martinus  ScrMenu,  chap.  xlL 

It  being  an  object  now  to  meet 
With  Panons  that  don't  want  to  eat, 
Fit  men  to  fill  those  Irish  rectories, 
Which  soon  will  have  bat  scant  refectories, 
It  has  been  suggestod« — ^lest  that  Charch 
Should,  all  at  once,  be  left  in  the  lurch, 
For  want  of  reverend  men  endued 
With  this  gift  of  ne'er  requiring  food, — 
To  try,  by  way  of  experiment,  whether 
There  couldn't  be  made,  of  wood  and  leather,* 
(Howe'er  the  notion  may  sound  chimerical,) 
Jointed  figures  not  lay,*  but  clerical, 
Which,  wound  up  carefully  once  a  week. 
Might  just  like  parsons  look  and  speak, 
Nay  even,  if  requisite,  reason  too. 
As  well  as  most  Irish  parsons  do. 

Th'  Experiment  having  succeeded  quite, 
(Whereat  those  Lords  must  much  delight. 
Who've  shown,  by  stopping  the  Church's  food, 
They  think  it  isn't  for  her  spiritual  good 
To  be  served  by  parsons  of  flesh  and  blood. 
The  Patentees  of  this  new  inventior 
Beg  leave  respectfully  to  mention. 
They  now  are  enabled  to  produce 
An  ample  supply,  for  present  use. 
Of  these  reverend  pieces  of  machmery, 
Ready  for  vicarage,  rectory,  deanery. 
Or  any  such-like  post  of  skill 
That  wood  and  leather  are  fit  to  fill 

N.  B^ — In  places  addicted  to  arson. 

We  can't  recommend  a  wooden  parson : 

But,  if  the  Church  any  such  appoints, 

They'd  better,  at  least,  have  iron  joints. 

In  parts,  not  much  by  Protestants  hauntod, 

A  figure  to  look  afe  all  that's  wanted — 

A  block  in  black,  to  eat  and  sleep. 

Which  (now  that  the  eating's  o'er)  comet  cheap. 

F.  S. — Should  the  Lords,  by  way  of  a  treat, 
Fennit  the  clergy  again  to  eat. 
The  Church  will,  of  course,  no  longer  need 
ImitaUon-paiBons  that  never  feed ; 

1  The  materials  of  which  those  Noremberg  Bavans,  men- 
kkned  by  Scribleras,  constrocted  their  artlflcial  man. 

«  The  wooden  models  used  by  painters  are,  it  Is  well 
Vaown,  **  lay  flgores.** 


And  these  wood  creatures  of  ours  wOl  sell 
For  secular  purposes  just  as  well — 
Our  Beresfords,  tum'd  to  bludgeons  stout, 
May,  'stead  of  beating  their  own  about. 
Be  knockmg  the  brains  of  Papists  out ; 
While  our  smooth  O'SuUivans,  by  all  means, 
Should  transmigrate  into  turning  machines. 


HOW  TO  MAKE  ONE'S  SELF  A  PEER, 

ACCORDOfQ  TO  THE   NEWEST  KECEUT,  AS  DISCIXMBD 
IN  A  LATE   BEEALOIC  WOUL* 

1834. 
Choose  some  title  that's  dormant — the  Peerage  hath 

many — 
Lord  Baron  of  Shamdos  sounds  nobly  as  any. 
Next,  catch  a  dead  cousin  of  said  defunct  Peer, 
And  marry  him  off-hand,  in  some  given  year. 
To  the  daughter  of  somebody, — no  matter  who, — 
Fig,  the  grocer  himself,  if  you're  hard  run,  will  do ; 
For,  the  Medici  pilU  still  in  heraldry  tell. 
And  why  shouldn't  lollypopt  quarter  as  well  ? 
Thus,  having  your  couple,  r^d  one  a  lord's  cousin, 
Young  materials  for  peers  may  be  had  by  the  doxen  ; 
And  'tis  hard  if,  inventing  each  small  mother's  son 

of 'em, 
You  can't  somehow  manage  to  prove  yourself  one 

of 'em. 
Should  registers,  deeds,  and  subh  matters  refhictory, 
Stand  m  the  way  of  this  lord-manufactory, 
Fve  merely  to  hint,  as  a  secret  auricular. 
One  grand  rule  of  enterprise, — don't  be  particular. 
A  man  who  once  takes  such  a  jump  at  nobility, 
Must  not  mince  the  matter,  like  folks  of  niliility,* 
But  clear  tliick  and  tbin  with  true  lordly  agility. 

Tis  true,'to  a  would-be  descendant  from  Kings, 
Parish-registers  sometimes  are  troublesome  things ; 
As  oft,  when  the  vision  is  near  brought  about, 
Some  goblin,  in  shape  of  a  grocer,  grins  out ; 
Or  some  barber,  perhaps,  with  my  Lord  mingles 

bloods. 
And  one's  patent  of  peerage  is  left  in  the  suds. 

But  there  are  ways— when  folks  are  resolvad  to  be 

lords— 
Of  ezpurgmg  ev'n  troublesome  parish  records : 

*  The  Claim  to  the  barony  of  Chandoa  (if  I  recollect  right) 
advaaeed  by  the  late  Sir  Ef— r-H— n  Br— d— «. 
«  **  Thte  we  call  pore  nlhUity.  or  mere  nothlnf.**—  ITolf^s 
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WhM  thlftk  ye  ot  w^muml  dcfmiil  ott^  fto  km 
Of  a  i^biiiTKJiifl  vli&uhl  g&  iBMiipf^wd  iHlb  A  prntt 
Am,  wh&teVr  «!«  Ili«  loam'd  In  «iicb  lore  nuij  jiiTvmt, 
Ydmr  tciMOtt  do«*  wooden  in  {«otle^  dcaoent 
Yf««  po«U  muy  «luf  of  tlioift  tenftlt  Ama 
With  wtmh  Atropoi  mlp  off  boili  banqdluv  md 


ih*  hftBtb 
Of  mmio  wtmliMic  F«i]lauui,  wli«ii  ptodny  he  lUuidi 

Aiid  vwe^pH  at  mklH  eitt  gcuHiiioiii  awiy. 

Mj  miiiH  luibt  of  M  ^knmUhm pMMg«  iwirte4t 

Que  «)ip, — nod  Lhe  un^iin  bnUi  n^Twr  «xbl«d ! 
Dm«  MMJt*  msmsi^t  hi  da|v  &«»  tb«  Flood,  mUr* 

WiStl  }um  otifl  •iibliin«  object  of  bdng  a  Fe^r  T 
Qtilclt  Uie  dti«w  at  once  nullify  bfidegroom  uid 

No  ff>ch  p^api*  bore  Qver  Urect,  mftnied,  or  ^«d  I 


I  lh<i  ii#wi>irt  rrct*ipt  fur  ttusaa  llJgfa'mLQdl^d  dvpti^ 
Wlw^u  fancy  fw  ma  lung  grcut  lardaof  Uitmselvies. 
Follow  tjii*,  ycun^  V]HrvT»  vbo  pai>f  il  fbra  peerv^, 
T«Jie  S — m  for  thy  filod«)  «Dd  B — r  for  tJiy  itecrag^j 
]X>  aU  tnd  mncb  worat  thttti  old  Nkbdoji  Flam  doea, 
Aitd^vAd  JuMnn  hoi  yotill  be  Lofd  Bnmn  of 
ghatndiflt  , 


THE  DUKE  IS  THE  LAD.        * 

jfn-. — ^  A  muter  I  Imvn.  xnd  I  ani  bit  marir 
GmlloptPC  dreary  dna/' 

Tat  Duke  a  dt'?  tad  to  fh^blen  a  lass. 
Galloping,  dtfwy  duke ; 
Tim  Duke  is  tbe  lad  la  frighten  b  (a^ 
He  ff  OD  o^  to  meet,  and  tho  d^  to  pii^j 
With  bis  cbiLi^r  prancing^ 
Grim  eye  glaadnf, 
Chin*  liko  a  Mufti, 
Gnzzted  and  luftyi 
Galloplugt  drearj"  Duke, 

Ye  raisacfi,  beware  of  the  neighboriiood 
Of  this  giiUopiog  drear)'  Puke  J 
Avoid  htm,  all  who  «?«  oo  good 
In  being  mii  o'er  by  a  Prince  of  tlie  Biood- 


Fof  J  iim 
Fimdaf  I 
And  1^1] 
Wbolee 
At  ^ghtoffb 


EF 


Am  *tis  Q0W4  my  dmr 

ctartcd 
By  imd-mod,  fbr  eaiCh, 
To  drop  you  a  ba«,  by 
Jnrt  to  ny  bow  I  thriTi 
And  how  deuc^y  odd 
To  a  man  whoV  b«n  ^ 

yera«, 
I  tAk«  up  my  ptu,  uMsAt 
HopG  to  wakeDj  by  tor^ 

mirth. 

In  my  way  to  theM  dio 
Lett  tbe  change  £roca 

bmst,, 
I  forgot  not  to  vtsit  tho* 
Voii  took  Lcsaoixs  from  I 
Tufii'd  aside  from  th«*  ca, 
To  diiiCTiai  the  rich  meri 
And  prcfvrrM  lo  all  hon- 
A  etippcr  Gil  pntWQs  wii 

Hadng^  dwrdt  OQ  mj<Ai  C 
I  Ht-ofTp  by  a  etcaniboat 
(A  conveyance  yotM  aio 

Tidly, 
And  there  fori?,  pr-r  fi^Jtt, 
HaviJig   hefird,    ou    tbt 

gnraily, 
That  Englj,nd^s  o'crrun 
Stark,  Flaring  adore ra  of 
WJio  will  let  neither  stte 
Ssich  the  sad  ucw»  I  hei 
Who  from  epona  c online 
To  look  after  hi^  fithes: 

foLjow, 
That,  just  ast  of  ohL  yoi 


1   Eett  bk  Leuers  ic  FjJommik,  It  tifUt,  IB,  30,  Ai  *  Inpeniitun  sqoill  *niiii  c 

fpI^L  10. 
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^our'd  all  the  Tenths,'  bo  the  idols  in  question, 

sse  wood  and  stone  gods,  may  have  equal  diges- 
tion, 

i  th'  idolatrous  crew,  whom  this  Rector  de- 
spises, 

y  eat  up  the  tithe-pig  which  he  idolizes. 


}  all  but  too  true— grim  Idolatry  reigns, 
full  pomp,  over  England's  lost  cities  and  plains !  > 
arriving  just  now,  as  my  first  thought  and  care 
IS,  as  usual,  to  seek  out  some  near  House  of 

Prayer, 
lie  calm,  holy  spot,  fit  for  Christians  to  pray  on, 
vas  shown  to — what  think  you? — a  downright 

Pantheon ! 
rrand,  pillar'd  temple,  with  niches  and  halls,* 
i  of  idols  and  gods,  which  they  nickname  St 

Paul's  ;— 
ough  'tis  cleariy  the  place  where  the  idolatroui 

crew, 
iom  the  Rector  complam'd  of,  their  dark  rites 

pursue; 
d,  'mong  ail  the  "  strange  gods"  Abraham's  fath- 
er carved  out,* 
at  he  ever  carved  stranger  than  these  I  much 

doubt 

:re  it  even,  my  dear  Tollt,  your  Hebes  and 

Graces, 
d  such  pretty  things,  that  usoip'd  the   Saints' 

places,  • 

louldn't  much  mind, — ^for,  in  this  classic  dome, 
:h  folks  from  Olympus  would  feel  quite  at  homei 
t  the  gods  they've  got  here ! — such  a  queer  om- 
nium gatherum 
misbegot  things,  that  no  poet  would  father  'em  ;— 
tannias,  in  light,  summer-wear  for  the  skies, — 
1  Thames,  turn'd  to  stone,  to  his  no  small  sur- 
prise,— 
ther  Nile,  too,  —  a  portrait,  (in  spite  of  what's 

said, 
at. no  mortal  e'er  yet  got  a  glimpse  of  his  head,*) 
d  a  Ganges,  which  India  would  think  somewhat 

fat  for't, 
less  'twas  some  full-grown   Director  had  sat 

for't  ;— 
t    to    mention   th*   et   cctterat   of   Genii   and 

Sphinxes, 
mo,  Victory,  and  other  such  semi-clad  minxes  ;^- 


Tithcs  were  paid  to  the  Pjrthian  Apollo. 

9ce  Dr.  Wlfeman*!  learned  and  able  letter  to  Mr.  Poynder. 

Joshoa,  xziv.  2. 

*•  Nee  contlglt  olU 

Hoc  vidisae  eapot'*  Claudiax. 

Captains  Moese,  Rioa,  Ax.  Ax. 


Sea  Captains,* — the  idols  here  most  idolixed ; 

And  of  whom  some,  alas,  might  too  well  be  com- 
prised 

Among  ready-made  Saints,  as  they  died  etamon^ 
ized;— 

With  a  multitude  more  of  odd  cockneyfied  deities, 

Shrined  in  such  pomp  that  quite  shocking  to  see  it 
'tis;  t 

Nor  know  I  what  better  the  Rector  could  do 

Than  to  shrine  there  his  own  beloved  quadruped  too ; 

As  most  surely  a  tithe-pig,  whate'er  the  world 
thinks,  is 

A  much  fitter  beast  for  a  church  than  a  Sphinx  is. 

But  I'm  call'd  off  to  diimer — grace  just  has  been 

said. 
And  my  host  waits  for  nobody,  living  or  dead. 


LINES* 

ON  THX   DKPAKTUIIK   OF  LORDS  O— «T— »— OH  AMD 
ST — ^W — XT  ?OR  THE  CONTINENT. 

Jit  Pariifr  et  Fratres,  et  qui  rapn^re  fub  illli. 
Viz  tenu^re  inanas  (scls  hoc,  Menelai)  nefondas. 

Ovid.  MeUm.  lib.  ziU.  ▼.  908 

Go,  Brothers  m  wisdom — go,  bright  pair  of  Peers, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  yon  both  with 
their  pinions  I 
The  one,  the  best  bver  we  have — of  hie  yeare. 
And  the  other  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 
minions. 

Go,  Hero  of  Chancery,  blest  with  the  smile 
Of  the  Misses  that  love,  and  the  monarchs  that 
prize  thee ; 
Forget  Mrs.  Ang— lo  T — yl — r  awhile. 
And  all  tailors  but   him  who  so  well  dandifies 
thee. 

Never  mind  how  thy  juniors  in  gallantry  scoff. 
Never  heed  how  perverse  affidavits  may  thwart 
thee. 

But  show  the  young  Misses  thou'rt  scholar  enough 
To  translate  **  Amor  Fortis"  a  love,  about  forty  ! 


•  This  and  the  followinf  tqnlb,  which  matt  have  been 
written  aboat  the  year  1815-ld»  have  been  by  lonie  over- 
tight  misplaced. 

'  Ovid  is  mistaken  in  jaying  that  It  was  ''at  Paris**  these 
rapaelons  timBsactkms  took  place—we  shoold  raid  **al 
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And  Bare  'tis   no  wonder,  when,  fresh  as  yomig 
Man, 
From  the  battle  yoa  came,  with  the  Ordexs  yon'd 
earn'd  in't, 
That  sweet  Lady  Fanny  should  cry  oat "  My  stars  f 
And  forget  that  the  Moon,  too.  Was  some  way 
concem'd  in't 

For  not  the  great  R^-g — t  himself  has  endared 
(Though  I've  seen  him  with  badges  and  orden 
all  shine, 

Tdl  he  look'd  like  a  house  that  was  over  insured) 
A  much  heavier  burden  of  glories  than  thine. 

And  'tis  plain,  when  a  wealthy  young  lady  so 
mad  is. 
Or  any  young  ladies  can  so  go  astray, 
As  to  marry  old  Dandies  that  might  be  their  dad- 
dies, 
The  stars^  are  in  fault,  my  Lord  St — ^w — ^rt,  not 
they! 

Tbou,  too,  t'other  brother,  thou  Tully  of  Tories, 

Thou  Mdlaprop  Cicero,  oyer  whose  lips 
Such  a  smooth  rigmarole  about  "  monarehs,"  and 
"glories," 
And  ''nullidge;**  and  "features,"  like  syUabub 
slips. 

Go,  haste,  at  the  Congress  pursue  thy  vocation 
Of  adding  fresh  simis  to  this  National  Debt  of 
ours. 
Leaguing  with  Kings,  who,  for  mere  recreation, 
Break  promises,  fast  as  your  Lordship  breaks  met- 
aphors. 

Fare  ye  well,  fare  yo  well,  bright  Fair  of  Peen, 
And  may  Cupid  and  Fame  fan  you  both  with 
their  pinions! 
The  one,  the  best  lover  we  have — of  his  years, 
And  the  other.  Prime  Statesman  of  Britain's  do- 
miluions. 


^  "  When  weak  women  go  astray, 

The  Stan  are  more  in  fault  than  tney.*' 

•  It  is  thns  the  noble  lord  pronounces  the  word  "know- 
ledge"—deriving  it,  as  fkr  as  his  own  share  is  concerned, 
from  the  Latin,  "  nnllus.** 

•  8ic  te  Diva  potens  Cypri, 

8ic  fratres  Belenc,  lucida  sidera, 
Ventorumque  regat  pater. 
4  See  a  description  of  the  a<rcoi,  or  Bags  of  Eolus,  in  the 
Odyssey,  Ub.  10. 

•  Navis,  que  tibl  creditum 

Debes  Virgiilum. 


TO  THE  SHIP 


IN   WmCH    LORD   G — BT — B^-Gn    MklLMU 
CONTINENT.  ^ 

:miUUd  from  Hortee,  Ub.  L,  ode  3L 

So  may  my  Lady's  prayers  preTail,* 

And  C — nn — g's  too,  and  lucid  Br- 
And  EUd — n  beg  a  favoring  gale 

From  Eolus,  that  older  Bags,* 
To  speed  thee  m  thy  destined  way, 
Ob  ship,  that  bear'st  our  C— st — r — gli 
Our  gracious  R — g — t's  better  half,* 

And,  therefore,  quarter  of  a  King— - 
(As  Van,  or  any  other  calf. 

May  find,  without  much  figuring.) 
Waft  him,  oh  ye  kindly  breezes. 

Waft  this  Lord  of  place  and  pelf, 
Anywhere  his  Lordship  pleases. 

Though  'twere  to  Old  Nick  himself! 

Oh,  what  a  face  of  brass  was  his,'' 
Who  first  at  Congress  show'd  his  phiz— 
To  sign  away  the  Rights  of  Man 

To  Russian  threats  and  Austrian  jug] 
And  leave  the  sinking  African* 

To  fall  without  one  saving  struggle^ 
'Mong  ministsrs  from  North  and  South, 

To  show  his  lack  of  shame  and  sense, 
And  hoist  the  Sign  of  "  Bull  and  Moot 

For  blunders  aud  for  eloquence  i 

In  vain  we  wish  our  Sees,  at  home* 
To  mind  their  papers,  desks,  and  afaeh 

If  silly  Sees,  abroad  to  ill  roam. 
And  make  such  noodles  of  themselves 

But  such  hath  always  been  the  case— 
For  matchless  impudence  of  face. 
There's  nothing  like  your  Tory  race  I* 
First,  Pitt,"  the  chosen  of  England,  taogl 
A  taste  for  famine,  fire,  and  slaughter. 

'  nil  robur  et  cs  triplex 

Cbrca  pectus  erat,  qui,  &c. 

•  prccipltem  Africum 

Decertantem  Aquilonibos. 

*  Nequicquam  Deus  abscldit 

Prudens  oceaao  dissociabill 
Terras,  si  tamen  impic 
Non  tangenda  Rate*  trHnsilinnt  rw^ 
This  last  line,  we  may  suppose,  alludes  to  iob 
gnished  RaU  that  attended  the  voyager. 
M  Audaz  omnia  perpeti 

Gens  ruit  per  vetituiii  nefas. 
»  Audaz  Japeti  genus 

Igaem  fraude  mali  gentibut  Intulit 
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Then  camo  the  Doctor,*  for  our  ease, 

With  E— d— ns,  Ch— th— ms,  H— wk— b— «, 

And  other  deadly  maladies. 

When  each,  in  turn,  had  run  their  rigs, 

Necessity  brought  in  the  Whigs  :* 

And  oh,  I  blush,  I  blush  to  say, 

When  these,  in  turn,  were  put  to  flight,  too. 
Illustrious  T— MP— E  flew  away 

With  lots  of  pens  he  had  no  right  to  /' 
In  .5hort,  what  will  not  mortal  man  do  7* 

An;*  now,  that — strife  and  bloodshed  past — 
We'ye  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  can  do, 

We  gravely  take  to  Heaven  at  last,* 
And  think  its  favorite  smile  to  purchase 
(Oh  Lord,  good  Lord !)  by — ^building  churches! 


SKETCH  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT  OF  A 
NEW  ROMANTIC  DRAMA. 

"  And  now,**  quoth  the  goddess,  in  accents  jocose, 
"  Having  got  good  materials,  I'll  brew  such  a  dose 
*'  Of  Double  X  mischief  as,  mortals  shall  say, 
"  They've  not  known  its  equal  for  many  a  long  day." 
Here  she  wink'd  to  her  subaltern  imps  to  be  steady. 
And  all  wagg'd  their  fire-tipp'd  tails  and  stood  ready. 

**  So,  now  for  th'  ingredients : — ^first,  hand  me  that 

bishop;" 
Whereon,  a  whole  bevy  of  imps  run  to  fish  up. 
From  out  a  large  reservoir,  wherein  they  pen  'em. 
The  blackest  of  all  its  black  dabblers  in  venom ; 
And  wrapping  him  up  (lest  the  virus  should  ooze. 
And  one  "  drop  of  th'  inmiortal"*  Right  Rev.^  they 

might  lose) 
In  tlie  sheets  of  his  own  speeches,  charges,  reviews, 
Pop  him  into  the  caldron,  while  loudly  a  bunt 
f*rora  the  by-standers  welcomes  ingredient  the  first ! 

'  :Now   fetch    the    Ex-Chancellor,"  mutter'd   the 
dame— 

*  He  who's  call'd  after  Harry  the  Older,  by  name." 

*  The  Ex-Chancellor !"  echo'd  her  imps,  the  whole 

crew  of  'em — 

*  Why  talk  of  one  Ex,  when  your  Mischief  has  two 

of 'em?" 

»  Pott 

.    .    .    macies,  et  nova  febriain 
TerrU  incablt  cohora. 


-  tarda  necessitas 


Lethl  corripait  grodnm. 

Expertni  vacuum  Oaedaliis  aCra 
PtmniM  nam  komiui  dattA 


**True,  true,"  said  the  hag,  looking  arch   at  her 

elves, 
**And  a  doubIe-£x  dose  they  compose,  in  them- 
selves." 
This  joke,  the  sly  meaning  of  which  was  seen  lucidly, 
Set  all  the  devils  a  laughing  most  deucedly. 
So,  in  went  the  pair,  and  (what  none  thought 

surprising) 
Show'd  talents  for  smking  as  great  as  for  rising ; 
While  not  a  grim  phiz  in  that  realm  but  won 

Ughted  > 

With  joy  to  see  spirits  so  twin-like  uniteo — 
Or  (plainly  to  speak)  two  such  birds  of  a  feather. 
In  one  mess  of  venom  thus  spitted  together. 
Here  a  flashy  imp  rose— some  connection,  no  doubt. 
Of   the    young    lord    in    question— and,  scowling 

about, 
**  Hoped  his  fiery  friend,  St — ^nl — y,  would  not  be  left 

out;  ^ 

"  As  no  schoolboy  nnwhipp'd,  the  whole  worid  must 

agree, 
"  Loved  mischief,  pure  mischief^  more  deariy  than 

he." 

But,    no— the    wise    hag    wouldn't   hear   of  the 

whipster ; 
Not  merely  because,  as  a  shrew,  he  eclipsed  her. 
And  nature  had  given  him,  to  keep  him  still  young, 
Much  tongue  in  his  head  and  no  head  in  his  tongue ; 
But  because  she  well  knew  that,  for  change  ever 

ready. 
He'd  not  even  to  mischief  keep  properly  steady ; 
That  soon  even  the  wrong  side  would  cease  to  delight. 
And,  for  want  of  a  change,  he  must  swerve  to  the 

right; 
While,  on  each,  wo  at  random  his  missiles  he  threw, 
That  the  side  he  attack'd  was  most  safe  of  the  two — 
This  ingredient  was  therefore  put  by  on  the  shelf. 
There  to  bubble,  a  bitter,  hot  mess,  by  itself. 
'<  And  now," 'quoth  the  hag,  as  her  caldron  she  eyed, 
And  the  titbits  so  friendlily  rankling  inside, 
"  There  wants  but  some  seasoning ,— so,  come,  ere 

I  stew  'em, 
*<  By  way  of  a  relish,  we'll  throw  in '  4.  John  'IViam.' 
"  In  cooking  up  mischief,  there's  no  flesh  or  fish 
"  Like  your  meddling  High  Priest,  to  add  zest  to  the 

dii^." 
Thus  saying,  she  pops  in  the  Iridi  Grand  Lama — 
Which  great  event  ends  the  Fint  Act  of  the  Drama. 

This  alindet  to  tbe  laOOl.  worth  of  stationery,  which  hla 
LonUhIp  Is  said  to  have  ordered,  wbea  on  the  point  of  vom- 
Clvhii  place. 

*  Nil  mortalibos  ardnnin  est 

s  CoBlom  ipsiuD  petimos  stoltitlA. 

•  "To  lose  no  drop  of  the  1 
V    Tbe  present  Bishop  of  £1— •— r. 
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ANIMAL  MAGNETISM. 

TfKKPoii  tftmed  WW  MMntATt  in  h»  4ajf 

Nor  [ni  ■?.  in  mim,  i»  Dapoirt, 

To  my  oothinf  of  aU  th#  wotidif-n  dom 

Wti«a«  ^"^^  >■  tf  the  focii  to  iwmfcfb  I* 
Up  wftftt  yt  4ciit,  ftud^-^&Qwn  dropi  Okoy  !* 

Ttwraf^  iCfrnfe  thev  tliio^,  lo  miiul  and  vm 

If  }««wifali>las9W  tbepow^er  inuociuo 
Of  Ibt  toi  OMipMil*  i^bMir«, 

AbA  Impi  tiiw  WMiJm*  wvrkiii jf  ili^rf»— 
And  in  b*  ^v^*^  ff  y™  «^  t  *tafe  t 
Tilk  «l  ftmr  «aifn«t  nMguttiitia, 
Aad  lll«i  wm  of  tb#  h«sd  tw  wnl  i 


StK»«t, 


Tfti«  |i«c*  vh«a  lb«  pAtkotB  ssieia'd  »f 
F«r  MwmA,  of  «MiM*^  tko  aw^  «r  a 
ITbM  tM  v«i*  of  ^  bttfid^  a  lte««f  4 

no^bfli 

la  whcim  tbif  pert  <^  ExuLaipolx&oa 

Uoa  Uljttj  f»mduc(<d  loeh  it^flimmayM^ 

AUtdde^  w^lh  couatoBi  irnutioQf 

llioi,  in  obort — not  to  ouocn  hm  ^Bmikm — 

tl  h;u  wofk'd  in  ihe  moQ  «  truiaficirmUKn 

7*hoC  p«>xii««  ftU  biuiwn  cftkieJotkm ! 

Ewr  dace  the  fatal  day  whjeb  dw 

TIjftt  «  pi"***  peHbrra'd  on  thio  lofd  of  Iaw — 

A  po«  poApntiali  fitfDP  can  doubCf 

Ai  it  prtit  Ilarry  B m  to  the  righl  aboni-^ 

Tlie  CO  adit  kin  in  wliich  tJin  patjptit  tiM  been 
Iji  ft  t^in^  fjuil^  Afvru)  io  bn  Kfrfi. 
Nvl  that  «  Cflfuar  eys  foijIiI  hcmii 

Th*  wrjtitlffHiJi  rhnH|[*i  hy  onl  w»rd  ■mnpy ; 
It  b'*iflf »  in  fur-t^  iti'  interior  mnn 

Th&t'l  Itiru'd  rfim|iktnlv  Ut\tt'y  iunry  : — 
tik«  ft  c^nio  liiiil  tiit^ly*  \n  n^^driig  o^^r  ^c^mj 
I  rmtiid  ill  th"  Attn  Kt^ififntUmt 


Of  ft  muL  in  < 

Tbo  wbde  ofdef  uf  Has 

Tb«  tinir  piftced  wrfcimt 
Asd  tlie  ^phrm  (IJko  1 
•l^Jf) 


;^s^ 


Itj  ftboft.  ^ta  ft  essp  Ibr 
If  e^er  theo^  trss  out,  ii 
And  therrforv  I  bnitrbl} 
That  thoK  MPOM  wIh» 
To  ftit  an  Mna  Ok«y^  i 
Sliould  ftlw  Lord  Bsny 
And  infonn  ta«  In  AeCA 
Whieh  irm  it  b  iHftt  fm 
WbethpT  mft^etiEn  an 
Oft  amp^  and  nldy,  zi 


THE  SONG 

Ltt  Biitory  boftsi  of  be 
And  t«ll  bow  they  sto 

T))«y  WA(«  flj],  I  conjfli 
Compftjvd  to  Goocge 

A^»  wbvro  liberty  noi 
py  De)awaT«*ii  banks 

like  on  Imp  in  «me  oa 
She  ■  dyly  abut  up  in 

How  muf : — '«tead  or 
miaiooi, 

B^owi]  IAjj  way  And 
To  fold  thuo  la  tulpueo  h 

And  go  fftfit  a^teep  in 

T^tn«  was^  when  free  ip 

&«edom — 
So  thought  vtict  tho  S 

Locket; 
Est  muto  bo  ottr  troops, 

Far  '*  Mam"  fe  the  ws 
Box. 

I\ir«<,  eiqui^te  Box  f  no 
Th€4T»'o  Olio  of  Rose, 


9  OiDnct  fer^  inTpraas  tadrl 


[ 
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-te  is  the  *'  Betty,"  thatienres  at  the  toilet, 
ithes  all  Arabia  axoand  from  his  Box.* 

liar  fact,  that  the  famed  Hugo  Grotios,* 

»ake  of  6r — ^te's— being  both  of  Dutch 

ks,) 

e,  too,  a  genius  profound  as  precocious, 

>,  like  him,  much  renown*d  for  a  Box ; — 

tal  old  clothes-box,  in  which  the  great 

tius 

ifiering^,  in  prison,  for  yiews  heterodox, 

1  up  incog.,  spite  of  jailers  ferocious,* 

t  to  his  wife,^  carriage  free,  in  a  Box ! 

ne  of  old  Hugo  now  rests  on  the  shelf, 
ival  hath  risen  that  all  parallel  mocks ; — 
us  ingloriously  saved  but  himself, 
urs  saves  the  whole  British  realm  by  a 


len,  at  last,  even  this  greatest  of  Gr — tea 

^nd  to  the  Power  that  at  every  door 

ckfl,* 

rop   in   the   urn  like   his  own  "silent 

«," 

tomb  of  his  rest  be  a  large  Ballot-Box. 

at  his  shrine,  both  from  county  and  city, 
rrims  triennially  gather  in  flocks, 

while  they   whimper,  th*   appropriate 
r, 
lathe  not  his  name,  let  it  sleep— m  the 


CEMENT  OF  A  NEW  THALABA 

>RESSED  TO  ROBERT  SOUTHET,  ESQ. 

rst,  my  Southey,  thy  tuneful  tongue 
ibie  tale  of  Thalaba  sung — 
the  Destroyer,  doomed  to  rout 
m  divan  of  conjurors  out. 


all  Arabia  breathes  (h)in  yonder  box. 

Popi*s  R&p4tftM4  Lmk, 

Grote,  Latinized  into  Grotlos. 
jarticalars  of  this  escape  of  Grotlas  from  the 
mvenstein,  by  means  of  a  box  (only  three  feet 
)or,  it  is  said)  in  which  books  used  to  be  oeca- 

(o  him  and  foal  linen  returned,  see  any  of  the 

Dictionaries. 


'Whose  dwelling  dark,  as  legends  say. 
Beneath  the  roots  of  the  ocean  hty, 
(Fit  place  for  deep  ones,  soch  as  they,) 
How  little  thou  knew'st,  dear  Dr.  Sonthoy, 
Although  bright  geniui  all  allow  thee, 
That,  some  yean  thence,  thy  wond'ring  eyes 
Should  see  a  second  Thalaba  ris^— 
As  ripe  for  ruinous  rigs  as  thine. 
Though  his  havoc  lie  in  a  different  line. 
And  should  find  this  new,  improved  Destroyer 
Beneath  the  wig  of  a  Yankee  lawyer ; 
A  sort  of  an  "  alien,"  oitos  man, 
Whose  country  or  party  guess  who  can, 
Being  Cockney  h&jT,  half  Jonathan  ; 
And  his  life,  to  make  the  thing  completer, 
Being  aD  in  the  genuine  Thalaba  metre, 
Loose  and  hregnlar  as  thy  feet  are ; — 
First,  into  Whig  Pindarics  rambling, 
Then  in  low  Tory  doggrel  scrambling ; 
Now  love  his  theme,  now  Church  his  glory, 
(At  once  both  Tory  and  ama-Uny,) 
Now  in  th*  Old  Bailey-2ay  meandering. 
Now  in  soft  couplet  style  philandering ; 
And,  lastly,  in  lame  Alexandrine, 
Dragging  his  wounded  length  along,* 
When  scourged  by  Holland's  silken  thong. 

In  short,  dear  Bob,  Destroyer  the  Second 
May  fairiy  a  match  for  the  First  be  reckon'd  ; 
Save  that  your  Thalaba's  talent  lay 
In  sweeping  old  conjurors  clean  away. 
While  ours  at  aldermen  deals  his  blows, 
(Who  no  great  conjurors  are,  God  knows,) 
Lays  Corporations,  by  wholesale,  level. 
Sends  Acts  of  Parliament  to  the  devil. 
Bullies  the  whole  Milesian  race- 
Seven  miUions  of  Paddies,  face  to  face ; 
And,  seizing  that  magic  wand,  himself, 
Which  erst  thy  conjuron  left  on.  the  shelf. 
Transforms  the  boys  of  the  Boyne  and  WSey 
All  into/oret^ers,  in  a  jiffey — 
Aliens,  outcasts,  every  soul  of  'em, 
Bom  but  for  whips  and  chains,  the  whole  of  'em ! 

Never,  in  short,  did  parallel 
Betwixt  two  heroes  gee  so  well ; 
And,  among  the  points  in  which  they  fit, 
There*s  one,  dear  Bob,  I  can't  omit 


*  This  Is  not  qolte  aeeordinf  to  the  fkets  of  the  case ;  bis 
wife  having  bcMm  the  contriver  of  the  stratagem,  and  le- 
■laiaed  In  the  prlsoo  herself  to  give  him  tinM  foreecapa. 

•  Pallida  Mors  cqoo  pnlsat  pede,  ^.— Horat 
•**A  aeedlese  Alexandrine  ends  the  song 

That,  Uks  •  W0m»dti  nek§,  drags  its  s|;»w  Isnglk' 


That  hnrkinc«  liwlAriof  IM«  vftki^ 
Deali  EUDch  in  the  DmirndtHUmf 
Ami  *l«  Init  ntnil^rb;^  ju«ti0e  ili4«« 
To  mj  th*t  o«(i  nail  lu»  Tory  cww 


EETAU  TOPICa* 


«J(  EmtiTAfUMSA. 


On  W — II — ngt — n  and  Slep!jipj>«ft, 

Ob  mani  ftud  ereuiti^  pmpt^rik, 
TiiiMii,  Urrmkl^  C^mMr,  Gbbe,  wad  Sdo^ 
Wtuni  will  ye  cease  our  ean  to  wttm 

§tm  •*  St«|ih«a»D**  and  **  W— U— Bjt— n," 

TTifl  fWtiaMinf  I  fro  i — 
Slllt  doomM,  from  rkie  tjo  set  of  Bim« 
To  licwr  what  njkel^cf  oao  hw  d^xaot 

And  t'oUier  m^nrEi  lu  di^:** 
What  btlk  tho  bankf  f  poa'd  ta  Criemk^ 

Btit  QPTcr  m«ftiit  to  pny  i 
Whrtt  Billit  th«  olte  W%ilt  inUndi, 

Aj  hoiiect,  ia  ttkdir  wi,f  | — 
Billii,  pii&yablp?  at  diidaat  ught* 

B^ynnd  iho  GnMrinji  kali^ndff, 
When  alt  good  doeda  H'iU  cojtih  to  Uj^tt 
Wh«i  VV — II — ngt — D  will  da  what^i  fi^Kti 

And  Rowland  p^y  his  boJaufrc* 

To  enteh  lh«  bunkt^r  dl  have  «oufhl, 

Btil  £ti11  Lhe  roj^e  uiiliun  is  ; 
While  Tother  jugf^ler — who^d  have  thonghlt 
Thotigh  alippery  hngt  has  Jurt  bc^ea  c&ught 

By  old  ArehbiMhop  Curtis  ; — 
And,  iudi  the  powpr  of  p^pal  crook. 

The  cro«i«r  scarce  had  qyivcr*d 
About  Jiifl  eam^  irhm,  h,  l\m  Duke 

Was  of  a  Bull  delivered  ! 

Sir  Rich&rd  Bttnic  doLh  df>cid» 

That  Rowland  **  must  be  maa,^ 
In  privato  coach p  with  crest,  lo  ride, 

When  chaiMfl  could  be  had- 
And  Coibw  hero,  all  ngne, 

St.  Lukc^s  wiU  aooo  arrive  at. 
If  IhuB  he  fthows  oO'  publicly» 

When  ho  mig^ht  paas  m  pnvalc. 

Oh  W^n — n^^^n,  oh  SlcphenMU} 
Ye  ever-boring  pair^ 

"'VaLq  bk  this  iTiclK  (be  Detifo^r 


Wh#iv**r  f  «t,  ixr  «tM 

Ye  bftoai  m^  «v«q 
Tbwaifh  Joi^  had  pnlk 

Suicb  dupBeaie*  wo 
TtIT  9ti«>  tuni*d  oat  & 

Wfl  aliaut  ha»o  pel 
But  aludl'tf  the  ebaao 

Soma  foUu  ure  dall< 
AM  *twixl  111'  Old  6 

Tbqr  bdtE.  1  £&u,  < 


TUE  Boy  sn 


*  That  b9]r  will  be  the  tIciUh  ol 

Aii»  Tories  de&r,  our  mta  i 

Wilh  St— nl— y  ia  help 

Alroftdy  a  warning  Toice  I 

liko  the  late  CIiutIm  IVUth 

"That  boy^-Uial  boy'll 

He  willf  God  betp  ub  \ — mt 

In  the  *'  Art  of  Slaking^ 

And  our  cues  b  growizig  ex 

For,  aU  being  in  the  aam 

If  doim  my  Lord  gocs^  d 

Lord  BatTOi  St — nl — j  m 

A*  Jepp  in  ObJJviQu  s  swajx 

Afl  auch  "  Mcistcra  Shallow 

And  whrro  we  shall  ajl,  bol 

Embalmed  in  mud,  as  forgo 

Aa  already  doih  Gr^i — m 

But  thai  boy,  thai  boy  l—tt 

WJiich  in  talking  of  him  cc 

Sir  Thomaft  ]\Ioro  had  an  a 

And  a  foolish  lad  vas  that  i 

And  Sir  Thomaa  saidj  on 

"My  dear,  I  can't  but  wuii 

*■  For  you  pray'd  for  a.  boy,  i 

"  Wholl  coutinue  a  boy 

Even  such  ia  our  own  diatro 
Willi  tho  t  vcr-young  stateei 
Nay  even  fitill  woi^  ;  for  M 
Wasn't  niott!  a  yitylii  llian  ] 
While  ourw  euch  power  of  h 
Thalp  the  older  he  gets,  the 


9  The  date  nf  itili  sqalh 
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And,  at  what  extreme  old  age  hell  doee 
Hia  schoolboy  coane,  heaven  only  knows ; — 
Some  contoiy  hence,  should  he  reach  so  flur, 

And  otinelves  to  witness  it  heaven  condemn, 
We  shall  find  him  a  sort  of  ctt5  Old  Parr, 

A  whipper-snapper  Methnsalem ; 
Nay,  eVn  should  he  make  still  longer  stay  of  it. 
The  boy'U  want  judgment,  ev'n  to  the  day  of  it ! 
Meanwhile,  'tis  a  serious,  sad  infliction  ; 

And,  day  and  night,  with  awe  I  recall 
The  late  Mr.  Mathews*  solemn  prediction, 

"  That  boyni  be  the  death,  the  death  of  yon  alL** 


LETTER 


fkom  lakkt  o'seaniqan  to  the  kkv.  murtagh 
o'moxjjqan. 

Aft&AB,  where  were  you,  Murthagh,  that  beautiful 
day?— 
Or,  how  came  it  your  riverence  was  laid  on  the 
shelf. 
When  that  poor  craythur,  Bobby — as  you  were 
away — 
Had  to  make  twice  as  big  a  Tom-fool  of  himeelf. 


Throth,  it  wasn't  at  all  civil  to  lave  in  the  lurch 
A  boy  so  desarving  your  tindh'rest  affisction ; — 

Two  such  Oigant  Siamase  twins  of  the  Church, 
As  Bob  and  yourself,  ne'er  should  cut  the  con- 
nection. 

If  thus  in  two  different  directions  yon  puQ, 

'Faith,   they'll   swear  that   yourself   and   your 
riverend  brother 
Are  like  those  quare  foxes,  in  Gregory's  Bull, 
Whose  tails  were  join'd  one  way,  while  thr>7 
look'dano<Aer/> 

Och  bleeB*d  be  he,  whosomdever  he  be. 

That  help'd  soa  Mogee  to  that  Bull  of  a  Letther! 
Not  ov'n  my  own  self,  though  I  sometimes  make 
free^ 
At  such  bull-manufacture,  could  make  him  a 
i>etther. 


1  **  Toa  will  Inereaae  the  enmity  with  which  they  are  re- 
garded by  their  associates  In  heresy,  thtu  tying  these  foxes 
hy  the  tails,  that  their  feces  may  tend  in  opposite  directions.* 
"BoB*8  BtUlt  road  at  Exeter  Hall,  July  14. 

*  **  An  ingenioos  device  of  my  learned  IHend.**— Bob*b 
Letter  te  Standerd. 

*  Had  I  coosnlted  only  my  own  wishes,  I  should  not  have 
anowed  thb  hasty  attack  on  Or.  Todd  to  have  made  its  ap- 


To  be  s«ire,  when  a  lad  takes  to  forgin't  this  way, 
'Tis  a  thrick  he's  much  timpted  to  carry  on  gayly ; 

Till,  at  last,  his  *'  injanious  devices,"*  some  day. 
Show  him  up,  not  at  Exether  Hall,  but  th'  Ould 
Bailey. 

That  parsons  should  forge  thus  appears  mighty  odd. 
And  (as  if  somethin'  '*  odd"  in  their  namee,  too, 
must  be,) 

One  forger,  of  ould,  was  a  riverend  Dod, 
While  a  riverend  Todd's  now  his  match,  to  a  T.' 

But,  no  matther  who  did  it — all  blessms  betide  him. 

For  dishin'  up  Bob,  m  a  manner  so  nate ; 
And  there  wanted  but  you,  Murthagh  'voumeen, 
beside  him. 
To  make  the  whole  grand  dish  of  buU<\,]f  com- 
plate. 


MUSINGS  OF  AN  UNREFORMED  PEER 

Of  all  the  odd  plans  of  this  monstrously  queer  agOy 
The  oddest  is  that  of  reforming  the  peerage ; — 
Just  as  if  we,  great  dons,  with  a  title  and  star, 
Did  not  get  on  exceedingly  well,  as  we  are. 
And  perform  all  the  functions  of  noodles,  by  birth, 
As  completely  as  any  bom  boodles  on  earth. 

How  acree  descend,  is  in  law-books  display'd, 
But  we  as  tctseacres  descend,  ready  made ; 
And,  by  right  of  our  rank  in  Debrett's  nomen- 
clature. 
Are,  all  of  us,  bom  legislators  by  nature ; — 
Like  ducklings,  to  water  instinctively  taking, 
So  we,  with  like  quackery,  tako  to  law-mddng ; 
And  God  forbid  any  reform  should  come  o'er  us, 
To  make  us  more  wise  than  our  sires  were  before  us. 

Th'  Egyptians  of  old  the  same  policy  knew — 
If  your  sire  was  a  cook,  you  must  be  a  cook  too : 
Thus  making*  from  father  to  son,  a  good   trade 

of  it. 
Poisoners  by  right,  (so  no  more  could  be  said  of  it,) 
The  cooks,  like  our  lordships,  a  pretty  mess  made 

of  it; 


pearance  in  this  Collection ;  beinf  now  Ailly  convinced  that 
the  charfe  bronsht  against  that  reverend  gentleman  of  in- 
tending to  pass  oflTas  gennlne  hlsfiunons  mock  Papal  Letter 
was  altogether  unfounded.  Finding  it  to  be  the  wish,  how- 
ever, of  my  reverend  (Hend— as  I  am  now  glad  to  be  permitted 
to  call  him— that  both  the  wrong  and  the  reparation,  the  Ode 
and  the  Palinode,  should  be  thus  placed  in  juxtaposiiioa,  i 
have  thought  it  but  due  to  him  to  comply  with  his  requesL 
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MOORFS  WORKS, 


Wkbool  •  WTj  fftoe  boltoii  all  lk«  pnwtrijtlioiia 

It  b  trB»i  we*f9  anuiQf  d  nine  ptrcra  «f  th*  post, 
HlaA  kMp  pftet  vHli  Uw  prwnt  t^tm  ^wM\f 

[  ^m  bear Atii  the  oaw  bfht  iMUr  hUi 

in   whiORH-poltod*   fiir 


rrk  tnuc,  loO|  I  tt^diti  ttditA  this  gvaef^  mnf  emeiitt 
Ev*ii  Mir   HooOT,  God   Iic2f»  llf  ei  di?(»ni'4  to  ua* 

pt<ovfrni«at« 
A&d  ill  ill  ItTP  ficmititf^i  mjblf  i|Mc«iidi^k 
Bat  Badly  woro  ^ut^  moBt  U*  nrtil  Ifl  Iw  mendeil. 
W*tb  fliJivtAlrlr«  *iuoti^  iw,  like  Bf in  and  Jike 

No  wooiki^  ev^it  jUhirtM  flli<mld  t^jim  to  bestir  'em ; 
And,  ifhtviiti  p  foili.  b^  Uial  lemMe  dnyi 
Wbtto— AS   |3l4yful    Otd    Kkkj    fiw    ha  pftittmc, 

FHof  oJFwiih  oM  boDaoiif  «i>fn«timc«,  in  a  ctonri— 
ii»  MPV  ni4jr  bt  irtiipp*d  ciir,  «om»  ttigbt,  by  Hefomi ; 
Aa^  M  llp^  ]ik«  liOTttto'i  famed  haiuc^*  through 

the  dr* 
Not  fcni^b,  but  d«vll%  our  lordvbrp  m^H  be«rj 

l«i!ieiLl  pl)lue«,  unnaeid  tt  IM  tl^^ 
IH  r«cind.  like  cbcfiiKtAiM  W<*|iii4y,*' 
WbJlf^  |Kir^i*d   up  on  ctoodi,  Bttfe  Imp*  of  pjo- 

bemni, 
S&uill  Grotei  and  O'Coiwelb*  ihiill  itog  lo  Ptciuu. 


THE  REVERENT*  PAMPHLETEEIL 

Oit,  hare  you  h^axd  whst  happM  of  late  ? 

ir  uot,  come  leu:  bh  E^aii 
White  sad  I  ttUte  the  piteous  fato 

Of  tlie  Rfivereod  Pompliletec^r. 

AH  |Kmi«pd  lib  BkUfu]  jockeyHbip, 

Luuid  run^  tlie  Toiy  cheerj, 
While  awny,  nwjiy,  wjth  spur  4tnd  whip, 

Wout  tlia  Rt'vefoud  PEimplileteer 

The  nag  Im  mdo — how  could  it  err? 
*TwaB  the  eame  thut  Look,  last  year^ 


1  Tbf  Om  &H£e»  Buptnaod  lo  Iwiie  bota  curbed  bjraitsiclt 


T)mi  wciodrrfiil  jiai^ 
^Vilb  the  KcTEfeai 

8tfl  a  b^^ar  an  bocwt 
Tlin  otiuno  b«  w^ 

Afid  in  iJUt  diiceiimi  I 
C^thoEwefaiidlV 


^  Siop,  atop,"  wtd  Thi 
Left  far  aura;  In  tlM 

Sh«  heafd  boi  tb#  ih« 
From  b«r  HalthicH  1 

Ytni  nuLy  talk  of  tba  ji 
When  canttnng  oV 

rd  back  fqr  a  bounttf 
Thia  Reverend  Pam 

Bat  ahf  whAi  tttmUcc 
in  the  midst  of  be  c 

A  Qe  of  the  Ttnwf  la* 
Of  the  headkag  Pai 

WbethM  he  tripp'd  oc 
Doth  not  00  cl^af  Of 

But  down  be  canve«  a* 
Tbi>  Eevei^od  Pam 

Lofd  King  himarlf  coQ 
To  Hce  a  fpjfilual  Pt 

Fall  muicb  more  dead, 
Tbnn  M  thi»  Pampi 

Yet  pilyLn^  parEoni!,  m 
Shall  vmt  lik  siknt 

And,  thiakjjig  Lhe  wbil 
**  Poor  dmr  old  Pom 

"  He  lia«  fintslfd,  at  lai 
"  And  now  Hex  cool 

"  Aa  ofun  be  did  in  lU 
«  Good.  Rijvcftud  P 


A  RECENT 

A  Dis^iicF  Qod  a  bold 
Both  ht>n>t'^  ill  the 

Did  ihu^,  of  latr,  one 
Unto  euch  other  n 

"  Dear  Iwsliop/'  <juotl 
"  j^  nohody  deuic: 
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'*  That  you  a  wise  logician  are, 

"  And  I  am— otherwise, 
«  'Tie  fit  that  in  this  question,  we 

**  Stick  each  to  his  own  art— 
«  That  your»  should  be  the  sojrfiistry, 

"  And  mine  the  fighting  part 
*'  My  creed,  I  need  not  tell  you,  is 

"  Like  that  of  W ^n, 

'*  To  whom  no  harlot  comes  amiss, 

"  Save  her  of  Babylon  f 
"  And  when  we*re  at  a  loss  for  words, 

"  If  laughing  reasoners  flout  us, 
*'  For  lack  of  sense  we'll  draw  our  i 

**  The  sole  thing  sharp  about  us." — 
«  Dear  bold  dragoon,**  the  bishop  said, 

<(  'Tis  true  for  war  thou  art  meant ; 
«  And  reasoning — ^bleas  that  dandy  head ! 

*'  Is  not  in  thy  department 
**  So  leave  the  argument  to  me — 

"And,  when  my  holy  labor 
"  Hath  lit  the  fires  of  bigotry, 

"  Thoult  poke  them  with  thy  sabre. 
**  From  pulpit  and  from  sentry-box, 

"  We'll  make  our  joint  attacks, 
"  I  at  the  head  of  my  Cassocks, 

"  And  yon  of  your  Cossacks. 
**  So  here's  your  health,  my  brave  hussar, 

'*  My  exquisite  old  fighter — 
«<  Success  to  bigotry  and  war, 

«  The  musket  and  the  mitre  !** 
Thus  pray'd  the  minister  of  heaven — 

While  Y — k,  just  entering  then, 
Snored  out,  (as  if  some  Clerk  had  given 

His  nose  the  cue,)  *'  Amen.*' 


T.  B. 


THE  WELLINGTON  SPA.. 

**  And  drink  MivicM  to  oar  woet.**— Ahha  Matilda* 

1839. 
Talk  no  more  of  your  Cheltenham  and  Harrowgate 
springs, 
*Tis  from  Lethe  we  now  our  potations  must  draw ; 
Your  Lethe*s  a  cure  for — all  possible  things, 

And  the  doctors  have  named  it  the  Wellington 
Spa. 

Other  physical  waters  but  cure  you  in  part ; 
One  cobbles  your  gout — Vother  mends  yuor  di* 
gestion — 

I  Col  noUa  meretrlx  dUpllcait  pneter  BabyUmteask 


Some  settle  your  stomach,  but  <Ats— bless  you 
heart!— 
It  wiU  settle,  forever,  your  Catholic  Question. 

Unlike,  too,  the  potions  in  fashion  at  present. 
This  Wellington  nostrum,  restoring  by  stealth. 

So  purges  the  mem*ry  of  all  that's  unpleasant. 
That  patients  forget  themselves  into  rude  health. 

For  instance,  th*  inventor — ^his  having  once  said 
"  He  should  think  himself  mad,  if,  at  any  one's 
caU, 
"  He  became  what  he  is** — is  so  purged  from  his 
head. 
That  he  now  doesn*t  think  he's  a  tni^lfniin  at  all 

Of  course,  for  your  mem'ries  of  very  long  stand- 
inff— 

Old  chronic  diseases,  that  date  back,  undaunted. 
To  Brian  Boroo  and  Fitz-Stephens'  first  landing — 

A  devl  of  a  dose  of  the  Lethe  is  wanted. 

But  ev'n  Irish  patients  can  hardly  regret 
An  oblivion,  so  much  in  their  own  native  style, 

So  conveniently  plann'd,  that,  whate'er  they  forget. 
They  may  go  on  rememb'ring  it  still,  all  the 
while? 


A  CHARACTER. 

1834. 
Halt  Whig,  half  Tory,  like  those  midway  things, 
*Twixt  bird  and  beast,  that  by  mistake  have  wingi ; 
A  mongrel  Statesman,  *twixt  two  factions  nursed. 
Who,  of  the  faults  of  each,  combines  the  worstr^ 
The- Tory's  loftiness,  the  Whigling's  sneer. 
The  leveller's  rashness,  and  the  bigot's  fear ; 
The  thirst  for  meddling,  restless  still  to  show 
How  Freedom's  clock,  repair'd  by  Whigs,  will  go ; 
Th*  alarm  when  others,  more  sincere  than  they, 
Advance  the  hands  to  the  true  time  of  day. 

By  Mother  Church,  high-fed  and  haughty  dame, 
The  boy  was  dandled,  in  his  dawn  of  fame ; 
List*ning,   she   smiled,   and   bless'd   the    flippant 

tongue 
On  which  the  fate  of  unborn  tithe-pigs  hung. 
Ah,  who  shall  paint  the  grandam's  grim  dismay. 
When  loose  Reform  enticed  her  boy  away ; 
When,  shoek'd,  she  heard  him  ape  the  rabble's  tone, 
And,  in  Old  Sarum's  fate,  foredoom  her  own  ! 


•  The  only  paraNel  I  know  to  this  sort  of  oblivioD  b  to  be 
ftaod  IB  a  line  ofthe  Ule  Mr.  a.  P.  Knight 

** Th^plestlK  .aiu< 4  .>  of  thJagi  fefjot* 
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Groaning  ahe  cried,  while  tears  roll'd  down  her 

cheeks, 
'*  Poor,  gIib«ton^ed  youth,  he  means  not  what  he 

speaks. 
'*  Idke  oil  at  top,  these  Whig  professions  flow, 
*'  But,  pure  as  lymph,  runs  Toryism  below. 
'*  Alas,  that  tongue  should  start  thus,  in  the  race, 
**  Ere  mind  can  reach  and  regulate  its  pace ! — 
"  For,  once  outstripp*d  by  tongue,   poor,   lagging 

mind, 
**  At  every  step,  still  further  limps  behind. 
"  But,  bless  the  boy ! — whatever  his  wandering  be, 
**  Still  turns  his  heart  to  loryism  and  me. 
« Idke  those  odd  shapes,  portrayed  in  Dante's  lay,^ 
**  With  heads  fix'd  on,  the  wrong  and  backward 

way, 
**  His  feet  and  eyes  pursue  a  diverse  track, 
**  While  those  march  onward,  these   look  fondly 

back." 
And  well  she  knew  him — ^well  foresaw  the  day, 
Which  now  hath  come,  when  cnatch'd  from  Whigs 

away. 
The  self-same  changeling  drops  the  mask  he  wore. 
And  rests,  restored,  in  granny's  arms  once  more. 

But  whither  now,  mix'd  brood  of  modem  light 
And  ancient  darkness,  canst  thou  bend  thy  flight  7 
Tried  by  both  factions,  and  to  neither  true, 
Fear'd  by  the  old  school,  laugh'd  at  by  the  new ; 
For  this  too  feeble,  and  for  that  too  rash. 
This  wanting  more  of  fire,  that  less  of  flash  ; 
Lone  shalt  thou  stand,  in  isolation  cold, 
Betwixt  two  worlds,  the  new  one  and  the  old, 
A  small  and  "  vex*d  Bermoothes,"  which  the  eye 
Of  venturous  seaman  sees — and  passes  by. 


A  GHOST  STORY. 

TO  THE  AIR  or  "  UNFORTUNATE  MISS  BAILEY.*' 

1835. 

Not  long  in  bed  had  L — ndh — ^rst  lain. 

When,  as  his  lamp  bum'd  dimly. 
The  ghosts  of  corporate  bodies  slain,' 

Stood  by  his  bedside  grimly. 
Dead  aldermen,  who  once  could  feast, 

But  now,  themselves,  are  fed  on, 
And  skeletons  of  mayors  deceased. 

This  doleful  chorus  led  on : — 


"  Che  dalle  renl  era  tomato  *1  vol  to, 
E  indletro  venir  11  coavenia, 
Perchd  *1  veder  dlnansi  era  lor  tolto.** 
•  BeTsrriog  to  the  line  taken  by  Lord  L— ndh— rst,  on  the 
qiwit  A»n  of  Municipal  Reform. 


"  Oh,  Lord  L-^ndh— «Bt, 
'*  Unmerciful  Iiond  L — ndh — nt, 

«*  Corpses  we, 

"AUburiL'dbythee, 
"  Unmerciful  Lord  L — ^ndh — nt  V 

"  Avaunt,  ye  frights !"  his  Lordship  cried,* 

"  Ye  look  most  glum  and  whitely.** 
«  Ah,  L— ndh— rst,  dear !"  the  fiights  zepGed 

"  You've  used  us  unpolitely, 
**  And  now,  ungrateful  man !  to  drire 

"  Dead  bodies  from  your  door  so, 
*'  Who  quite  comipt  enough,  alive, 
"  You've  made,  by  death,  still  roore  so. 
"  Oh,  Ex-Chancellor, 
"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor 
"  See  thy  work, 
**  Thou  second  Burke, 
"  Destructive  Ex-Chancellor  !** 

Bold  L — ^ndh — ^rst  then,  whom  naught  ooidd  ] 

Awake,  or  surely  that  would. 
Cried  **  Curse  you  all"— fell  fast  mtdev^ 

And  dreamt  of  *'  Small  v,  Att^fvood." 
While,  shpck'd,  the  bodies  flew  down  stairs. 

But,  courteous  in  their  panic, 
Precedence  gave  to  ghosts  of  mayors. 
And  corpses  aldermanic. 

Crying,  "  Ob,  Lord  L — ndh — nt, 
*<  That  terrible  Lord  I^— ndh — nt, 
«*  Not  Old  Scratch 
**  Himself  could  match 
"  That  terrible  Lord  L— ndh — ^rtt" 


THOUGHTS 

ON  TBK    LATE 

DESTRUCTIVE  PROPOSITIONS  OF  THE  TOE) 
BY  A   C01IlI0N-COCNCtL.MAN: 

1 

I  SAT  me  down  in  my  easy  chair, 

To  read,  as  usual,  the  morning  papers ; 
But — ^who  shall  describe  my  look  of  deqiair, 

When  I  came  to  Lefroy's  «*  destructire**  cap( 
That  he — that,  of  all  live  men,  Lefroy 
Should  join  in  the  cry,  "  Destroy,  destroy  r* 
Who,  ev'n  when  a  babe,  as  I've  heard  said, 
On  Orange  conserve  was  chiefly  fed, 

*  These  verses  Arere  written  in  reftrence  to  the 
brought  In  at  this  time,  for  the  reform  of  CorpontkBt. 
the  sweeping  amendments  proposed  by  Lord  Lyndhsfsl 
Other  Tory  Peers,  in  order  to- obstruct  the  i 
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And  neverr  tfll  now,  a  moyement  made 
That  wasn't  most  manfully  retrograde ! 
Only  think — to  sweep  from  the  light  of  day 
Mayors,  maces,  criexs,  and  wigs  away ; 
To  annihilate — ^neyer  to  rise  agam — 
A  whole  generation  of  aldermen. 
Nor  leave  them  eVn  th'  accostom'd  tolls,  ' 
To  keep  together  their  bodies  and  souls  !^ — 
At  a  time,  too,  when  snug  posts  and  places 

Are  falling  away  from  ns  one  by  one, 
Crash — crash — like  the  mommy-cases 

Belzoni,  in  Egypt,  sat  upon, 
Wherein  lay  pickled,  in  state  sublime, 
Conservatives  of  the  ancient  time ; — 
To  choose  such  a  moment  to  overset 
The  few  snug  nuisances  left  us  yet ; 
To  add  to  the  ruin  that  round  us  reigns. 
By  knocking  out  mayors'  and  town-clerks'  brains ; 
By  dooming  l\  corporate  bodies  to  fall. 
Till  they  leave,  at  last,  no  bodies  at  all — 
Naught  but  the  ghosts  of  by-gone  glory, 
Wrecks  of  a  world  that  once  was  Tory ! 
Where  pensive  criers,  like  owls  unblest, 

Robb*d  of  their  roosts,  shall  still  hoot  o'er  them ! 
Nor  mayor*  shall  know  whore  to  seek  a  nest, 

Till  Gaily  Knight  atiaHfind  one  for  them  ]— 
Till  mayors  and  kings,  with  none  to  rue  'em. 

Shall  perish  all  in  one  common  plague ; 
And  the  sovereigns  of  Belfast  and  Tuam 

Must  join  their  brother,  Charles  Diz,  at  Prague. 

Thus  mused  I,  in  my  chair,  alone, 

(As  above  described,)  till  dozy  grown. 

And  nodding  assent  to  my  own  opinions, 

I  found  myself  home  to  sleep's  dommions. 

Where,  lo,  before  my  dreaming  eyes, 

A  new  House  of  Commons  appear'd  to  rise. 

Whose  living  contents,  U  fancy's  survey, 

Seem'd  to  me  all  tum'd  topsy-turvy — 

A  jumble  of  polypi — nobody  knew 

Which  was  the  head  or  which  the  queue. 

Here,  Ingl's,  tum'd  to  a  sans-culotte, 

Was  dancing  the  bays  with  Hume  and  Grote ; 

There,  ripe  for  riot,  Recorder  Shaw 

Was  learning  from  Roebuck  "  Qa-ira ;" 

While  Stanley  and  Graham,  as  poissarde  wenches, 

Scream'd  "  d  has  /"  from  the  Tory  benches ; 

And  Peel  and  O'Connell,  cheek  by  jowl. 

Were  dancing  an  Irish  carmagnole. 

ThiD  Loni  pieserve  ns !— if  dreams  come  true, 
W:iat  is  this  hapless  realm  to  do? 


A  term  formed  on  the  model  of  the  MaatodoB,  Ice. 


ANTICIPATED  MEETING 

OFTHB 

BRITISH  ASSOCIATION  IN  THE  TEAR  3836. 

W3L 
AiTca  some  observations  from  Dr.  M'Grig 
On  that  foesile  reliquum  call'd  Petrified  Wig, 
Or  PerruquoUihus — a  specimen  rare 
Of  those  wigs,  made  for  antediluvian  wear» 
Which,  it  seems,  stood  the  Flood  without  turning  a 

hair — 
Mr.  Tomkins  rose  up,  uid  requested  attentkm 
To  facts  no  less  wondrous  which  he  had  to  mention. 

Some  large  fossil  creatures  bad  lately  been  found 
Of  a  species  no  longer  now  seen  above  ground, 
But  the  same  (as  to  Tomkins  most  cleariy  appears) 
With  those  animals,  lost  now  for  hundreds  of  years. 
Which  our  ancestors  used  to  call  "Bishops"  and 
"  Peers,"  [stow'd  on, 

But  which  Tomkins  more  erudite  names  has  be- 
Having  call'd  the  Peer  fossil  th'  Aristocratodon,' 
And,  finding  much  food  under  t'other  one's  thorax, . 
Has  christen'd  that  creature  th'  Episcopus  Voraz. 

Lest  the  savantes  and  dandies  should  think  this  all 

fable, 
Mr.  Tomkins  most  kindly  produced  on  the  table, 
A  sample  of  each  of  these  species  of  creatures. 
Both  td'rably  human,  in  structure  and  features, 
Except  that  th'  Episcopus  seems.  Lord  deliver  us ! 
To've  been  carnivorous  as  well  as  granivorous ; 
And  Tomkins,  on  searching  its  stomach,  found  there 
Large  lumps,  such  as  no  modem  stomach  could  bear. 
Of  a  substance  call'd  Tithe,  upon  which,  as  'tis  said. 
The  whole  Genus  Clericum  formeriy  fed ; 
And  which  having  lately  himself  decompounded, 
Just  to  see  what  'twas  made  of,  he  actually  found  it 
Composed  of  all  possible  cookable  things 
That  e'er  tripp'd    upon  trotters   or   soar'd    upon 

wings — 
All  products  of  earth,  both  gramineous,  herbaceous, 
Hordeaceous,  fabaceous,  and  eke  farinaceous. 
All  clubbing  their  quotas  to  glut  the  oesophagus 
Of  this  ever  greedy  and  grasping  Tithophagus.' 
**  Admire,"  exdaim'd  Tomkins,  **  the  kind  diiq)ensa- 

tion 
"  By  Providence  shed  on  this  much-faror'd  nation, 
"  In  sweeping  so  ravenous  a  race  from  the  earth, 
"That    might   else    have    occasion'd    a   general 

dearth — 
"  And  thus  burying  'em,  deep  as  even  Joe  Hume 

would  sink  'em, 
"With  the  Ichthyosaurus  and  Palsorynchum, 

•  T1|9  sodocical  terai  for  a  tlUie-ealsr. 
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"  And  other  queer  ci-detant  things,  nnder  grroond — 
**  Not  forgetting  that  foflsilized  youth,'  so  renown*d, 
"  Who  lived  just  to  witneM  the  Deluge — was  grati- 
fied 
*'Much  hy  the  sight,  and  has  since  been  found 
stratified  /" 

This  picturesque  touch— ^uite  in  Tomkins's  way — 
Caird  forth  from  the  aavantea  a  general  hurrah ; 
While  inquiries  among  them  went  rapidly  round, 
As  to  where  this  young  stratified   man  could  be 

found. 
The  "leam'd  ThebanV  discourse  next  as  livelily 

flowed  on, 
To  sketch  t'other  wonder,  th'  Art«tocratodon — 
An  animal,  difiering  from  most  human  creatures 
No  80  much  in  speech,  inward  structure,  or  features. 
As  i^  haying  a  certain  excrescence,  T.  said. 
Which  in  form  of  a  coronet  grew  from  its  head. 
And  devolved  to  its  heirb,  when  the  creature  was 

dead; 
Nor  mattered  it,  while  this  heir-loom  was  trans- 
mitted, 
How  unfit  were  the  heads,  so  the  coronet  fitted. 

He  then  mentioned  a  strange  zoological  fact, 
Whose  announcement  appear'd  much  applause  to 

attract 
In  France,  said  the  learned  professor,  this  race 
Had  so  noxious  become,  in  some  centuries'  space. 
From  their  numbers  and  strength,  that  the  land  was 

o'errun  with  'em. 
Every  one's  question  bemg,  "What's  to  be  done 

with 'em?" 
When,  lo !  certain  knowing  ones — savans,  mayhap. 
Who,  like    Buckland's  deep  followers,  understood 

trafi^ 
Slyly  hintea  that  naught  upon  earth  was  so  good. 
For  An«tocratodons,  when  rampant  and  rude. 
As  to  stop,  or  curtail,  their  allowance  of  food. 
This  expedient  was  tried,  and  a  proof  it  afibrds 
Of  th'  effect  that  short  commons  will  have  upon 

lords; 
For  this  whole  race  of  bipeds,  one  fine  summer's 

mom. 
Shed  their  coronet^  just  as  a  deer  sheds  his  horn. 
And  the  mon:ent  these  gewgaws  fell  off,  they  became 
Quite  a  new  sort  of  creature— so  harmless  and  tame, 
That  zoologists  might,  for  the  first  time,  maintain  'em 
To  be  near  akin  to  the  gentte  humanum. 
And  th'  experiment,  tried  so  successfully  then, 
Should  be  kept  in  remembrance,  when  wanted  again. 
•  *  •  •  • 

1  The  man  foand  by  Scheachzer.  and  supposed  by  him  to 
have  witnessed  the  Deluge,  ("  homodlluvll  testis,**)  bnt  who 
loroed  ont,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  to  be  merely  a  great  lizard. 


SONGS  OF  THE  CHURCH. 
Nal. 

LEAVE  HE  AIX>NE. 

▲  rxSTOaAI.  BAX.LJLB. 

I 

**  We  are  ever  standing  on  the  defeiudvte.  All  fhsd 
to  them  Is,  *  leave  um  almuJ  The  Established  C3iiiic 
and  parcel  of  the  constitution  of  this  country.  Ton  aj 
to  conform  to  this  constitation.  We  ask  of  ftm 
more ;— /et  u*  a/oiu.**— Letter  la  7^  TVmcv,  Not.  I 

Come,  list  to  my  pastoral  tones, 

In  clover  my  shepherds  I  keep  ; 
My  stalls  are  all  fumish*d  with  ditmes. 

Whose  preaching  invites  one  to  sleep. 
At  my  epirit  let  mfidels  scofiT,  i 

So  they  leave  but  the  substance  my  own ; 
For,  in  sooth,  I*m  extremely  well  off. 

If  the  world  will  but  let  me  alone. 

Dissenters  are  gnmiblers,  we  know ; — 

Though  excellent  men,  in  their  way. 
They  never  like  things  to  be  so. 

Let  things  be  however  they  may. 
But  dissenting's  a  trick  I  detest ; 

And,  besides,  'tis  an  axiom  well  known* 
The  creed  that's  best  paid  is  the  best. 

If  the  unpaid  would  let  it  alone 

To  me,  I  own,  very  surprimng 

Your  Newmans  and  Puseys  all  seem. 
Who  start  first  with  rationalizing. 

Then  jump  to  the  other  extreme. 
Far  better,  'twixt  nonsense  and  sense, 

A  nice  half-way  concern,  like  onr  own. 
Where  piety's  mix'd  up  with  pence. 

And  the  latter  are  ne*er  left  alone. 

Of  all  our  tormentors,  the  Press  is 

The  one  that  most  tears  us  to  bits ; 
And,  now,  Mrs.  Woolfrey's  **  exceese^ 

Have  thrown  all  its  imps  into  fits. 
The  deVIs  have  been  at  us,  for  weeks. 

And  there's  no  saying  when  theyll  have  dc 
Oh  dear,  how  I  wish  Mr.  Breeks 

Had  lea  Mrs.  Woolirey  alone  ! 

If  any  need  pray  for  the  dead, 
'Tis  those  to  whom  post-obits  fall ; 

Since  wisely  hath  Solomon  said, 
*Tis  "  money  that  answereth  aU." 

<  Particniarly  the  formation  called  TVaauitim  Ta 
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Bat  oun  be  the  patroni  who  live ; — 
For,  once  in  their  glebe  they  are  thrown, 

The  dead  have  no  living  to  giye. 
And  therefore  we  leave  them  aIon& 

Thongh  in  morals  we  may  not  excel, 

Such  perfection  is  rare  to  be  had ; 
A  good  life  is,  of  conm,  very  well. 

But  good  living  is  also— not  bad. 
And  when,  to  feed  earth-worms,  I  go, 

Let  this  epitaph  stare  from  my  stone, 
<*  Here  lies  Uie  Right  Rev.  so  and  so ; 

**  Pass,  stranger,  and — ^leave  him  alone." 


EPISTLE  FROM  HENRY  OF  E^-T— R 
TO  JOHN  OF  TUAM. 

Dear  John,  as  I  know,  like  our  brother  of  London, 
YouVe  sipp*d  of  all  knowledge,  both  sacred  and 

mundane. 
No  doubt,  in  some  ancient  Joe  Miller,  you've  read 
What  Cato,  that  cunning  old  Roman,  once  said — 
That  he  ne'er  saw  two  reverend  soothsayers  meet. 
Let  it  be  where  it  might,  in  the  shrine  or  the  street. 
Without  wondering  the  rogues,  'mid  their  solemn 

grimaces. 
Didn't  burst  out  a  laughing  in  each  other's  faces.^ 
What  Cato  then  meant,  though  'tis  so  long  ago. 
Even  we  in  the  present  times  pretty  well  know ; 
Having  soothsayers  also,  who— sooth  to  say,  John — 
Are  no  better  in  some  points  than  those  of  days  gone. 
And  a  pair  of  whom,  meeting,  (between  you  and  me,) 
Might  laugh  in  their  sleeves,  too — all  IHwn  though 

they  be. 
But  this,  by  the  way — ^my  mtention  being  chiefly 
In  this,  my  first  letter,  to  hint  to  you  briefly, 
That,  seeing  how  fond  you  of  Tuutu?  must  be. 
While  MeunCa  at  all  times  the  main  point  with  me. 
We  scarce  could  do  better  than  form  an  alliance, 
To  set  these  sad  Anti-Church  times  at  defiance : 
You,  John,  recollect,  being  still  to  embaric, 
W^ith  no  sliare  in  the  firm  but  your  title'  and  mark  ; 
Or  eVn  should  you  feel  in  your  grandeur  inclined 
To  call  yourself  Pope,  why,  I  shouldn't  much  mind ; 
While  my  church  as  usual  holds  fast  by  your  Tuum, 
And  every  one  else's,  to  make  it  all  Sunm. 

Thus  allied,  I've  no  doubt  we  shall  nicely  agree. 
As  no  twins  can  be  liker,  in  most  points,  than  we ; 

>  Btlnri  se,si  anfor  aagnrcm  aspiclens  tibi  tempoiaret  a  rltn. 
•  So  tpelled  in  those  ancient  venleies  which  John,  we 
andentand,  fteqaently  chanu  :— 

**  Had  every  one  Sawn, 
Tou  woaidn*t  have  Taum, 


Both  specunens  choice  of  that  miz'd  sort  of  beast, 
(See  Rev.  ziiL  1.)  a  political  priest ; 
Both  mettlesome  charger$,  both  brisk  pamphleteers, 
Ripe  and  ready  for  all  that  sets  men  by  the  eara ; 
And  I,  at  least  one,  who  would  scorn  to  stick  longer 
By  any  giv'u  cause  than  I  found  it  the  stronger. 
And  who,  smooth  in  my  turnings  as  if  on  a  swivel. 
When  tlie  tone  ecclesiastic  wo'u't  do,  try  the  eivU. 

In  short  (not  to  bore  you,  eVn  j'ltre  divino) 
We've  the  Mime  cause  in  common,  John — all  but 

the  rhmo ; 
And  that  vulgar  surplus,  whate'er  it  may  be. 
As  you're  not  used  to  cash,  John,  you'd  best  leave 

to  me. 
And    80,  without   form — as  the   postman    wo'n't 

tarry — 
Fm,  dear  Jack  of  Tuam, 

Yours, 

EZKTIA  HaKET. 


SONG  OF  OLD  PUCK. 

*'  And  those  things  do  best  please  me, 
That  befall  preposterously." 

Puck  Jonior,  Miitumwur  ^tigkCa  Dremu 

Who  wants  old  Puck  T  for  here  am  I, 
A  mongrel  imp,  'twixt  earth  and  sky, 
Ready  alike  to  crawl  or  fly ; 
Now  in  the  mud,  now  in  the  air. 
And,  so  'tis  for  mischief,  reckless  where. 

As  to  my  knowledge,  there's  no  end  to't. 

For  where  I  haven't  it,  I  pretend  to't ; 

And,  'stead  of  taking  a  leam'd  degree 

At  some  dull  imiversity, 

Puck  found  it  handier  to  commence 

With  a  certain  share  of  impudence. 

Which  pases  one  off  as  leam'd  and  clever, 

Beyond  all  other  degrees  whatever; 

And  enables  a  man  of  lively  sconce  • 

To  be  Master  of  all  the  Arts  at  once. 

No  matter  what  the  science  may  1 

Ethics,  Physics,  Theology, 

Mathematics,  Hydrostatics, 

Aerostatics  or  Pneumatics — 

Whatever  it  be,  I  take  my  luck, 

Tm  all  the  same  to  ancient  Puck ; 


Bnt  I  shonld  have  Meam, 
And  sing  Te  Deom." 
s  For  Ms  keeping  the  title  he  nnay  quote  claaslcal  aatlio* 
rity,  as  Horace  eipcessly  says,  •*  Poterls  scrvara  Toass.*^— 
Ds  Jtrt.  P0€L  V.  XBI.— CkTMuds. 


Ttinl  a  brothrr  imp,  M  Bniofani  i 
If  1  Und  but  (>r  tnw  a  Uttf«  MaM'inift 

My  tktl]  M  n  tinfuiiit  all  mtiRt  know 

(Aod  h«tird  me  a&raai  taeiXlift^y,  tOtt, 
III  tliA  mofidi  juvd  lensM  of  js«f|*t*«««l«j 

\Vlien^  tt»  oUJ  Cbttmlwiijrl'B  i 

f  vpok«  loeh  French  to  Ihe  ] 

M  pmshtd  tUciM  l<««nif<l  T1ieb*t»  mmk^ 

Td  kivvw  if  *twu  ^exMCfil  m  Hifb  Dnteht 

And  might  have  paM*d 

A«  <snfi  of  lliQ  uakfiown  u»h^«««  Jig» 

Aj  te  my  talpAt  finr  nb^iuhyi 

TK«^rA*ii  nuiliiiiR  like  it  i»  iJ!  antiquity. 

Like  Mun^t  (my  p<«u!iar  caf«,) 

*'  Tm  hfti^t  t'ttt  tUre,  Tm  eb^ry  where,"* 

If  uny  Diiv*i  wmitf^  to  t«k<«  tbe  obvir, 

U[«»n  any  lulij^ct,  floywhero, 

JuHt  look  oftitittdi  Htid — Fuck  u  therf;  f 

WhM(  »laug1itAr'«  lit  himdf  your  bird  of  prey 

U  ueYvr  k&OK^  to  bo  qiiI  of  the  way  ; 

Add  wUetflVflf  mbahbfi  to  be  got» 

Th«r«'ii  Tack  irtdianter,  oti  the  spot 

Oo(y  find  me  m  m^fUi  iwid  applmiBp, 

And  I'm  your  tn an  for  uny  came 

If  irroiig  the  cAuse^i  the  iiiare  my  delight  f 

Bat  I  doa't  object  to  it}  €V*tk  when  Hghtf 

If  I  ouly  can  rex  tome  old  friend  byH  ; 

Theffl'i  D — rh— mt  for  iojlauoe  ;— to  wtsny  Aint 

Fills  up  niy  etip  of  blifis  to  the  brim  ! 

(vote  pt  TJin  KwrroR.) 
Those  who  are  anxious  to  nm  a  muck 
Ciui'L  do  bettor  than  Jom  with  Fuck  ; 
They'H  find  him  bon  diahle — fipite  of  bifl  phtE — 
Aud,  m  fact|  hifi  j^real  ambiLicm  isi 
While  plnyiag  old  Puck  Lii  fjnd-rato  elyle, 
To  bo  thought  Iloblii  GocKlfello^  all  the  w]jd«^ 


Who  ba«  tutcly  btwn  ] 

VVltJch  hare  proved  to  b*  J 
uofuspected* 

The  aaciect%  imt  re«d«ii  nai 
Haul  a  com  tbey  cdl'd  **  * 

And  *lwu  Hxmo  of  Mtd  ooin 
boM 
Ai  to  faney  be'd  got,  Gi 


POLICE  EEPORTS. 

CAIE  or  IMf<WTt;il£. 

Amo.vg  other  stray  flsiahmen,  disposed  of,  thi^  weekj 
^Vas   a.   yout]g:ster|  numod  St— nl — ^y,  gfuteclly 
coiinecUil, 

1  Verba  U  in ,  a*  5 n  I  il    TTi  1 1 1  ribiUe  i*  on  I  y  equal !  pd  hy  Ui  a  t 

of  TtiitcymnJ  iq  Jiis  nu^dJcBl  rriend,  Dr,  :  "  11  so  ctittnoii 

en  Mui;  f^i  im^difi  uu  pcurn  DiCdeciiM?/' 

9  ^tvfi  in  "The  pQilUtrkH" 


Feopletook  hlm^  bowever,  £! 

And  thc«e  talMats  fall  prizi 
Were  bid  for,  with  cD|;vJneco 
Tfa«ii  has  ofleu  difitin^ki 
nation. 

Talk  of  WDtidcrs  ono  now  nn 

"  Black  BWaoff*' — "  Qoeei 

ev^n  **  a  cbdd'B  caiil"- 

Much  and  justly  as  all  Ibeea 

"  St— nj— ^y'e     talents" 

foribingSi  and  all* 

A^  kttgtbj  some  miatmr       ! 

Etod  quondam  b«liiev«i» 

of  it; 

Some  nm^  it,  som^  mbb'd  it, 

And  Ihfl  hard  mbs  it  got 

out  of  it. 

( 
Othera,  wishing  to  bireak  tb« 
Said    'iwa.-a  kno^n  wdJ  I 
the  tnntl<^r, 
Ttiat   the   Greeks  had  not 

And  thDs«  found  on  ttte  ; 
tht  latter. 

While  otbcrn,  who  view'd  t 

grin— 

Seeing   counterfeits   pas 

mofiffy, 

By  way  of  a  hint  to  ih^  doiti 

Appropriate? I y  quoted  Budo 

Tn  Bhoii,  the  wholo  sham  by 
And  thij  coiut  which  the 
naniM  to  call. 

Proved  u  niero  bcktr'd  art  id 
But,  ye  god^,  not  the*  true 

'  Fit  nn  nccouni  oflht?  coin  caJI 
5 PI?  DitdftU*  iic  A^*ic,oi!iJ  the  oth« 

'  Thfl  Tji[*:'niii»i  MflE^nitiii  nnA  t 
[war  it>  haw  If^^n  ihe  uima  colit 
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ih*  impostor  was  still  young  enoagh  to  repent, 
jid,  besides,  had  some  claims  to  a  grandee  con- 
nection, 
lir  Worships— considerate  for  once — only  sent 
*he  yoong  Tbimblerig  off  to  the  House  of  Cor- 
rection. 


REFLECTIONS 

RESBED  TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  ARTICLE  Or  THE 
CHURCH,  IN  THE  LAST  NUMBER  OF  THE 

QUARTERLY  REVIEW. 

quite  of  your  mind; — though  these  Pats  cry 

aloud 
'hat  they've  got  "  too  much  Church,"  'tis  all 

nonsense  and  stuff; 
Church  is  Hke  Love,  of  which  Figaro  voVd 
*hat  even  too  much  of  it*s  not  quite  enough. 

dose  them  with   parsons,  'twill  cure  all  their 

ais^— 

'-opy  Morison's  mode  when  from  pill-box  un- 
daunted he 
IB  through  the  patient  his  black-coated  pills, 
[or  cares  what  their  quality,  so  there's  but  quan- 
tity. 

!rily  think,  'twould  be  worth  England's  while 
*o  consider,  for  Paddy's  own  benefit,  whether 
'ould  not  be  as  weH  to  give  up  the  green  isle 
'o  the  care,  wear  and  tear  of  the  Church  alto- 
gether. 

» Irish  are  well  used  to  treatment  so  plec5ant ; 
'he  harlot.  Church  gave  them  to  Henry  Planta- 

genet,* 
I   now,  if  King  William  would  make  them  a 

present 
'o  t'other  chaste  lady — ye  Samts,  just  imagine 

it! 

^f  Sees.,  Lord-Lieutenants,  Commanders-in- 
chief, 

[ight  then  all  be  coll'd  from  th'  episcopal 
benches ; 

lie  colonels  in  black  would  affi>rd  some  relief 

'rom  the  hue  that  reminds  one  of  th'  old  seulel 
wench's. 

3a  (ait  d'amoor,  trop  mAme  n*est  pas  asaes.— JtoMir  4t 

Ue. 


Think  how  fierce  at  a  charge  (being  practised 
therein) 
The  Right  Reverend  Brigadier  Pb-*U— tts  would 
slash  on! 
How  Greneral  Bl — mf— d,  through  thick  and  thnmgli 
thin, 
To  the  end  of  the  chapter  (or  chapters)  would 
dash  on ! 

For,  m  one  point  alone  do  the  amply  fed  race 
Of  bishops  to  beggars  similitude  bear — 

That,  set  them  on  horseback,  in  fnU  steeple  chase, 
And  they^l  ride,  if  not  pull'd  up  in  time — ^yoa 
know  where. 

But,  Uess  you,  in  Ireland,  that  matters  not  much, 
Where  afiairs  have  for  centuries  gone  the  same 
way; 
And  a  good  stanch  Conservative's  system  is  such 
That  he'd  back  even  Beelzebub's  long-founded 
sway. 

I  am  therefore,   dear  Quarterly,  quite  of  your 
mmd; — 
Church,  Church,  in  all  shapes,  into  Erin  let's 
pour; 
And  the  more  she  rejecteth  our  med'cine  so  kind. 
The  more  let's  repeat  it — **  Black  dose,  as  be- 
fore." 

Let  Coercion,  that  peace-maker,  go  hand  in  hand 
With  demure-eyed  Converrion,  fit  sister  and  bro- 
ther; 

And,  covering  with  prisons  and  churches  the  land. 
All  that  won't  go  to  one,  we'll  put  into  the  other. 

For  the  sole,  leading  maxim  of  us  who're  inclined 
To  rule  over  Ireland,  not  weU,  but  religiou^y. 
Is  to  treat  her  like  ladies,  who've  just  been  con- 
fined, 
(Or  who  ought  to  be  so)  and  to  church  her  pro- 
digiously. 


NEW  GRAND  EXHIBITION  OF  MODELS 

OF  THE 

TWO  HOUSES  OF  PARLIAMENT. 

Comb,  «tep  in,  gentlefolks,  here  ye  may  view 
An  exact  and  nat'ral  representation 

«  GfSBt  of  Ireland  to  Heary  H.  by  Pops  Aiilaa. 


mm**  Moda  of  WttcriM*) 

je  Lonlfl  Mhd  CoanmoDi  of  tlik  bpro 


Tbrrt*  tbpy  afft— fcll  mit  out  in  cork— 

Ttw!  ^*  Cotlr<!tiT«  Vfmd&ts^  mvudrmia  tu  bm  ; 

Mx  '*y'^  •  whrri  all  tli^m  Hvftdi  *t^  «t  ^vr^k^ 
Wh4^l  a  V^tly  wdftity  oonmn  It  mnm  Ikv 


Ai  fof  Oie  "  friMkisa,^ — that  nmf  warn  vmm ; 

Thaiifilit  lo  imy  truth*  «4  MnMimoi  «« 
(Aiid  ^d  thi^  piiritiomf^tioii  iu9  miMmiiciii  '[in) 

A  mftu  wbo>  M,  R  with  a  h«ftd  UmtV  M.  T. 

Oiir  Lord*  nf?*  r^iher  tn^  *«i*ii  *fi*  <"»^  ; 

But  Uif^y  dfi  ivc^n  ^noxi  tJi^lYe*  ; 

Anf^  ba*kic«,'—u<Jiar«  n  man  wiin  crcptUTB  to  do 

TM  miU*  «tich  tefrty  nuoll  %tt7^  thcnuriTCS  T 

Th«n— ^dii^  twieli  1kn»  kedii  my  pfvlty  deam^ 
Ciuve  the  childn*!!  I — tbk  MOies  of  r»fo«iiittfi  a 

Thme  mcddUtig  ycmof  txmiB  htTis  «  damfiif^  my 
I  mi}«t  lay  ui  tnAf«  (^elfk  for^  nevr  crtatkin. 

Thorn  yotid«r^»  ouf  tniho|H-^*  lo  wbom  n]Ql^h  b 

iUid  nW^  roftdy  to  tnko  «v  madi  inoro  oa  you 

Tbo  ptfeti  of  old  tiTOM  *4W  vi«otw  of  heaYeUi 
BiU  Uiew  holy  vi^eim  lee  aoChiitg  hut  S««a 

Like  old  AUi«,'  (the  chapi  la  Cheapidej  the»  bo- 

low,) 
Tifl  for  KJ  much  per  certt.  they  t4Lko  UtsaTen  on 

their  tthouycrts ; 
Ajid  }oy  ^tii  to  know  thiLt  old  High  Church  and 

Thou^i   not   capital    pdeiits,  am   auch    capilal- 
holdc^tih 

There's  one  on  *tta,  Ph — Up — ta,  w.io  now  is  away^ 
As  we'ro   Iiaving  him    filled   with    bumbusLibli} 

Small  crackeia  and  BqyibSf  for  a  |TreEil  gala-dny, 
When  we  etnnuairy  fifo  hia  Right  Rerprcnco  off 

Twould  do  your  h^urt  good,  ma'iunj  then  to  be  by, 

WJicnj  hiiMing  with  gunpowder,  *stoad  of  with 

bile. 

Crack t  cniok,  gov^  ine  bblinpi  whi!e  dawaijers  erj> 

*'  How  like  llio  dpar    uiPOi,  both  in  rnaUer  and 

stylo  •" 


I  One  of  th*  n>aU  Int^iTstlng  and  curloiu  of  iiK  ihe  cilil- 


Shoikki  yvtt  vaul  a  Abw  Pli 
Am  pnmsai*   to    firiend 
tlivwe  :'— 
Our  noUjei  ti«  tmxm  di 


And  wo  ehftj^  hot  a  p 

Thoae  of  &olll«-cofka  avii 
(At  teaot,  'moag  auch  itt 

or  old  ftkUlry  corks  onr  < 
But  thoH  we  make  Bt 
rtim  *im». 
So*  step  br  fontteMk 


ANKOim< 


A  NEW  GRAND  ACCS 


THE  SFEED  OF 

Lotro  eomplaintA  being  mi 

tijneHi 
Of  too  Bilack  a  enpply^^ 

rhymts, 
A  new  Company^  roJtii*d  i 
Ftpst  proposed  by  the  grea 

can, 
Beg  to  say  they^vo  now  m 
Some  fast-going'  aulhorit  o 
Snch  as  not    be  who  rui 

read — 
And  who,  if  j^ell  cunied  fl 
Will  h*^at  eT*n  Bt*ntley*fl  m 
It  IB  true,  hi  these  dfiysp  m 
We've  "  JrninortnlH"  as  rif 
And  not  a  BUie'ei  rout  bnt 
Some  invaJid  bard  who*ft  h 
SlJlI,  let  England  but  on 

t^nd 
How  fisat  they'll  leave  cv'a 
Anrl  how  truly  the  toib  of 
Compared  witli  hh  loll  wh 

In  fLic!,  therr's  no  saving, 
How  (iu^  IrruiiortalitLea  noi 
Since  Hulicou  nover  will  n 
As  long  OB  Lhe  public  cotiti 

3  The  Krj<rt  cpf  iho  Ini^UTiiK 
>  Proilucinni.tL  Uac  fuH  ot  i\ 
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pany  hope  yet  to  witnen  the  hoar, 
Irongly    applying    the    mare-motive' 

;r  novel,  'mid  oceans  of  praiae, 

ten,  launched,  read,    and — forgot,  in 

lays ! 

all  this  Btnpendous  celerity, 

e  no  small  relief  of  poeterity — 

rjit  the  whole  debit  of  fame, 

uturity  ev'n  with  a  name, 

it  wo*n*t  as  much  tickle  Tom  Tegg  as 

b  Aim  of  his  second-priced  Pegasus  ;) 
ipany — still  more  to  show   how  im- 

)*cr  the  mind  of  pounds,  shillings,  and 

even  Phcebus  himself,  in  our  day, 
a  lay  without  firet  an  outlay — 
3  our  literature  soon  may  cranpare, 
nake  and  vent,  with  our  Birmingham 

;  at  all  matter  in  either  of  these  lines, 
tho  article,  so  it  but  shines, — 
lore  ready,  all  perchM,  pen  in  hand, 
n  any  given  style,  at  command. 

I  at  bard,  be  he  living  or  dead,' 

cm  his  pen,  and  'tis  done  soon  as  said : 

Dii  th'  efltablishmcnt,  six  Walter  Scotts, 

/ordsworth,  and  Southeys  in  lots ; — 

Mrs.  Nortons,  all  singing  like  syrens, 

of  our  pallid  young  clerks  are  Lord 

i. 

••s  and  •••s,  (for  whom  there's  small 

,  »**8,  (for  whom  no  call  at  all.) 

soo'er  the  last  "  Lion"  may  be, 
3rn  who'll  copy  his  roar*  to  a  T, 
Ihat  not  one  of  tho  buyers  who've  got 

li  is  lieu,  and  which  only  Bottom. 

ompany,  siucc  they  set  up  in  this  line, 
their  concern,  and  are  now  at  the  sign 
i  Velocipede,  Fleet  Street,  where  all 

II  to  the  scheme  are  invited  to  call 


y  rnrikes  the  mare  to  go.** 

Mi^nngn  npnrt,  for  oar  posthamoos  peo|4e, 

that,  if  left  with  the  live  ones,  they  kmp  111. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LATE  DINNER 
TO  DAN. 

Fkox  tongne  to  tongue  the  nmior  flew ; 
All  ask'd,  aghast,  '*  Is't  true?  Vi  trueT 

But  none  knew  whether  'twas  fact  or  faUe: 
And  still  the  unholy  rumor  ran. 
From  Tory  woman  to  Tory  man. 

Though  none  to  come  at  the  truth  was  ahl^— 
Till,  lo,  at  last,  the  fact  came  out, 
The  horrible  fact,  beyond  all  doubt. 

That  Dan  had  dined  at  the  Viceroy's  table ; 
Had  flcsh'd  his  Popish  knife  and  fork 
In  the  heart  of  th'  Establish'd  mutton  and  pozk! 

Who  can  forget  the  deep  sensation  « 

That  news  produced  in  this  orthodox  natkm  t 

Deans,  rectors,  curates,  all  agreed. 

If  Dan  was  allow'd  at  the  Castle  to  feed, 

'Twas  clearly  all  up  with  the  Protestant  cread ! 

There  hadn't,  indeed,  soch  an  apparitioa 

Been  heard  of,  m  Dublin,  since  that  day 
When,  during  the  first  grand  exhibition 

Of  Don  Giovanni,  that  naughty  play. 
There  appcar'd,  as  if  raised  by  necromancers,  ^ 
An  extra  devil  among  the  dancers ! 
Yes — ev'ry  one  saw,  with  fearful  thrill, 
That  a  devil  too  much  had  jom'd  the  quadrille : 
And  sulphur  was  smelt,  and  the  lamps  let  fall 
A  grim,  green  light  o'er  the  ghastly  ball. 
And  the  poor  sham  devils  didn't  like  it  at  all ; 
For,  they  knew  from  whence  tli'  intruder  had  come. 
Though  he  left,  ihat  night,  his  tail  at  home. 

This  fact,  we  see,  is  a  parallel  case 

To  the  dinner  that,  some  weeks  since,  took  place. 

With  the  difference  slight  of  fiend  and  man. 

It  shows  what  a  nest  of  Popish  sinners 
That  city  must  be,  where  the  devil  and  Dan 

May  thus  drop  in,  at  quadrilles  and  dinners ! 

But,  mark  the  end  of  these  foul  proceedings. 
These  demon  hops  and  Popish  feedings. 
Some  comfort  'twill  be — to  those,  at  least. 

Who've  studied  this  awful  dinner  question^ 
To  know  that  Dan,  on  the  night  of  tliat  feast. 

Was  seized  with  a  dreadful  indigestion ; 
That  envoys  were  sent,  post-haste,  to  his  priestv 
To  come  and  absolve  the  suffering  sinner. 
For  eating  so  much  at  a  heretic  dinner ; 
And  some  good  people  were  even  afraid 
That  Peel's  old  confectioner— still  at  the  trade— 
Had  poison'd  the  Papist  with  orangeade, 

s  "Bottom:  Let  roe  play  the  lloa;  I  will  roar  yoa  as 
*twere  aiiy  nishUnfcale.** 
•  History  of  the  Irish  itife. 


'  B08FTTAL  FOR  SICK  LITERATL 

Wmi  bM  hiEniilLtf  w«  beg 
T«  miarm  (lit  piiblie,  UtaE  Tvm  Tfgf— 
Kjiowv  far  lik  ipuitky  i|prei]la(ioa*i 
to  buying  up  dptll  fifOtaUiiDB* 

lUkiOf  dud  at^lHw  i>iov«  a^iuxi« 

As  thotifh  Ibi^y  utill  irm»  Jibing  nien  ^^-^ 

AD  iJbMt  t«a^  mtni^g*^*  im  «  tri?^f 

fly  tkim  two  m^EM^  wonk,  "  lldlf  TH^^" 

Wbkh  brags  tfa«  clmmt  m  quick  abottl^ 

Thai  wom-«ul  {iu*t 

A  leeotid/oQtwbef)  ^ 

Am  iiMdt  lo  f»  tt  aveomi  ««Bap<^ — 

Twii  pkM»  lb«  imblie,  m  rvfi^Ati 

1^  kWft  lh»t  Tf^,  wK«  urorkii  Utk  fnit, 

A^  tbenftviVt  luwin  what  c«r«  U  n^odi 

'^  iBi^p  «if*  f^UnaV  bltvlidm 

£Im  ified  i»  Ifcvptltl*  t&  town, 

Par  mmm  *4  koock'drup  ri«uQwit^ 

(By  mtam  cad  1*4  6*dnl<»#»)  ciabi  fjiom  wiU ; 

And,  cf  bU  irqundi  for  whk;li  Uicy'rs  muved^ 

DfMtt  €uU  fr^tn  publjvb«f»r  U^e  woM  ; — 

All  tli(««,  DLtul  otb^f  such  rataliUf% 

Ttint  hspppii  lo  fruU  iinmortaliUtiiT 

By  Tegs  ■*■  "  pxperUy  treated, 

Thil  elk4iii3««,  w  Ueo  (Im  cnfc*i  conipleledi 

The  patJeiKl'ft  iiiii4e  robii$i  enough 

To  «tw)d  a  few  roore  ruuticlfi  of /?i(Jf, 

Till^  ltk«  tht  f^(wt«  of  Dant«'a  lay, 

lis"*  pu^d  lata  tliii^  titt  uway  ^ 


UUifp 


Aa  tilled  potlB  (Iwing  phi*no(meinOQfl) 

Dou^t  Like  i*  ^x.  ^ivilti  low  atid  conuuoii 

Tpi|]^*B  Hoapitai  haft  sppurate  word^j 

EicptiHi  for  Jitprory  Jmtlsi 

Wbew  pnxt-jiteie,  of  iminodemto  lengtbr 

Are  ntirsedi  wJien  IheyVe  outgrown  their  strvnglh, 

Add  pmlfi,  whutii  (heir  friends  deepair  of, 

Ar« — put  to  bed  and  token  euro  of. 

Tfigg'  bpga  to  contradict  a  Htory^ 
Now  current  both  wilK  Whig  and  Tflfy, 
That  Doctor  W— rb— t— n,  M.  P.^ 
Wdl  ksown  for  lib  antipathy, 
Hm  dendly  haXt^j  good  man,  to  all 
Thp  mce  of  jJDctfj  ^ettt  nnd  small^ — 
So  rnuch^  that  h^yw  Ijet'tr  heard  to  own, 
He  would  most  willingly  cut  down 
The  holiest  ^ves  on  rindus"  mount, 
To  turn  tho  timtwr  to  account  I — 
The  story  actually  g-oes,  timt  he 
Preficribcs  at  Tc;r|ir'g  Inilj-mary  \ 


Ani  nit  tiot  only  altj 
Tho  patiflEKls  m  their  ^ 
But  thai,  <m  beln|^  call 

To  two  Vck  pOClA,  ffiljS 

Thil  vatickid  Doclor  « 
So  ■trong  a  don  of  Jer 
That  one  of  iho  [joot  b 
"Oh,J(trfy,JerTjr  ■ 
Whda  t'otl^r,  Uioitgli  I 
la  on  his  roftd,  *lk  liear' 

Of  thk  evfttti,  how**er  i 
Te^  tUf^aiu  to  attj  ni& 
Inte^ing  shortly  to  pn 
A  stalemerat  of  the  wh 
With  full  accoimte,  at ' 
Of  nrnio  lato  cn»s^  (jm 
Babieribed  with  every 
Tbat'a  now  on  tho  Ski 


RELIGFON  J 
'*  Blr  Bobm  Peel  livLl«fe4  ! 

SATt  who  wa»  the  wngj  li 
Who,  J^rst  in  a  etatuto, 

And  thus  ilyJy  referrM  to 
As  malteiTB  coiigenlal,  ] 

Oh  atirety,  my  Ph — [Ip- 

deed ; 

For  none  but  thyself,  m 

Accuslom'd  to  tnii  up  the 

Could  bring  Buch  a  pa 

other. 

And  yet,  when  one  Ihii 

gone, 

OuD  ia  forced  to  confen 

Thnt  'tisn't  in  the  cyca  of 

Tlmt  the  gihrine  and  the 

connection. 

Jfol  to  mention  those  mon 
Whmc  civil  IL^  all  m  in 

And  whcrt?  tho  wliolo  pcoj 
Bcty  their  ijods  at  tho 
inEido ;' — 


*  Thf  Binnrini  way  n^t  buy  i 
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u   also   (aB  mentioii'd,  in  rhyme  and  in 
ose,  if) 

Qap*d,  throughout  Egypt,  on  eyery  shrine, 
e    rings    for    right    rererend    crocodiles' 


ch  as,  my  Ph — ^Ilp — ^is,  would  look  weU  in 
inc. 

loedn't  fly  off,  in  this  erudite  mood ; 

s  clear,  without  going  to  regions  so  sunny, 

sts  loTe  to  do  the  lea$t  possible  good, 

)  largest  moat  possible  quantum  of  money. 

t,"  saith  the  text,  "  unto  whom  much  is 
ven, 

im  much,  in  turn,  will  be  also  required  :** — 
/'  quoth  the  sleek  and  obese  man  of 
aven — 

as  much  as  you  will — ^more  will  still  be 
sired." 

ney!  more  churches! — oh  Nimrod,  hadst 

3U 

of  Totoer-extension,  some  shorter  way 
ne — 

)u  known  by  what  methods  we  mount  to 
aven  now, 

ied  CAttrcA-exteusion,  the  feat  had  been 
ae! 


MUSINGS, 

3    BY   THE    LATE    PROMOTION  0»  MBS.  NETH- 
ERCOAT. 

low  Nethercoat  is  appointed  Jailer  of  Loughroa,  in 
'  her  deceased  husbaod."— /.rmcrieA  Ckrmuele. 

.  as  queen?  or  subjects,  in  these  days, 

t  seem  formed  to  grace  alike  each  station  ^ 

in  Flaherty  gallantly  says, 

ladies,  are  the  lords  of  the  creation  T* 


my  mind  did  prescient  visions  float 
hat  matchless  woman  yet  may  be  ; 
rk,  in  rumors  less  and  less  remote, 
ho  glad  news  o*er  Erin's  ambient  sea, 
riant  news — that  Mrs.  Nethercoat 
en  appointed  jailer  of  Loughrea ; 
t  it,  History — Nethercoat  is  dead, 

N.  now  rales  his  realm  instead  ; 
ligh  task  to  wield  th*  uplocking  keys, 
o^es  and  reign  o*er  Rapparees ! 


Thus,  while  your  blusterers  of  the  Tory  school 
Fmd  Ireland's  sanest  sons  so  hard  to  rule. 
One  meek-eyed  matron,  in  Whig  doctrines  nnned. 
Is  all  that's  ask'd  to  curb  the  maddest,  wont ! 

Show  me  the  man  that  dares,  with  bloshlea  brow. 

Prate  about  Erin's  rage  and  riot  now ; — 

Now,  when  her  temperance  forms  her  sole  eieea ; 

When  long-loved  whiskey,  fadmg  torn  her  agbt, 
«  Small  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  leas,** 

Will  soon,  like  other  tpiriU,  vanish  quite ; 
When  of  red  coats  the  number's  grown  so  small. 

That  soon,  to  cheer  the  wariike  parson's  eyes^ 
No  glimpse  of  scarlet  will  be  seen  at  all. 

Save  that  which  she  of  Babylon  supplies  ^ 
Or,  at  ifae  most,  a  corporal's  guard  will  be. 

Of  Ireland's  red  defence  the  sole  remains ; 
While  of  its  jails  bright  woman  keeps  the  key, 

And  captive  Paddies  languish  in  her  chams! 

Long  may  such  lot  be  Erin's,  long  be  mine ! 

Oh  yes — ^if  ev'n  this^irorld,  though  bright  it  shiaa 
In  Wisdom's  eyes  a  prison-house  must  be, 

At  least  let  woman's  hand  our  fetters  twine. 
And  blithe  I'll  sing,  more  joyous  than  if  fresy 
The,Nethercoat8,  the  Nethercoats  for  me ! 


INTENDED  TRIBUTE 


AtmiOR  OF  AN  ARTICLE  IN  THE  LAST  NUBUIE   Of  fIS 
QUARTEELT    REVIEW, 

SNTITLSD 

*«  ROMANISM  IN  OLELANa** 

It  glads  us  much  to  be  able  to  say, 

That  a  meeting  is  fix'd,  for  some  eariy  day. 

Of  all  such  dowagers— Ae  or  $h» — 

(No  matter  the  sex,  so  they  dowagers  be,) 

Whose  opinions,  concerning  Chureh  and  State, 

From  about  the  time  of  the  Curfew  date — 

Stanch  sticklers  still  for  iAjn  bygone, 

And  admiring  them  for  their  rust  alone — 

To  whom  if  we  would  a  leader  give. 

Worthy  their  tastes  conservative. 

We  need  but  some  mummy-statesman  raise. 

Who  was  pickled  and  potted  in  Ptolemy's  days ; 

For  thai* 9  the  man,  if  waked  from  his  shelf. 

To  conserve  and  swaddle  this  world,  like  himself 

Snch,  we're  happy  to  state,  aro  the  old  Ae-dames 
Who've  met  m  committee,  and  ghren  their  i 


food  bitmf^TpMcx,)  wflh  kind  lnUut 

in  their  M^r*«iilt«Qrr  lh«  ustueJ^  li«i 

Wbo  wfote^  In  tii#  Jwl  new  Qwirf friy, 

71i«t  rtiivBiiiif  cMMiH  BpoD  iNipniy  | 

An  lutiek  |vtff  P>^^  Nr  tbcii^ 

A^  •  perfect  ftiit#di{oviiftO  t^m~^ 

Tli^  wwli»  u  Sir  Samfttoo  I^gvA^  wndU  vt^^ 

Of  rnno  "  firtUFir  fh«  I'WMd  oooltln'l  vn^i  ^w^j.*^ 

Hm  fetid  bNAf  niiPti*  ttinrp  tt»iiuuii\l  but  l«  iw 
WM  tiM  ikiWlftt<^uliior'»  |p(t  wnj  to  bo^ 
Aad  htfi  I  BitMl  w^i  lh»  {ivitn  IUm 
ihnr'd  dtllccte  tft«t( 

Ftitf  ftndlax  ittP  ii0<>r  .»,».       i  ^i^sdUy 

FVo[|i  the  iiw-fdl  «tuff  h«  htu  mrowm  up  lftto1|'— 
B^  miic^i  no,  iudiNxl,  to  Ui#  nhmn  of  d]» 
Am  t6  bcipg  on  ft  6t  G(f  ipbat  iloclom  cidl 
TliB  Antipi^ulJCo*moiiMrimiiittt 
( riii  ■orry  vrith  cuch  a  long  ivord  li)  d«tiua  yp^) 
Th^y^ve  aetrd  tha  part  c»f  a  kind  pl^yniemni 
Hy  mjitittjf  lh«ir  i^fl  l«  Ow  fiali^U'«  couditLou  ; 
Andt  A*  ■'^'^  ^  *tiii  rpaily  ftv  pmiirnUilifini 
W«  •lidl  publwti  tbt?  fiicb«  for  the  |£r«tificaljea 
Of  Lhi»  lu|^i1y*fAT<9r'd  otisl  Ffut««taiLt  ntlioop 

M«ftnwliil*,  to  tiM  gntt  akrni  of  his  neighboin, 
tlo  fltitl  oontiniWi  hk  Qiitfrrrriy  laboci ; 
And  «A*a  biu  Hifttng  No^F<»pcry  6l!»i 
Wfaiell  fMfifUlttU  hJ4  uld  tiitfwt  (lul  of  ber  wf|& 
Bomf  ttnii?#  be  icrvtinu,  like  Scrub  in  tbc  play/ 
**  TJ  lie  Vim  !  Jr*iiiy  [   I*6pery  I"  tiigbt  and  duy  | 
Take*  tlve  Priutpr^i  DpvU  ior  Doctor  Dens,* 
And  cbies  at  liiiu  b^ape  ot  Ut^b-cliurcb  pens  ;^ 
VVbich  thfl  Df  vU  (hinwelf  a  touchy  Dia»enl«?r} 
Feels  rIJ  in  bis  bidei  liku  Jifrown,  enter. 
'Stead  of  ewntlowiiig  wbole«omo  tlyff  front  tlie  drug* 

giat'ft, 
He  iri7i  kepp  raring  of  "  Irish  Ttingg^  ;''* 
Tell*  ui  they  aU  gu  mmd'iitig,  for  fun, 
From  Jim  q(  mom  liJl  pet  of  fliiii, 
Pop,  pnp,  aa  fast  aa  ii  mitit]te*^guii !' 
If  smk'^di  how  comes  it  the  gown  and  cassock  aro 
Safe  and  fat,  'mid  Ihls  gene^ml  maatacro-^ 
How  haps  It  that  Paf  a  own  population 
But  swiLnm  tbo  moro  f«c  Ihu  tmddatJtm — 


•  Sea  CoTiiF*T(!'jj  Loifie  for  Low. 

•  Tbe  writer  ri["  the  AMkde  bas  poped  about,  wUh  math 
racectn,  in  whm  he  r.ilU  '*  ibp  divrk  irci'^ps  uf  Dr,  tXni'» 
dliqnliUloin.'*~QMffrffr/j  Jif-rifif. 

•  '*  IhTiy,  mftjf  nc?  n^ik,  h^^  tliprp  been  An^^reticilMniJi  move. 

tolODle*,  in  which  jmmtihlnj  of  the  kind  ttita  not  viaUJe 
Uaon^  ihB  FrtftlijTcrfjins  afthe  North  T""/W. 


II«  nfem  y<Hi«  Gcr  alL  i 
To  lite  '*  tfixAuwj  «>/  i: 

Tbw  ia  all  ara*Tv  gdl,  i 
But  iMl  take  op  tl»a  i 


4 


GRAND  DIXN 


Am  I  iale  m  my  ^Miy 
Thinking  of  Sergeant 
Ajid  lb«  i|M!«cb  by  t^ 
In  aptiit  coogrnlalf  fe>r 
Sttddcdi  I  sunk  to  idcc[ 

Upon  Fancy's  reioli 
I  fonud  tnis^ir  in  a  at 
At  tbe  table  of  Uema 
With  a  goodly  group  ^ 
AU  in  tbe  printing  and 
Df¥«'df  1  thougriit^  exi 
And  aipptng,  like  lonli 
While  I,  ju  a  stole  aet 

Wttb  coat  tliat  badt 
(llaring  jtiEt  gone  iato 

Was  Ih*  only  wretc 
Hut  tJiink,  hotr  great  ^ 
^Vhen  I  aaw,  in  eaatln 
That  tbe  di^bea,  fi«^nt  i 
Horp  all,  in  appMimnci 
Larg^o  folios — God  knci 
In  thcfse  smalt  tuiteii — 
And  quurtos  (Buch  as  1 
For  iiQ  ono  to  road  llie 
Then  flash 'd  a  horrible 
And  f  eaid  to  inyself,  ' 
**  Like  tho6^*  Wfll  kno 
'*  Who  Eite  up  fur  liiuni 
**  I  BOO  now,  be  tons  nw 
"  The  bodies  and  bonw 
"  Brig^ht  sons  of  the  lyi 
"  All  eut  up  in  cutletSi 


*  **|jirJ  Lorton.  ftjr  Ln<itan 
of  0.  vj||ae»  ^f  Irt^k  Thufft 

•  "  <"Jh*fn^  how  pinrilex  a 
ml  n  u  1  e-fi  «  n*."—  /*  f!  e/, 

'  ''  Mijfhl  Dot   iJie   iirtliSt* 
sHI'Vly  itif  key  V* 
"  Wriucn  dyrinvr  the  lata 

i\'p>Tk|!hl. 
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}ork9,  B  lig^ht  through  ag«a  to  go, 
ilveSf  oaten  up  by  Typo  and  Co  I" 

IS  I  moralized,  on  they  went, 

be  fve  moat  excellont ; 

)  kindly,  brother  to  brother, 

he  titbits  to  each  other ; 

of  Southey  let  me  send  you" — 

t  of  Campbell  I  recommend  you" — 

re,  my  friends,  is  a  treat  indeed, 

mortal  Wordsworth  fricasseed  V* 

ing,  the  cormorants,  fed  some  time, 
ts  of  poetry — all  of  the  prime — 
(as  Type  in  a  whisper  aveiT'd  it) 
ose   on   the   sideboard,  for  such  as  pra- 
x'd  it"— 

ed  awhile,  to  recruit  their  force, 
need,  like  kites,  on  the  second  couiso, 
vas    singing-birds    merely  —  Moore    and 
lore — 

vent  the  way  of  their  larger  brothers ; 
i*rouB  now  though  such  songsters  be, 
lly  quite  distressing  to  see 
ishful  of  Toms — Moore,  Dibdin,  Bayly, — 
Tj-pe  and  Co.  so  gayly  I 

his  the  worst — I  shudder  to  think 

ene  was  disclosed  when  they  came  to  drink 

ors  of  Odin,  as  every  one  knows, 

ink  out  of  skulls  of  slaughtered  foes : 

5*8  old  port,  to  my  horror  I  found, 

ulls  of  bards  sent  merrily  round. 

IS  each  well-fiird  cranium  came, 

,vas  pledged  to  its  owner*s  name  ; 

pe  said  slyly,  'midst  general  laughter, 

them  up  first,  then  drink  to  them  after.*' 

I  no  standing  this — ^incensed  I  broke 
bonds  of  sleep,  and  mdignant  woke, 
T,  "  Oh  shades  of  other  tunes, 
oiccs  still  sound,  like  deathless  chimes, 
»u  e'er  have  foretold  a  day  would  be, 
dreamer  of  dreams  should  live  to  see 
of  sleek  and  honest  John  Bulls 
•ing  each  other  m  poets'  skulls  !*' 


certain  in&n  named  DemeUlus,  a  sUversinith, 
i  shrines  for  Diana,  brought  no  ■mall  gain  onto 
n  ;  whom  he  called  together  with  the  wurlmien 
intion.  and  said.  Sirs,  ye  know  that  hy  this  craft 
•  wealth."— ^ct*,  xix. 


CHURCH  EXTENSION. 
TO  THs  sorroR  or  tbs  KOEMUie  CBmomcLi. 

Sir,— A  well-known  classleal  tnyeller,  while  employed  la 
exploring,  some  time  since,  the  supposed  site  of  the  Tempto 
of  Diana  of  Ephesos,  was  so  fortonate,  in  the  course  of  Us 
researches,  as  to  light  apoa  a  very  ancient  bark  manuscript, 
which  has  turned  out,  on  examination,  to  be  part  of  aa  old 
Ephesian  newspaper:— a  newspaper  pabllshed,  as  you  wUl 
aee.  so  &r  back  as  the  time  when  Demetrius,  the  great 
Shrine-Extender,!  flourished.  I  am,  Sir,  toots,  ice 

KTHESIAN  GAZXTTB. 

8§e»nd  tditimu 
Important  event  for  the  nch  and  religioos ! 
Great  Meeting  of  Silversmiths  held  hi  Queen 
Square  $ — 
Church   Extension,  their  object, — ^th'    excitement 
prodigious ; — 
Demetrius,  head  man  of  the  craft,  takes  the  chair ! 

The  Chairman  still  ap,  when  our  dor   rame  away ; 

Having  prefaced  his  speech  with  ti  e  usual  state 

prayer,  [day. 

That  the  Three-beaded   Dian*  would  kindly,  this 

Take  the  Silvenmiths'  Company  under  her  care. 

Being  ask'd  by  some  low,  unoetablish*d  divines, 
"  When  your  churches  are  up,  where  are  flocks 
to  be  got?" 
He  manfully  answer'd,  "  Let  us  build  the  slirines,* 
'*  And  we  care  not  if  flocks  are  found  for  them 
or  not" 

He  then  added — to  show  that  the  Silvemnitht' 
Guild 
Were  above  all  confined  and  intolerant  views— 
«  Only  pay  through  the  nose  to  the  altars  we  build, 
**  You  may  pray  through  the  nose  to  what  altars 
you  choose." 

This  tolerance,  rare  from  a  shrine-dealer's  lip, 
(Though  a  tolerance  mix*d  with  due  taste  for  the 
till.)— 
So  much  charm'd  all  the  holders  of  scriptural  scrip, 
That  their  shouts  of  «  Hear !"  **  Hear !"  are  n- 
echoiiig  still. 

Hmrth0iitio», 
Great  stir  in  the  Shrine  Market !  altars  to  Pbcsbos 
Are  going  dog-cheap— may  be  had  for  a  reba& 
Old  Dian*s,  as  usual,  outsell  all  the  rest ; — 
But  Venu8*s  also  are  much  in  request 

•  Tria  Virglnls  ora  Diana. 

•  The  **  shrines**  are  supposed  to  have  been  ssBal* 
churcbes,  or  chapels,  a4Joining  to  the  great  temples^ 
**  gdicnla,  In  q^illtu  statna  repoBsbaatar.**— Erash. 
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LATEST  ACCOUNTS  FROM  OLYMPUS. 

As  news  from  Olympus  has  grown  rather  rare, 
Since  bards,  in  their  cruises,  have  ceased  to  totieh 

there. 
We  extract  for  oar  readers  tb'  intelligence  giren, 
Li  oar  latest  accoants  from  that  ei-devant  heayen — 
That  realm  of  the  By-gones,  where  sUil  sit,  in  state, 
Old  god-heads  and  nod-heads,  now  long  out  of  date. 

Jove  himself,  it  appears,  since  his  lore-days  are  o*er. 

Seems  to  find  immortality  rather  a  bore  ; 

Thoagh  he  still  asks  for  news  of  earth's  capers  and 

crimes. 
And    reads   daily  his    old    fellow-Thund'rer,  the 

Times.  [peck*d  are. 

He  and  Vulcan,  it  seems,  by  their  wives  stiU  hen- 
And  kept  on  a  stinted  allowance  of  nectar. 

Old  Phcebus,  poor  lad,  has  given  up  inspiration, 
And  pack'd  off  to  earth  on  a  /nijf-speculation. 
The  fact  is,  he  found  his  old  shrines  had  grrown  dim. 
Since  bards  look'd  to  Bentley  and  Colboni,  not  him. 
So,  he  sold  off  his  stud  of  ambrosia-fed  nags, 
Came  incog,  down  to  earth,  and  now  writes  for  the 

Maga; 
Taking  care  that  his  work  not  a  gleam  hath  to 

linger  in't,  [finger  in*t 

From  which  men  could  guess  that  the  god  bad  a 

There  are  other  small  facts,  well  deserving  attention, 
Of  which  our  Olympic  dispatches  make  mention. 
Poor  Bacchus  is  still  very  ill,  they  allege. 
Having  never  recovered  the  Temperance  Pledge. 
"  What,  the  Irish !"  he  cried—**  those  I  look'd  to 

the  most ! 
**  If  they  give  up  the  spirit,  1  give  up  the  ghost :" 
While  Momus,  who  used  of  the  gods  to  make  fuu, 
Is  turned  Socialist  now,  and  declares  there  are  none ! 

But  these  changes,  thoagh  curious,  are  aL  a  mere 

farce. 
Compared  to  the  new  **  casus  belli"  of  Mars, 
Who,  for  years,  has  been  suffering  the  horrors  of 

quiet, 
Uncheer'd  by  one  glimmer  of  bloodshed  or  riot ! 
In  vain  from  the  clouds  his  belligerent  brow 
Did  he   pop  forth,  in  hopes   that  somewhere  or 

somehow. 
Like  Pat  at  a  fair,  he  might  **  coax  up  a  row :'' 
But  the  joke  wouldn't  take — the  whole  world  had 

got  wiser ; 
Men  liked  not  to  take  a  Great  Gun  for  adviser ; 
And,  still  less,  to  march  in  fine  clothes  to  be  shot. 
Without  very  well  knowing  for  whom  or  for  what 


The  French,  who  of  alangfater  had  had  thek  fii 

swing. 
Were  content  with  a  shot,  now  and  then,  at  ^tat 

King; 
WhUe,  in  England,  good  figfatmg^a  a  pmitmw  m  hui 

to  gain. 
Nobody's  left  to  fight  with,  hot  Loid  G — id    g   ^ 

Tia  needless  to  say,  then,  how  monstniariy  happy 
Old  Mars  has  been  made  by  what's  now  on  the  ttfk 
How  much  it  delights  hon  to  see  the  French  laBy, 
In  Liberty's  name,  around  Mehemet  Ali ; 
Well  knowing  that  Satan  himself  ooold  not  find 
A  confection  of  mischief  much  more  to  his  mind 
Than  the  old  Bonnet  Ronge  and  the  Bashaw  cob- 

bined. 
Right  well,  too,  he  knows,  that  there  ne'er  vcn 

attackers. 
Whatever  their  cause,  that  they  didn't  find  baekcn; 
While  any  slight  care  for  Hamanit3r's  woes 
May  be  sooth'd  by  that  "  Ait  Diplomatique,"  vUcb 

shows 
How  to  come,  in  the  most  approved  method,  to  Hon 


I 


This  is  all,  for  to-day — ^whether  Mars  is  moeh  vofi ; 
At  his  friend  Thien's  exit,  we'll  know  by  oor  i 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  FARCE. 

OcR  earth,  as  it  rolls  through  the  regions  idtptet, 
Wears  always  two  faces,  the  dark  and  the  isBf ; 

And  poor  human  life  runs  the  same  sort  of  nee^ 
Being  sad,  on  one  side— on  the  other  ■'V*,  AHf^ 

Thus  oft  we,  at  eve,  to  the  HaymadLet  hie. 
To  weep  o'er  the  woes  of  Macready ; bntaeaioi 

Hath  the  tear-drop  of  Tragedy  paas'd  from  the  c^ 
When,  lo,  we're  all  laughing  in  fits  at  the  Fa» 

And  still  let  us  laugh — ^preach  the  worid  ss  ktmf^ 
Where  the  cream  of  the  joke  is»  the 
soon  follow ; 

Heroics  are  very  grand  things,  in  their  way. 
But  the  laugh  at  the  long  ran  will  cany  it 

For  instance,  what  sermop  on  human  aflUn 
Could  equal  the  scene  that  took  place  fothtf  d^ 

'Twixt  Romeo  and  Louis  Philippe,  on  the  slas** 
The  Sublime  and  Ridiculous  meeting  half-way! 

Yes,  Jocus  *  gay  god,  whom  the  Gentfles 
And  whose  worship  not  ev'n  among 
declines, 
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mate  thon*at  langniah'd  since  Sheridan  died, 
^dney  still  keeps  thee  alive  in  oar  shrines. 

jney !  thrice  honored  the  stall  where  he  sits, 

e  his  every  honor  he  deigneth  to  climb  at ! 

riand  a  hierarchy  formed  all  of  wits, 

>ut  Sydney  would  England  proclaim  as  its 

rimate? 

r  may  he  floorish,  frank,  merry,  and  brave— 

-ace  to  hear,  and  a  Paschal  to  read ;' 

e  laughSf  all  is  safe,  but,  when  Sydney 

rows  grave, 

all  then  think  the  Church  is  in  danger  tn- 

eed. 

ile,  it  much  glads  us  to  find  he's  preparing 

ich  other  bishops  to  "  seek  the  right  way  ;"■ 

ans  shortly  to  treat  the  whole  bench  to  an 

iring, 

ich  as  he  gave  to  Charles  James  t'other  day. 

parts,  though  gravity's  good  for  the  soul, 
I  fancy  have  we  for  the  side  that  there's  fun  on, 
her  with  Sydney  southwest  take  a  *tetroll," 
coach  it  northeast  with   his  Lordship  of 


SHTS  ON  PATRONS,  PUFFS,  AND 
OTHER  MATTERS. 

IN  AN  EPISTLE  FROM  T.  M.  TO  8.  R. 

',  thou,  my  friend !  a  man  of  rhymes, 

1;  better  still,  a  man  of  guineas, 

li  of  "  patrons,"  in  these  times, 

tr^.i  authors  thrive,  like  spinning  jennies, 

Vrkwright's  twist  and  Bulwer's  page 

may  laugh  at  patronage ! 

0 — those  times  are  pass'd  away, 

.en,  doom'd  in  upper  floors  to  star  it, 

ard  inscribed  to  lords  his  lay, — 

nself,  the  while,  my  Lord  Mountganet 

ore  he  begs,  with  air  dependent, 

little  bark  may  sail  attendant" 

der  some  lordly  skipper's  steerage ; 

lunch'd  triumphant  in  the  Row, 

en  by  Murray's  self  in  tow, 

£  both  Star  Chamber  and  the  peerage. 

ns,  iudeed  !  when  scarce  a  sail 
isk'd  from  England  by  the  gale, 

parts  of  the  Provineiales  may  be  lald  to  be  of  the 
rdcr  of  jeux  ^esprit^  or  squibs, 
s  stroll  In  the  metropolis  Is  extremely  well  con- 


But  bean  on  board  some  anthom,  shipped 
For  foreign  shores,  all  well-equipp'd 
With  proper  book-making  machinery, 
To  sketch  the  morals,  manners,  scenery, 
Of  all  such  lands  as  they  shall  see, 
Or  not  see,  as  the  case  may  be : — 
It  being  enjoin'd  on  all  who  go 
To  study  first  Miss  M***»»«»«, 
And  learn  from  her  the  method  true. 
To  do  one's  books — and  readers,  too. 
For  so  this  nymph  of  noiM  and  nerve 
Teaches  mankind  "  How  to  Observe  f 
4jid,  lest  mankmd  at  all  should  swerve, 
Teaches  them  also  *<  What  to  Observe." 

No,  no,  my  friend — ^it  can'  be  blink  d-> 
The  Patron  is  a  race  extinct ; 
As  dead  as  any  Megatherion 
That  ever  Buckland  built  a  theoiy  om. 
Instead  of  bartering,  in  this  age. 
Our  praise  for  pence  and  patronage, 
We  authors,  now,  more  prosperoos  elvetf 
Have  leam'd  to  patronize  ourselves ; 
And  since  all-potent  Puffing's  made 
The  life  of  song,  the  soul  of  trade, 
More  frugal  of  our  praises  grow/i, 
We  puflT  no  meritfl'but  our  own. 

Unlike  those  feeble  gales  of  praise 

Which  dritics  blew  in  former  days, 

Our  modem  puffii  are  of  a  kind 

That  truly,  really  raife  the  wind; 

And  since  they've  fairly  set  in  blowing. 

We  find  them  the  best  <radc-winds  going.^ 

'Stead  of  frequenting  paths  so  slippy 

As  her  old  haunts  near  Aganippe, 

The  Muse,  now,  taking  to  the  till. 

Has  open'd  shop  on  Ludgate  Hill, 

(Far  handier  than  the  Hill  of  Findns, 

As  seen  from  bard's  back  attic  windows ;) 

And  swallowing  there  without  cessation 

Large  draughts  {at  sight)  of  inspiration. 

Touches  the  notet  for  each  now  theme. 

While  still  fresh  "  change  comes  o'er  her  dream." 

What  Steam  is  on  the  deep— and  more- 
ls the  vast  power  of  Puff  on  shore ; 
Which  jumps  to  glory's  future  tenses 
Before  the  present  oven  commences ; 
And  makes  **  immortal"  and  "  dhnne**  of  as 
Before  the  worid  has  read  one  line  of  ns. 

In  old  times,  when  the  God  of  Song 
Drove  his  own  two-horse  team  along, 

trived  for  your  Lordshlp*s  speech ;  but  suppose,  my  dear  Lotd 
that  Instead  of  going  B.  and  N.  E.  you  had  tamed  about,**  Ice. 
^Cr— Stdhkt  Smith's  Last  JLetter  to  tk$  Bisk»f  ^  Ltmdtm 
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CkjTV$eg  iaad*  «  baft!  or  two, 
Book*4  iof  poiMtr  "  an  thtraifd  f^ 
Tlitnr  1u£f>e»,  ft  foflp  oi«i»^p«di'U  liiyraAA* 
(Uke  ytraxw,  tny  fneiidt)  for  ftlWr-liiOfl*^*- 
So  iiiow  iLin  pall  to  Fim^V  ftliod^t 
ThAt  folk*  oA  de^  npxni  IIm  R»d  i* 
And  IWirf'n  ndf,  joowtlmcii,  iJiey  af« 
Took  at  hii  njgfajionp  oq  Ibi  wijr  * 

Y0  CJ<Mb£  how  ^iffei«nt  bi  tha  rtxwy 
WlH)  0ur  new  gaDoping  wniu  of  g^oty, 
WUq,  vcdflllllg  ftU  Midi  dtuxk  mid  wbir  tutiw^ 
Dwdi  to  poi|t«i(y  ill  na  tim« ! 
Rilw  ta  en*  li^Dfrrftl 

Ib  n^  Ifc*  oiLirw,  i^t  to  wutph  hits* 
Try  ftt  the  fluninff  p»i  to  eatob  hiia  i 

ll#'i  oft^tliA  pul!iM%  c&iry  it  hcttow 
Tlio  «htjcB,  f  thuj-  pleiuc,  ijiny  follow* 
Era  lA^r«  laid  down  their  lirs(  ivwitionoi 
Ha^i  fkirly  hl«^n  Diroug^i  ni  «cLitioi»! 
To  Tain  doUi  Edinburgh  dispeme 
Her  hi  UP  and  yrllow  fw«U]eOC« 
f rhmt  pljigiie  90  ftwful  in  my  tinif' 
To  ymmg  and  touchy  sonii  of  Htjme)^ 
Thft  Qu^LTterlyt  i^t  three  monthv^  datOt 
To  eaidi  iW  Unread  On#»  oomci  too  ht« ; 
And  nooMtjnt  tUler'd  m  11  fmiryf 
Jkicamm  **  lmn>ottftl,"  fplto  of  Myrray. 

BnU  blp««  tn« ! — whU«  I  thuft  kci?p  foolmg, 
1  hear  a  voi'^P  ciy,  *'  Dinnei^ii  cooltiig/' 
The  postmnn,  t^o,  (who^  truth  to  tell, 
'Mong  men  cif  Ipttcra  beunj  the  bwll,) 
Ke^ps  hng;ing,  tinging;,  EC  uifemuVy 
Tlia!  1  ma#l  etop^ 

You™  wmfiilcniany. 


TlIODGriTS  ON  MiscnrEF. 

DY  LartD  ST— Nl^Y. 

(Hja  nasT  atteju^  in  Tfnfls^] 

^  "BwW,  ba  thou  m7  gotMi,"  Hiltoh. 

How  various  are  the  maptmtiottH 
Of  ddrpfciit  m<?n,  m  diflbrenl  n^^tFons  r 
As  ^finiii^  prompta  to  gooti  or  evil, 
Some  ooli  tlie  MuiM?,  ewiiie  rako  tho  dcv'iL 


H.  OufiiitJoquQ  Ikjdu«  di^rmiuiL  Ilmncru^.— Uqhit 


Old  Sncn^,  Uiat  yHak 
Kept  a  pet  demfm.  on  h 
To  go  ahoot  with  hum  n 
And  iomttioieB  gtv«  hlv 
Bo  L— jim1 — fli,  hi  *itr  di 
Keep  &«h  idftya  of  im 
To  roTRriitdt  from  that  f 
J  Ik  iiDApiratiOj^,  hot  &ud 

But,  neat  as  iltv  old  L— 
Beyond  ei^en  Hecate''a  * 
Had  Z,  LaiC  *^timley,  h 
Yd  ibow  you  ntiacfai^  p 
Miichkrt  comtNning^  bo) 
With  n^**  «aure«ft  poJjti 
Tbe  or&hin^a  fjreaksT  tbf 
Both  duly  mii^d,  and  %s 
A  oocnpound  tiaught  in 
But  Mactuarelp  wben  fi 

Yea,  MiBchief,  Goddew 
WheiiP*er  ihoih  wstch4| 
L«t  Stanley  ride  ceckht 
No  U%elipr  lackey  could 
And,  Goddeffi^  hb  Fm  % 
So  tnitcliiera  done,  you 
I  own,  ^twill  most  m^  fj 
In  Paddy  I  and  to  jttiiy  (J- 
Having  jjot  credit  for  iu- 
A  ncw't  bfiak  method  of 
A  way,  they  call  th^  St 
Which  pHl»  all  Ireland 
So  neat  il  htL^i  I  he  m'lxU 
Of  injury  and  iufult  too 
So  k'pibly  it  bears  upon^ 
The  Htanip  of  Stanley*! 

Ifrladd,  we'ra  told,  mea 
And  why  sheV  w.,  nono 
Who  sees  liffr  millioriBi  i 
Sjial  upon  thus  by  me^ . 
Already  m  ihp  breeio  I 
The  whijTof  coming  dflfi 
Of  fllnfe,  to  me  mors  all 
Thau  Ih'  Opium  or  the 
Of  ajiy  such  dnijgf  ft^mit 
Yeii — bWPPler  to  thifl  Tc 
Than  ull  sucli  pests,  froj 
Is  the  rich,  '*  sweltered  ¥ 
By  slirrinj^  Ireland'^  "c 
Autl^  tliunk?  to  practice 
I  btir  [L  M'iih  a  nia&ter*hi 


UiiU  Uiiju  nr^i  r  Eh 
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Again  thoalt  lee,  when  forth  hath  gone 
The  War-Chnreh-crj',  "  On,  Stanley,  on !" 
How  Caravats  and  Shanavests 
Shall  swarm  from  out  their  mountain  neiti, 
With  all  their  merry  moonlight  brothen. 
To  whom  the  Church  («<ep-dame  to  othen) 
Hath  been  the  best  of  nursing  mothezi. 
Again  o*er  Erin's  rich  domain 
Shall  Rockites  and  right  reverends  reign ; 
And  both,  exempt  from  vulgar  toil. 
Between  thom  share  that  titheful  soil ; 
Puzzling  ambition  which  to  dimb  at. 
The  post  of  Captain,  or  of  Primate. 

And  so,  long  life  to  Church  and  Co^— 
Hurrah  for  mischief ! — here  we  go. 


EPISTLE  FROM  CAPTAIN  ROCK  TO 
LORD  L-NDH— T. 

Dear  L — ndh — t, — ^you'll  pardon  my  making  thus 
free, — 

But  form  is  all  fudge  'twixt  such  *'  comrogues"  as  we, 

Who,  whate*er  the  smooth  views  we,  in  public,  may 
drive  at. 

Have  both  the  same  praiseworthy  object,  m  pri- 
vate— 

Namely,  never  to  let  the  old  regions  of  riot. 

Where  Rock  hath  long  reign'd,  have  one  instant  of 
quiet, 

But  keep  Ireland  still  in  that  liquid  we've  taught 
her 

To  love  more  than  meat,  drink,  or  clothing — hot 
toater. 

All  the  difference  betwixt  you  and  me,  as  I  take  it. 

Is  simply,  that  you  make  the  law  and  /  break  it ; 

And  never,  of  big-wigs  and  small,  were  there  two 

Flay'd  so  well  into  each  other's  hands  as  we  do ; 

Insomuch,  that  the  laws  you  and  yours  manufac- 
ture, 

Seem  ail  made  express  for  the  Rock-boys  to  frac- 
ture. 

Not  Birmingham's  self— to  her  shame  be  it  spo- 
ken— 

E'er  made  thmgs  more  neatly  contrived  to  be 
broken; 

And  hence,  I  confess,  in  this  island  religions, 

The  breakage  of  laws— and  of  heads  is  prodigious. 

And  long  may  it  thrive,  my  Ex-Bigwig,  say  I, — 
Thougli,  of  late,  much  I  fear'd  all  our  fun  was  gone 

fcjr; 


A%  except  when  some  tithe-hanting  parson  show'd 

sport. 
Some  rector— A  cool  hand  at  pistols  and  port. 
Who  ^  keeps  dry"  his  powder,  but  never  him»e\f^ 
One  who,  leavmg  his  Bible  to  rust  on  the  shelf, 
Sends  his  pious  texts  home,  in  the  shape  of  ball- 
cartridges. 
Shooting  his  "  deariy  beloved,"  like  partridges ; — 
Except  when  some  hero  of  this  sort  tura'd  out. 
Or,  th'   Exchequer  sent,  flaming,  its  tithe-writs' 

about — 
A  contrivance  more  neat,  I  m^y  say,  without  flat- 
tery. 
Than  e'er  yet  was  thought  of  for  bloodshed  and 

battery; 
So  neat,  that  even  /  might  be  proud,  I  aUow, 
To  have  hit  off  so  rich  a  receipt  for  a  row  ;~^ 
Except  for  such  rigs  turning  up,  now  and  then, 
I  was  actually  growing  the  didlest  of  men ; 
And,  had  this  blank  fit  been  allow'd  to  increase. 
Might  have   snored  myself  down  to  a  Justice  of 

Peace. 
Like  you.  Reformation  in  Chnrch  and.  in  State 
Is  the  thing  of -all  things  I  most  cordially  hate ; 
If  once  these  cursed  Ministers  do  as  they  like. 
All's  o'er,  my  good  Lord,  with  your  wig  and  my 

pike. 
And  one  may  be  hung  up  on  t*other,  henceforth. 
Just  to  show  what  ouch  Captains  and  ChanceUors 
were  worth. 

But  we  must  not  despair— even  already  Hope  sees 
You're  about,  my  bold  Baron,  to  kick  up  a  breeze 
Of  the  true  baffling  sort,  such  as  suits  me  and  you. 
Who  have  box'd  the  whole  compass  of  party  right 

through. 
And  caro  not  one  farthing,  as  all  the  worid  knows. 
So  we  hut  raise  the  wind,  from  what  quarter  it 

blows. 
Forgive  me,  dear  Lord,  that  thus  rudely  I  dan 
My  own  small  resources  with  thine  to  compare : 
Not  even  Jerry  Diddler,  in  "  raising  the  wind,"  durst 
Compete,  for   one    instant,  with  thee,  my    dear 

L— ndh— t 

But,  hark,  there's  a  shot!— some  parwnic  practi- 
tioner? 
No— merely  a  bran-new  Rebellion  Commissioner; 
The  Courts  having  now,  with  true  law  erudition. 
Put  even  Rebellion  itself  "  in  commisBion." 
As  seldom,  in  thio  way,  I'm  any  man's  debtor, 
m  just  pay  my  ohot,  and  then  fold  up  this  letter. 


>  Ezebeqner  tithe  prooeatas,  served  oader  a 
of  lebeUloa.— C»rMM/«. 


dMeui  Umftf  hiin«b  Jbr  tba  Tme*  bud  B4k)ii  ! 
wAn  fbf  lh«  parwtii  who  fiM»c«  wdL  their  flocka ! 
KtnmUt  for  dl  ttiiaelikr  Ui  all  rmnlw  uid  flphfrres, 
Jkndt  nbcTre  y|,   humfa   for  lb<t  deox  Hoiuo  ^ 


CAFTADf  BOCK  XH  LONDON 

|.rTT«B    fJUJM   Tm   CiJTADt   TO   TEUT    Ait,  »KJ*' 

llmttM   I   Bnit  Bit  b««i  vy,  odc« 

taons 
D<*rp  b  Toff  dpttpui,  u  I^tft  oft  b(Kiu  Mut*  i^ 
Foff  Htvtt  tbem  !  K  *twiLMii*t  tot  thifl  wroug-hnadKl 

T«ii  will  t>  Tony  Alti  irouM  «cftio«  knovr  itfaftt  to 

So  teadjf  tbey*«  ftlwiys,  when  duJI  w*  ii«  jgr^wiog* 

To  Rrl  our  dill  f^iii^irt  ^  dlM^on)  Ji^gnuij^, 

White   L— o4h— t'l  th*  M,  with  hi*  Tory^Wliig 

To  ptay.  In  vuch  cooc^rti  lh«  Una  doubh*hii»e. 
I  had  frnr'd  Oii*  old  prop  of  my  i«alm  wtui  bcgititiuig 
To  tink  oC  hifl  nouxw;  or  politic ol  ftttiiiiag, 
And*  like  Mother  Coi*^p  whcu  her  heyday  was  part, 
Mt^Jint,  by  wiiy  of  b  chiui^,  lo  Iry  virlu*  al  InaL 
But  1  wmtij;*d  that  old  boy^  wLo  ui  Atftuchly  d^ridca 
All  reform  m  binis?|f  an  in  jno«t  thiag*  beaides ; 
Aadt  by  tuiiitiE  tt^o  Cacmt  t|j rough  Jife»  bU  lUlow, 
llsM  ticquh^  fftco  EulEcjeut  for  ony  thing  nowr. 

In  nliortf  \.ig*^  oil  ri^ht  ;,  and^  if  mauftiud*«  old  (ot, 
My  '*  Lttid  Harry"  liimeelf— who  s  iho  leader,  wo 

know. 
Of  aaolhor  rwl-hot  Opposition,  bobw^^ 

1  Tb«  lubotdjiuite  officer  ot  Ueatenuic  of  Cr^4»1*  Eock- 


If  that  "  I^ki^,**  in  hk  w«[!- 


to  todi 

Wo  fbol]  tocm  nich  Q  re^oi 
TUat  Old  Nkk  hnnHir  lor  J 

ET«n  &lr««dy — 4ong  life  to  i 
For,  a*  lob^  u  tbcj  fimmdi 
H6  ho9  ■orred  otu'  right  not 
WhoR  perfection  of  muchii 
Aa  it  «howB  off*  both  At#  auc 
Both  Iho  iwcll  of  tlie  wig,  i 
Mix«M  up,  with  m  Bkill  wblc 
Tho  bwjncr**  act  emit  wHI 
And  enlists,  in  tl^e  gra.?eat, 
Seven  millioni  of  loiila  ondi 
Oh  Terry,  my  man,  let  thii 
Through  the  inegiom  of  He 

fly; 

Let  raeh  syllable  dark  Ihe  ] 
By  oil  Tippemry*«  wiJd  ech 
Till  naught  ah  all  l»e  beiud,  i 
Out  "  Yau*re  alunt  in  lan^ 

iioodr 
While  ToicpB^  from  aweet  C 
Shull  answer,  Uko  trof^  Iris 
And,  though    falso    be  tba 

mu^  abhor  it. 
Still  th'  echoes  may  qnoto  J 
And   natiglrt   L— nd|j — i  c 

domitiion, 
Bo  he«  m  the  end,  touches  c 

But  l\t  no  time  for  morOi  n 
Bfliug    busy  in  h<^lpjng  th«i 

rotn : 
They're  bad    hands    at  mo 

begin. 
They'll  havo  plenty  of  prw 
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THE    FUDGES    IN    ENGLAND, 

BUNG  A  BBQUEL  TO 

"THE  FUDGE  FAMILY  IN  PARIS." 


PREFACE. 

Tbs  name  of  the  country  town,  in  Eng^land — a 
ireD-known  faihionable  watering-place— in  which 
the  events  that  gave  rise  to  the  following  corre- 
ipondence  occoired,  is,  for  obvious  reasons,  suppress- 
td.  The  interest  attached,  however,  to  the  facts 
uid  personages  of  the  story,  renders  it  independent 
of  aU  time  and  place ;  and  when  it  is  recollected 
that  the  whole  train  of  romantic  circumstances  so 
foOy  nnfdded  in  these  Letters  has  passed  during  the 
Aort  period  which  has  now  elapsed  since  the  great 
Meetings  in  Exeter  Hall,  due  credit  will,  it  is  hoped, 
be  allowed  to  the  Editor  for  the  rapidity  with  which 
be  has  brought  the  details  before  the  Public ;  while, 
at  the  same  time,  any  errors  that  may  have  been 
die  nsult  of  such  haste  will,  he  trusts,  with  equal 
COBiideration,  be  pardoned. 


THE  FUDGES  IN  ENGLAND. 


LETTER  I. 

WUm    PATRICK  MAGAN,   ESQ.,  TO  THS   REV.  RICHARD 
,  CITRATE  OF  ,   IN   IRELAND. 

Wbo  d*ye  think  we've  got  here?— quite  reform'd 
from  the  giddy. 
Fantastic  young  thmg,  that  once  made  such  a 
noise — 
Why,  the  famous  Miss   Fudge — that  delectable 
Biddy. 
Whom  yon  and  I  saw  once  at  Paris,  when  boys, 
ii  the  fidl  blaze  of  bonnets,  and  ribands,  and  airs— 
Bndi    a  thing    as  no  rainbow  hath  colors  to 
peint; 
'&•  time  bad  reduced  her  to  wrinkles  and  prayers. 
And  the  Flirt  found  a  decent  retreat  in  the  Saint 


Poor  '<  Pa*'  hath  popp'd  ofl^— gone,  as  charity  judges, 
To  some  choice  Elysium  reserved  for  the  Fudges ; 
And  Miss,  with  a  fortune,  besides  expectations 
Fh>msome  much  re^eied  and  mudi-palstud  rela- 
tions. 
Now  wants  but  a  husband,  with  requisites  melt, — 
Age  thirty,  or  thereabouts — stature  six  feet. 
And  warranted  godly — ^to  make  all  complete. 
Nota  Bene — a  Churchman  would  suit,  if  he's  high. 
But  Socinians  or  Catholics  need  not  apply. 

What  say  you,  Dick  7  doesn't  this  tempt  your  am- 
bition? 
The  whole  wealth  of  Fudge,  that  renown'd  man 
of  pith, 
All  brought  to  the  hammer,  for  Church  competi- 
tion,—  [with. 
Sole  encumbrance.  Miss  Fudge  to  be  taken  there- 
Think,  my  boy,  for  a  Curate  how  gloriooi  a  catch ! 
While,  mstead  of  the  thousands  of  souls  yon  noto 

watch. 
To  save  Biddy  Fudge's  is  all  you  need  do ; 
And  her  purse  will,  meanwhile,  be  the  saving  of  you. 

You  may  ask,  Dick,  how  comes  it  that  I,  a  poor  elf. 
Wanting  substance  even  more  than  your  spiritual 
self,  [shelf, 

Should  thus  generously  lay  my  own  claims  on  the 
When,  God  knows !  there  ne'er  was  young  gentle- 
man yet 
So  much  lack'd  an  old  ^nnster  to  rid  him  liom 

debt. 
Or  had  cogenter  reasons  than  mine  to  assail  her 
With  tender  love-suit  ^at  the  suit  of  his  taitor 

But  thereby  there  hangs  a  soft  secret,  my  friend. 
Which  thus  to  your  reverend  breast  I  commend : 
Miss  Fudge  hath  a  niece— such  a  creature ! — ^with 

eyes 
Like  those  sparklers  that  peep  out  fiom 

night  skies 
At  astronomers-royal,  and  laugh  with  delight 
To  see  elderiy  gentlemen  spying  all  niglit 
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While  her  figure— oh,  hring  all  the  gracefullest 

things 
That  are  borne  through  the  light  air  by  feet  or  by 

wings, 
Not  a  single  new  grace  to  that  form  could  they  teach, 
Which  combines  in  itself  the  perfection  of  each ; 
While,  rapid  or  slow,  as  her  fairy  feet  fall, 
The  mute  music  of  symmetry  modulates  all 

Ne'er,  in  short,  was  there  creature  more  form'd  to 
bewilder 
A  gay  youth  like  me,  who  of  castles  adrial 
(And  only  of  such)  am,  God  help  me !  a  builder ; 

Still  peopling  each  mansion  with  lodgers  ethereal. 
And  now,  to  this  njrmph  of  the  seraph-like  eye, 
Letting  out,  as  you  see,  my  first  floor  next  the 
sky.> 

But,  alas !  nothing's  perfect  on  earth— «ven  she, 
This  divine  little  gipsy,  does  odd  things  some- 
times; 
Talks  learning — blocks  wise,  (rather  painful  to  see,) 
Prints  already  in  two  County  papers  her  rhymes ; 
And  raves— the  sweet,  charming,  absurd  little  dear ! 
About  Amulets,  Bijous,  and  Keepsakes,  next  year, 
In  a  manner  which  plainly  bad  symptoms  portends 
Of  that  Annual  blue  fit,  so  distressing  to  friends ; 
A  fit  which,  though  lasting  but  one  short  edition. 
Leaves  the  patient  long  after  in  sad  inanition. 

However,  let's  hope  for  the  best — ^and,  meanwhile, 
Be  it  mine  still  to  bask  in  the  niece's  warm  smile ; 
While  you,  if  you're  wise,  Dick,  will  play  the  gallant 
(Uphill  work,  I  confess)  to  her  Saint  of  an  Aunt 
Think,  my  boy,  for  a  youngster  like  you,  who've  a 
lack. 
Not  indeed  of  rupees,  but  of  all  other  specie, 
Whal  *uck  tlius  to  fipd  a  kind  witch  at  your  back. 
An  o.d  goose  with  gold  eggs,  from  all  debts  to  re- 
lease ye ; 
Never  mind,  tho'  the  spinster  be  reverend  and  thin. 
What  are  all  the  Three  Graces  to  her  Three  per 
Cents.  7 
While  her  acres ! — oh  Dick,  it  don't  matter  one  pin 
How  she  touches  th'  afiections,  so  you  touch  the 
rents  ^ 
And  Love  never  looxs  half  so  pleased,  as  when,  bless 

him!  he 
Sings  to  an  old  lady's  purse  **  Open,  Sesami6." 

1  That  floor  which  a  facetions  garreteer  called  '*  le  pre- 
mier en  descendant  da  del." 

>  See  the  Dublin  Evening  Post,  of  the  Oth  of  this  month, 
(July.)  for  an  account  of  a  scene  which  lately  took  place  at 
a  meeting  of  the  Synod  of  Ulster,  in  which  the  performance 
of  the  above-mentioned  part  by  the  personage  in  questioa 
appears  to  have  been  worthy  of  all  its  former  reputation  in 
that  line. 


By  the  way,  Fve  just  heard,  in  my  wa 
Which,  if  true,  will  insure  for  your  Ym\ 
Tia  rumor'd  our  Manager  means  to  be 
The  Church  tumblers  irom  Exeter  I 

week; 
And  certainly  ne'er  did  a  qneerer  or  ra 
Throw,  for  th'  amusement  of  Cbristiani 

set 
'Tis  fear'd  their  chief  "  Merriman,**  C 

come. 
Being  called  off*,  at  present,  to  play  Pun< 
And  the  loss  of  so  practised  a  wag  in  d 
Will  grieve  much  all  lovers  of  jokes  i 

ity;- 
His  pim  on  the  name  Unigenitns,  lately 
Having   pleased    Robert    Taylor,    ibt 

grreatly.* 

'Twill  prove  a  sad  drawback,  if  absent 
As  a  wag  Presbyterian's  a  thing  quite  t 
And,  'mong  the  Five  Pouits  of  the  Gal 

of 'em 
Ever  yet  reckon'd  a  point  of  w^it  one  of 
But  even  though  deprived  of  thm  comic 
We've  a  host  of  buffoni  in  Murtagh  hin 
Who  of  all  the  whole  troop  is  chief  z 

mime, 
As  C — ^ke  takes  the  Ground  Tumbling, 

lime  ;* 
And  of  him  we're  quite  certain,  so,  pi 

time. 


LETTER  IL 

FROM  MISS  BIDDY   FUDQK    TO    1 
ELIZABETH   ^. 

Just  in  time  for  the  post,  dear,   and 


With    godly  concernments — and    w 

too; 

Things  carnal  and  spiritual  miz'd,  my  d 

In  this  little  brain  till  bowildor'd  and  di 

'Twixt  heaven  and  earth,  I  scarce  k 

da 


s  '*  All  arc  punsters  If  they  have  \v\t  to  be  « 
fore  when  an  Irishman  has  to  commence  wit 
will  naturally  pronounce  It  a  btUt.  (A  lauf h.) 
bring  before  yon  the  famous  Ball  that  is  ealle 
referring  to  the  only-begotten  Son  of  God.**— 
Rn.  Doctor" $  tpeeek,  June  20,  t»  CA«  Record  A' 

*  In  the  language  of  the  play-bills,  **  Gnmi 
Tombling.** 
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rt,  I've  been  to  see  all  the  gay  foahioiui  from 

Town, 
ich  our  favorite  Mias  Gimp  for  the  spring  has 

had  down. 
3ve8  still  worn  (which  /think  is  wise)  a  lafolle, 
liming  hats,  pou  de   soie — though  the  shape 

rather  droll. 
.  you  can*t  think  how  nicely  the  caps  of  tulle  lace, 
th  the  mentonnieres,  look  on  this  poor  sinful  face  ; 
i  I  mean,  if  the  Lord  in  his  mercy  thinks  right, 
wear  one  at  Mtb,  Fitz-wigram's  to-night 
9  silks  are  quite  heavenly: — Fm  glad,  too,  to 

say, 
ip  herself  grows  more  godly  and  good  every  day  ; 
th  had  sweet  experience — yea,  even  doth  begin 
turn  from  the  Gentiles,  and  pat  away  sin— 
d  all  since  her  last  stock  of  goods  was  laid  in. 
lat  a  blessing  one's  milliner,  careless  of  pelf, 
mid  thus  "  walk  in  newness*'  as  well  as  one's  self! 

much  for  the  blessings,  the  comforts  of  Spirit 
i  had  since  we  met,  and  they're  more  than  I 

merit ! — 
>r,  sinful,  weak  creature  in  every  respect ; 
ough  ordam'd  (God  knows  why)  to  be  one  of  th' 

Elect 
t  now  for  the  picture's  reverse. — You  remember 
at  footman  and  cook-maid  I  hired  last  December ; 
,  a  Baptist  Particular — she,  of  some  sect 
t  particular,  I  fancy,  in  any  respect ; 
t  desirous,  poor  thing,  to  be  fed  with  the  Word, 
d  "  to  wait,"  as  she  said,  "  on  Miss  Fudge  and 

the  Lord." 

til,  my  dear,  of  all  men,  that  Partici^ar  Baptist 
preaching  a  sermon,  off  hand,  was  the  aptest ; 
d,  long  as  he  stay'd,  do  him  justice,  more  rich  in 
eet  savors  of  doctrine,  there  never  was  kitchen, 
preacird  in  the  parior,  he  preach'd  in  the  hall, 
preach'd  to  the  chambermaids,  scullions,  and 

all. 
Vll  heard  with  delight  his  reprovings  of  sin, 
t  above  all,  the  cook-maid ;— oh,  ne'er  would  she 

tire— 
ongh,  in  learning  to  save  sinful  souls  from  the  fire, 
^ho  would  oft  let  the  soles  she  was  frying  fall  in. 


"  Morning  Manna,  or  British  Verse-book,  neatly  done  up 
the  pocket,"  and  chiefly  intended  to  assist  the  nembera 
ihe  British  Verse  Association,  whose  design  is,  we  are 
1, "  to  induce  the  inhabitants  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland 
ommit  one  and  the  same  verse  of  Scripture  to  memotj 
ry  morning.  Already,  it  is  known,  several  thousand  per- 
%  in  Scotland,  besides  tens  of  thousands  in  Ameriea  and 
ica,  are  every  mominf  learning  tkt  $ame  ver««.** 
The  Evangelical  Magazine.— A  few  specimens  taken  at 
dom  from  the  wrapper  of  this  highly  esteemed  periodical 
I  fuily  Jostify  the  character  which  Miss  Fodge  has  hen 


(God  forgive  me  for  panning  on  points  thus  of 

piety  I — 
A  sad  trick  I've  leam'd  in  Bob's  heathen  aodety.) 
Bat  ah !  there  remains  still  the  wont  of  my  tale ; 
Come,  Asterisks,  and  help  me  the  sad  truth  to  veil — 
Conscious  stars,  that  at  even  your  own  secret  tarn 

pale! 

•  •  •  •  • 

•  •  •  •  • 

In  short,  dear,  this  preaching  and  psalm-singing  pair. 
Chosen  *'  vessels  of  mercy,"  as  /  thought  they  were, 
Have  together  this  last  week  eloped ;  making  bold 
To  whip  off  as  much  goods  as  both  vessels  oookl 

hold- 
Not  forgetting  some  scores  of  sweet  tracts  from  my 

shelves, 
Two  Family  Bibles  as  large  as  themselves. 
And  besides,  from  the  drawer — I  neglecting  to  k^-k 

it— 
My   neat  "  Morning   Manna,   done   op   for  the 

pocket"* 
Was  there  e'er  known  a  case  so  dtftressing,  dear 

It  has  made  me  quite  ill : — and  the  worst  of  it  iS| 
When  rogues  are  all  pious,  'tis  hard  to  detect 
Which  rogues  are  the  reprobate,  which  the  elect 
This  man  "  had  a  call"  he  said — impudent  mockery ! 
What  call  had  he  to  my  linen  and  crockery  ? 

I'm  now,  and  have  been  for  this  week  past,  in  chase 
Of  some  godly  yocmg  couple  this  pair  to  replace. 
The  enclosed  two  announcements  have  just  met  my 

eyes, 
In  that  venerable  Monthly  where  Saints  advertise 
For  such  temporal  comforts  as  this  worid  supplies  f 
And  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are  properly  made 
An  essential  in  every  craft,  calling,  and  trade. 
Where  th'  attorney  requires  for  his  'prentice  some 

•Tiath  [truth ;" 

Whc  has  **  leam'd  to  fear  God,  and  to  walk  in  the 
Wheiv  the  sempstress,  in  search  of  employment, 

declares. 
That  pay  is  no  object,  so  she  can  have  prayers  ; 
And  th'  Establish'd  Wine  Company  proudly  gives 

oat. 
That  the  whole  of  tlie  firm,  Ca  and  all,  are  devout 


given  of  It  *'  Wanted,  in  a  ploas  pawnbroker's  family,  an 
active  lad  at  an  apprentice.**  **  Wanted,  as  hoosemald,  a 
young  female  who  has  been  brought  to  a  saving  know  ^fs 
of  the  truth.**  '*  Wanted  immediately,  a  man  of  decided 
Iriety,  to  assist  in  the  baking  business.**  *'  A  gentleman  who 
understands  the  Wine  Trade  is  deslrons  of  entering  Into 
partaenhip,  lie.,  %lc.  He  is  not  deslrons  of  being  connected 
with  any  one  whose  system  of  btuiness  is  not  of  the  strict 
est  inte^ty  as  in  the  sight  of  God,  and  sceics  connection  only 
with  a  truly  pioos  man,  either  Chun  hman  or  Dissenter.** 
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Happy  Londoiii  one  feels,  as  one  reads  o*er  the  pages, 
Where  Saints  are  so  much  more  abundant  than  sages ; 
Where  Parsons  may  soon  be  all  laid  on  the  shelf, 
As  each  Cit  can  cite  chapter  and  veise  for  hunself, 
And  the  serious  frequenters  of  market  and  dock 
All  lay  in  religion  as  part  of  their  stock.' 
Who  can  tell  to  what  lengths  we  may  go  on  im- 

provmg, 
When  thus  through  all  London  the  Spirit  keeps 

moying, 
And  hearen's  so  in  rogue,  that  each  shop  adverf  la- 
ment 
Is  now  not  so  much  for  the  earth  as  the  skies  meant  ? 

P.S. 
Have  mislaid  the  two  paragraphs— can't  stop   to 

look, 
But  both  describe  charmmg — ^both   Footman   and 

Cook, 
She,  "  decidedly  pious" — ^with  pathos  deplores 
Th'  increase   of  French  cookery  and  sin  on  our 

shores; 
And  adds — (while  for  further  accounts  she  refen 
To  a  great  Gospel  preacher,  a  cousin  of  here,) 
That  "  though  some  make   their   Sabbaths  mere 

matter-of-fun  days. 
She  asks  but  for  tea  and  the  Gospel,  on  Sundays." 
The  footman,  too,  full  of  the  true  saving  knowl- 
edge;— 
Has  late  been  to  Cambridge — ^to  Trinity  College  ; 
Served  last  a  young  gentleman,  studying  divinity, 
But  left — ^not  approving  the  morals  of  Trinity. 

P.S. 

I  enclose,  too,  according  to  promise,  some  scraps 
Of  my  Journal — ^that  Day-book   I   keep  of  my 
heart; 
Where,  at  some  little  item,  (partaking,  perhaps. 
More  of  earth  than  of  heaven,)  thy  prudery  may 

start, 
And  suspect  something  tender,  sly  girl  as  thou 
art 
For  the  present,   I*m  mute— but,  whatever  may 

befall. 
Recollect,  dear,  (in  Hebrews,  xiiL  4,)  St  Paul 
Hath  himself  declared,  '*  Marriage  is  honorable  in 
aU." 


1  According  to  the  late  Mr.  Irving,  there  is  even  a  pecnliar 
form  of  theology  got  up  expressly  for  the  money-market.  *'  I 
know  how  far  wide,*'  he  says,  "  of  the  mark  my  views  of 
Christ's  work  in  the  flesh  will  be  viewed  by  those  who  are 
working  with  the  stock-Jobbing  theology  of  the  religions 
world."  "Let  these  preachers,"  he  adds,  C^for  I  will  not 
eall  them  theologians,)  cry  up,  broker-like,  their  article.** 

Morning  Jrateh^—Ko.  ill.,  442,  443. 

From  the  statement  of  another  writer,  in  the  same  ptibll- 
cation,  It  would  appear  that  the  stock-brokers  have  even  set 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARl 

Ji 
Tried  a  new  Chhl6  gown  on — ^pretty. 
No  one  to  see  me  in  it — ^pity ! 
Flew  in  a  passion  with  Friz,  my  maid  ^— 
The  Lord  forgive  me ! — she  look'd  dismay 
But  got  her  to  sing  the  100th  Fbahn, 
While  she  curi'd  my  hair,  which  made  mt 
Nothing  so  sooths  a  Christian  heart 
As  sacred  music — ^heavenly  art .' 

TV 

At  two,  a  visit  from  Mr.  Magan — 

A  remarkably  handsome,  nice  yoong  man 

And,  all  Hibernian  though  he  be. 

As  civilized,  strange  to  say,  as  we ! 

I  own  this  young  man's  qNritoal  state 
Hath  much  engroes'd  my  thoughts  of  Ute ; 
And  I  mean,  as  soon  as  my  niece  ia  gone 
To  have  some  talk  with  him  thereupon. 
At  present,  I  naught  can  do  or  say. 
But  that  troublesome  child  is  in  the  way  * 
Nor  is  there,  I  think,  a  doubt  that  he 

Would  also  her  absence  mnch  prefer. 
As  oft,  while  listening  intent  to  me. 

He's  forced,  from  politeness,  to  look  at  be 

Heigho ! — what  a  blessing  should  Mr.  Ma^ 
Turn  out,  after  all,  a  "  renew'd"  young  mio 
And  to  me  should  fall  the  task,  on  earth, 
To  assist  at  the  dear  youth's  second  bixth. 
Blest  thought !  and,  ah,  more  Uest  the  tie, 
Were  it  heaven's  high  will,  that  he  and  I— 
But  I  blush  to  write  the  nuptial  word — 
Should  wed,  as  St  Paul  says,  "  m  the  Laid,'" 
Not  this  world's  wedlock — gross,  gallant. 
But  pure— as  when  Amram  married  his  waL 

Our  ages  differ — but  who  would  count 
One's  natiu^  sinful  life's  amount. 
Or  look  in  the  Register's  vulgar  page 
For  a  regular  twice-bom  Christian's  age, 
Who,  blessed  privilege  !  only  then 
Begin's  to  live  when  he's  bom  again. 

up  a  new  Divinity  of  their  own.  *'  This  shows,"  ssfi  I 
writer  In  question,  *'  that  the  doctrine  of  the  oaloa  Wt«i 
Christ  and  his  members  is  quite  as  essential  as  that  of  « 
stitution,  by  taking  which  latter  alone  the  SUek-EMOm 
Divinity  has  been  produced.*' — No.  z.,  p.  375. 

Among  the  ancients,  we  know  the  money-market  v(ii|> 
vided  with  more  tlian  one  presiding  Deity—**  Dee  ftem 
(says  an  ancient  author)  commendabaatnr  «t  pseas 
essent.** 
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ting  in  thU  way — let  me  iee — 
ut  five  yean  old  shall  be» 
Magan,  when  th'  event  takes  place, 
new-bom  child  of  grace— 
aven  in  mercy  so  dispose— 
baby,  in  swaddling  clothes. 

tfedM$$dag. 
yself,  by  some  good  fate, 
Magan  left  tSU-d-tite, 
legun — having  stirr'd  the  fire, 
a  my  chair  near  hi»— to  inquire 
notions  were  of  Original  Sm, 
t  naughty  Fanny  again  bounced  in ; 
e  swoet  things  I  had  got  to  say 
sh  and  the  Devil  were  whisk'd  away ! 

ved  to  observe  that  1^.  Magan 

'  pleased  and  amused  with  Fan ! 

rms  any  sensible  man  can  see 

so  foolishly  young  as  sh»— 

ghteen,  come  next  May-day, 

,  like  herself,  full  of  naught  but  play — 

an  exceeding  puzzle  to  me 


LETTER  III 

USB  FANNT  FUDGE,  TO  HER  COUSIN,  KIBi 
KITTY . 

STANZAS  (ENCLOSED 

BilADOW;  OR,  WHY? — WHAT? — HOW? 

trade  of  my  path  !  while  earth  and  sky 
ed  their  charms,  in  bridal  light  array*d, 
lis  bright  hour,  walk'st  thou  ever  nigh, 
ing    my  footsteps    with    thy  length  of 
ide — 

Dark  comrade.  Why? 

lie  Shape  that,  'mid  these  flowery  scenes, 
beside  me  o*er  each  sunny  spot, 
them  as  thou  goest— say,  what  means 
an  adjunct  to  so  bright  a  lot — 

Grim  goblin,  What  ? 

pluck  sweet  flowers  I  bend  my  brow, 
?ndest,  too — then  risest  when  I  rise ; — 
I  mysterious  Thing !  how  is*t  that  tboa 
:omest    between  me  and    those  bless'd 

Dim  shadow,  How? 


(additional  vtanxa,  by  anotbbe  hand  ) 

Thus  said  I  to  that  Shape,  far  less  m  gmdge 

Than  gloom  of  soul ;  whOe,  as  I  eager  cried* 
Oh,   Why?    What?    How?— «   Voice,  thai   tm 
might  judge 
To  be  some  Irish  echo's,  faint  replied, 

Oh  fudge,  fudge,  fiidge  I 

Ton  have  here,  dearest  Coz,  my  last  lyric  effnsioii ; 

And,  with  it,  that  odraus  *'  additional  stanza," 
Which  Aunt  will  insist  I  must  keep,  as  conclusiflii» 

And  which,  yonll  at  once  see,  is    Mr.  Ma« 
fan's ;— a 

Most  cruel  and  dark-design'd  extravaganza. 
And  part  of  that  plot  in  which  he  and  my  Aunt  are 
To  stifle  the  flights  of  my  genius  by  banter. 

Just  so  'twas  with  Byron's  young  eagle-eyed  Btram* 
Just  so  did  they  taunt  him ; — ^bnt  vam,  critkx,  vain» 
All  your  efibrti  to  saddle  Wit's  fire  with  a  chain! 
To  blot  out  the  splendor  of  Fancy's  young  stream. 
Or  crop,  m  its  cradle,  her  newly-fledged  beam ! ! ! 
Thou  perceiv'st,  dear,  that,  even  while  these  lines 

I  inditCf 
Thoughts  bum,  brilliant  fancies  break  out,  wrong 

or  right. 
And  Fm  all  over  peet,  m  Criticism's  spite ! 

That  my  Aunt,  who  deals  only  in  Fnfans,  tad 

regards 
Messrs.  Stemhold  and  Ca  as  the  first  of  all  bards— 
That  the  should  make  light  of  my  woriu  I  can^ 

blame; 
But  that  nice,  handsome,  odwoi  Magan — ^what  a 

shame.! 
Do  you  know,  dear,  that,  high  as  on  most  points  I 

rate  him, 
Fm  really  afraid — after  all,  I — mutt  hate  him. 
He  is  so  provoking — naught's  safe  from  his  tongue ; 
He  spares  no  one  authoress,  ancient  or  young. 
Were  you  Sappho  herself,  and  in  Keepsake  or  Bijoa 
Once  shone  as  contributor.  Lord  how  he'd  quiz  yon ! 
He  laughs  at  all  Monthlies— Fve  actually  seen 
A  sneer  on  his  brow  at  the  Court  Magazine ! — 
While  of  Weeklies,  poor  things,  there's  but  one  he 

peruses. 
And  buys  every  hock  which  that  Weekly  abuses. 
But  I  care  not  how  others  such  sarcasm  may  fear, 
One  spirit,  at  least,  will  not  bend  to  his  sneer ; 
And  though  tried  by  the  fire,  my  young  g«nna 

shall  bum  as 
Uninjured  as  cracified  gold  m  the  furnace ! 
(I  suspect  the  word  ''crucified"  most  be 

"  cracible," 
Before  this  fine  image  of  mine  is  prodneibUb) 
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And  now,  dear — to  tell  yon  &  secret  which,  pray 
Only  trust  to  such  fnends  as  with  safety  you  may — 
You  know,  and  indeed  the  whole  county  suspects, 
(Though  the  Editor  often  my  best  things  rejects,) 
That  the  verses  signed  <o,  O",  which  you  now 

and  then  see 
In  our  County  Gazette  (vide  Uut)  are  by  me. 
But  'tis  dreadful  to  think  what  proroking  mistakes 
The  vile  country  Press  in  one's  prosody  mokes. 
For  you  know,  dear — I  may,  without  vanity,  hint — 
Though  an  angel  should  write,  still  'tis  deviU  must 

print; 
And  you  can't  think  what  havoc  these  demons 

sometimes 
Choose  to  make  of  one's  sense,  and  what's  worse, 

of  one's  rhymes. 
But  a  week  or  two  since,  in  my  Ode  upon  Spring, 
Which   I  meant  to  have  made  a  most  beautiful 

thing. 
Where  I  talk'd  of  the  "  dewdrops  (irom  freshly -blown 

roses," 
The  nasty  things  made  it   "from  fireshly-blown 

noses!" 
And  once  when,  to  please  my  cross  Aunt,  I  had 

tried 
To  conmiemorate  some  saint  of  her  clique,  who'd 

just  died, 
Having  said  he  "  had  tak'n  up  in  heaven  his  po- 
sition," 
They  made  it,  he'd  "  taken  up  to  heaven  his  physi- 
cian'" 

This    is    very    disheartening; — ^but    brighter  days 

shine, 
I  rejoice,  love,  to  say,  both  for  me  and  the  Nine ; 
For,  what    do    you    think? — so  delightful!    next 

year. 
Oh,  prepare,  dearest  girl,  for  the  grand  news 

prepare— 
Fm  to  write  ii    the  Keepsake — yes,   Kitty,  my 

dear, 
To  write  in   the   Keepsake,  as  sure  as  you're 

there!! 
T'other  night,  at  a  Ball,  'twas  my  fortunate  chance 
With  a  very  nice  elderiy  Dandy  to  dance, 
Who,  'twaB  plam,  from  some  hints  which  I  now 

and  then  caught. 
Was  the  author  of  comeMin^— one  couldn't  tell 

what; 
But  his  satisfied  manner  left  no  room  to  doubt 
It  was  something  thai  Colbum  had  lately  brought 

out 

We  conversed  of  belUs-Uttrea  through  all  the  quad- 
rille,— 
Of  poetry,  dancmg,  of  prose,  standing  stUJ ; 


Talk'd  of  InteUecf  a  march— -wbetl 

or  wrong — 
And  then  settled  the  point  in  a  bold 
In  the  course  oi  this  talk  'twas  tl 

hinted 
That  /  too  had  Poems  which — long 
He  protested,  kind  man !  he  had  se< 
I  was  actually  bom  in  the  Keepsal 
"In«the  Annals  of  England   let   i 

**  shine, 
"  But  a  place  in  her  Annuals,  Lady 
'*  Even  now  future  Keepsakes  seem 
'*  Through  the  vista  of  years,  as  1 

eyes,— 
"  All  letter'd  and  preas'd,  and  of  larj 
How  unlike  that  Magaa^  who  mi 

smother. 
And  how  we,  true^niusea;,  find  ool 

This,  and  much  more  he  said,  with 

sied  glance 
One  so  rarely  now  sees,    as  we   d 

dance ; 
Till  between  us  'twas  finally  fix'd  tli 
In  this  exquisite  task  I  my  pen  th 
And,  at  parting,  he  stobp'd  down  ai 

ear 
These  msrstical  words,  which  I  coold 
"  Terms    for   rhyme — ^if    it's    pr 
sixpence  per  page." 
Thmk,  Kitty,  my  dear,  if  I  heard  hie 
What  a  mint  of  half-gruineas  t] 
contains ; 
If  for  nothmg  to  write  is  itself  a  delig 
Ye  Gods,  what  a  bliss  to  be  paid  fo 

Havmg  dropp'd  the  dear  fellow   a 

found. 
Off  at  once,  to  inquire  all  about  bin 
And  from  what  I  could  leam,  do  yoi 

IVe  found 
That  he's  quite  a  new  species  of  lite 
One,  whose  task  is — to  what  wiU  nc 

custom  us  7 
To  edite  live  authors,  as  if  they  were 
For  instance — ^the  plan,  to  be  sure,  is  1 
If  any  young  he  or  she  author  feels  m 
In  venturing  abroad,  this  kind  gentlem 
Lends  promptly  a  hand  to  the  interest! 
Indites  a  smooth  Preface,  brings  merit 
Which  else  might,  by  accident,  shrink 
And,  in  short,  renders  readers  and  criti 
My  Aunt  says — though  scarce  on  sui 

can  credit  her — 
He    was    Lady  Jaue    Thingamb(^*< 

editor. 
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tain  the  fMihion*B  but  newly  invented ; 
quick  as  the  change  of  all  things  and  all 
aames  is, 

lows  but,  as  anthozB,  like  giris,  are  pruetUed, 
girls,  may  be  edited  soon  at  St.  James's? 

now  close  ray  letter — there's  Aunt,  in  full 
•creech, 

to  take  me  to  hear  some  great  Irvingite 
preach. 

-give  me,  I'm  not  much  inclined,  I  must  say, 
ind  sit  still  to  be  preach'd  at,  to-day. 
tsides — 'twill  be  all  against  dansing,  no  doubt, 

my  poor  Aunt  abhors,  with  such  hatred 
devout, 

0  far  from  presenting  young  nymphs  with  a 
head, 

ir  skill  in  the  dance,  as  of  Herod  is  said, 
v'lah  their  own  heads  in  the  platter,  instead, 
again— coming,  Ma'am! — I'll  write  more, 
if  I  can, 
the  poet  goes. 

Your  affectionate  Fan. 

Fintro^clock. 

1  sermon  ! — though  not  about  dancing,  my 
dear; 

3nly  on  th'  end  of  the  world  being  near. 

!Q  Hundred  and  Forty's  the  year  that  some 

state 

time  for  that  accident — some  Forty-EIight :' 

DWD,  of  the  two,  I'd  prefer  much  the  latter, 

I  I  shall  be  an  old  maid,  and  'twon't  matter. 

lore,  love,  good-by — I've  to  make  a  new  cap ; 

I  now  BO  dead  tired  with  this  horrid  mishap 

end  of  the  world,  that  I  must  take  a  nap. 


LETTER  TV. 

OM   PATRICK   MAGAN,   ESQ.,   TO  THB  KKT. 
RICHARD   — . 

lomes  from  Erin's  speechful  shore 
fervid  kettle,  bubbling  o'er 
ith  hot  effusions — ^hot  and  weak^; 
d,  Humbug,  all  your  hollowest  drums, 
omes,  of  Erin's  martyrdoms 
)  Britain's  well-fed  Church  to  ipeak. 


re^d  to  the  exact  time  of  this  event,  there  appears 
ffcsoce  only  of  about  two  or  three  yean  among  the 
e  *«lcalator8.  M.  Alphonse  Nicole,  Doctear  en 
>vocat,  merely  doobu  whether  It  Is  to  be  la  1816 


Puff  him,  ye  Journals  of  the  Lord,* 
Twin  prosers.  Watchman  and  Record  2 
Journals  reserved  for  realms  of  Uiss, 
Being  much  too  good  to  sell  in  this. 
Prepare,  ye  wealthier  Saints,  your  dinnexs. 

Ye  Spinsters,  spread  your  tea  and  crumpets ; 
And  you,  ye  countless  Tracts  for  Sinners, 

Blow  all  your  little  penny  trumpets. 
He  comes,  the  reverend  man,  to  tell 

To  all  who  still  the  Church's  part  take, 
Tales  of  parsonic  wo,  that  well 

Might  make  ev'n  grim  Dissenter's  heart  ache  i^ 
Of  ten  whol^  Bishops  snatch'd  away 
Forever  lirom  the  light  of  day ; 
(With  God  knows,  too,  how  many  more, 
For  whom  that  doom  is  yet  in  store) — 
Of  Rectors,  cruelly  compell'd 

From  Bath  and  Cheltenham  to  haste  home, 
Because  the  tithes,  by  Pat  withheld. 

Will  not  to  Bath  or  Cheltenham  come ; 
Nor  will  the  flocks  consent  to  pay 
Their  parsons  thus  to  stay  away ; — 
Though,  with  9ueh  parsons,  one  may  doubt 
If  'tisn't  money  well  laid  out ; — 
Of  all,  m  short,  and  each  degree 
Of  that  once  happy  Hierarchy, 

Which  used  to  roll  in  wealth  so  pleasantly ; 
But  now,  alas,  is  doom'd  to  see 

Its  surplus  brought  to  nonplus  presently  ! 

Such  are  the  themes  this  man  of  pathos. 
Priest  of  prose  and  Lord  of  bathos. 

Will  preach  and  preach  t'ye,  tiU  you^  doll 
again; 
Then,  hail  him,  Saints,  with  joint  acclaim. 
Shout  to  the  stars  his  tuneful  name. 
Which  Murtagh  teas,  ere  known  to  fame. 

But  now  is  Mortimer  O'Mulligan ! 

All  true,  Dick,  true  as  you're  alive — 
Fve  seen  him,  some  hours  since,  arrive. 
Murtagh  is  come,  the  great  Itinerant-* 

And  'Tuesday,  in  the  market-place. 
Intends,  to  every  saint  and  sinner  in't, 

'to  state  what  he  calls  Ireland's  Case ; 
Meaning  thereby  the  case  of  his  shop, — 
Of  curate,  vicar,  rector,  bishop. 
And  all  those  other  grades  seraphic. 
That  make  men's  souls  their  special  traffic, 
Though  caring  not  a  pin  which  way 
Th'  erratic  souls  go,  so  they  pay. — 


or  1847.  **  A  eette  ^pnque,**  he  nyt,  **lei  (IdAles  pevvmt 
esp^rer  de  voir  s'eflbctaer  la  purifieatlon  da  Saaetoaiie.** 

s  **Onr  anzloQs  desire  is  to  be  foond  oa  the  slds  of  Ihs 
Lord.**— iUctrtf  Mwsp0p»r. 
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Add  to  all  thtt^whu'ri 

Who  takf«  a  fotuidlic^  babfS  to  «tKi|», 

Am  rhyme  itwlf»  tboiist 

PiM  tKi|ia  lliA  payinrfit  in  hirr  pUfV*, 

fcioaada  betier  to  a  chin 

S^U^  iLxpence  faolh  n 

^V'hile  I  can  miuler  jn 

Fack«t  Ihv  moiiry— otAtrt  the  wub. 

So  thai,  computus  mU 

Mmtftpii  nowf't'i'ri  in  hin  giovyi 

Tenpeace  would  dear 

WiJ]  tpU,  nrit  WMk,  A  dilGkfvut  itay  ; 

Wtil  m&kt  out  &tt  thrvp  tncn  of  burtrr. 

HemevtUt  Ihmgji  may  i 

As  f«6h  «  Mint,  &  ttciwniijfht  niartyf, 

Meantime,  wbol  awful 

Braucbt  to  Um  «lai£^t.  is  i  Ac  r/ ana, 

Of  aJl  tbfir  nuripikmi  IM  ehtrf  iraa  ; 

The  Pe-g'asua  oi  niodeii 

T^i0tigb  tnr  thism  crnQ  «i  IfaH  tti<7*U  b«u  % 

If  tcAdfl;  «|»d  WMh*d  ^          -^  ^W9L 

Hath  beat  the  pftoe  at ' 

M^tknwUh  Mm  Fi%n.  ivho  tov»  oU  iionp. 

Yaur  »sim)]yt  ^jtI  W  ft^at  and  bigh  'un*^ 

^A  Vi«c«iut,  be  he  what  he  may, 

Woold  cut  a  Soint  out,  iiny  day,) 

Lim 

Bttjonl  aaQiiunc^  a  g^y  n>at. 

WImco  Murtagb't  to  be  fimt  bmught  out. 

A^  irilOWD  in  hm  Uma,  u>efk*da^  stale  :— 

wtf  K  jn>T,  A 

**  Fnfvm,  hnlt'pa^  mttn,  tea  at  eight/' 

Dua  Junr,  I  amd  you  tl 

Piak  oank,  willi  ohenibi  roatid  Uio  bordeCE. 

By  mait-coiich  coi^Toyai 
ther— 

Harte,  Dlck^you're  loet.  If  you  loee  lime  } 

To  tell  you  what  luck  in 

Spiasten  at  fony^fiva  gi^w  giddy. 

Siuce  I  left  the  Eweet  €4l 

And  Murta^h,  with  bia  tropea  aublimo, 

Ocb,  Judy,  that  nigliti- 

Will  anrtly  carry  off  old  Biddy, 

moaat 

Utii€«i  tome  9park  at  onee  propose, 

To  dry-BUTBe,  m  the  parif 

And  djBUuce  him  by  dow^rigbt  pmw. 

Julianaa,  the  craythuf— 4! 

Tlmi  lick,  rich  Bqairo,  whcwo  wealth  nod  landi 

hei^— 

All  paitfi,  lhf*y  say,  to  Biddy ^s  haud^, 

Gave  u«  the  ehlip  imd  v 

(TJie  patron,  Dick,  of  three  fat  rectodeal) 

her! 

1m  dying'  of  atig'irta  pecfuTis ; — 

And  there  were  the  childh 

So  that,  uat«B  you're  stUTiug  tiooitt 

For  llieir  tiate  little  play-l 

Murta^ht  tii.ii:  ph^  of  pulF  tuid  pelf, 

While  youraelf,  ray  dear 

May  come  in  for  a  honey ^mwn^ 

foUyJ 

And  be  iha  man  of  it,  hiinEclf ! 

Stud  over  Jullanua's  retni 

Cry  in',  half  for  the  craythi 

Am  for  mt,  Dick— 'Iw  whim,  'ta  foDy, 

**  Arrah,  why  did  ye  die 

But  thia  youQg  ni^ce  abeorba  mo  wholly. 

honey  ?" 

Tis  true,  Iho  girfa  a  vilo  Tcreo-nmker — 

Would  rhyrno  all  nature,  if  you'd  let  her  j— 

But  Ged'a  \n]\   be  done 

But  ere  a  her  odditis,  plagijo  take  her, 

enough, 

But  make  me  love  lier  all  iho  belter. 

A*  the  pig  waa  desaieedii  ' 

Tofi  tjue  it  is,  she's  bitten  iradly 

So  we  gotber'd  tip  all  the 

With  thb  new  ra^H  for  rhviuhig  badly, 

Lock'd  the  owid  cabin-t 
tliatch, 

Which  latp  hath  &ei7ed  all  rnnka  and  claf^ses, 

Down  to  llial  iww  HHtate,  '*  the  mamm  f 

Then  tnk  hiave  of  each  otb 

Till  o[i^  puiT=iul  Hill  liiste  combiuea — 

And  set  alT,  like  Uia  Chn 

One  coiiiinon  railroad  o'er  Famofisuv, 

Ark] 

Where,  Eiilidtu;r  in  ihose  tuuc^ful  graovca. 

1  Tlio  Irish  ptmiflJitf^'  tra  vtf 

Cah'd  couple ti*,  a3]  crention  movea, 

thelj  pkgv.  I  have  hcarJ  afa/ns 

And  tlio  whek  world  nnm  mad  in  lints. 

jfQUDg  ptgi  w«re  niiincdr  attbt 
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childher  with  you,  my  dear  Judy,  oehone ! 
r  I  wid  myself,  left  condolin*  alone.  , 

came  to  this  England,  o'er  lay  and  o'er 

.nds, 

it  cruel  hard  walkin'  I're  had  on  my  hands, 

s  present  writin',  too  tadious  to  speak, 

lintion  it  all  in  a  postscript,  next  week  i—^ 

rred  I  was,  surely,  as  thin  as  a  lath, 

me  to  an  up-and-down  place  they  call  Bath, 

IS  luck  was,  I  managed  to  make  a  meal*s 

leat, 

^gin'  owld  ladies  all  day  through  the  street — 

heir  docthors   (who  pocket,  like  fun,  the 

ound  starlins) 

ought  into  fashion  to  plase  the  owld  darlins. 

oy  in  all  Bath,  though  /  say  it,  could  carry 

mies  up  bill  half  bo  handy  as  Larry  ; 

higher  they  lived,  like  owld  crows,  in  the  air, 

-e  /  was  wanted  to  lug  thftm  up  there. 

has  two  handles,  dear  Judy,  they  say, 
e  has  both  handles  put  on  the  wrong  way. 
dherin',  one  mom,  on  a  drame  Pd  just  ^ad 
elf  and  the  babbies,  at  Mullinafad, 
re  came  o*er  my  sinses  so  plasin*  a  flutther, 
spilt  an  owld  Countess  right  clane  in  the 
utther, 

gathers   and   all ! — the    descmt   was  most 
wful, 

hat  was  still  worse,  faith — I  knew  'twas 
ulawful : 
jgh,  with  mere  women,  no  very  great  evil, 

an  owld  Countess  in  Bath  is  the  divil ! 
'  the  chair,  with  herself  safe  upon  it, 
bin*  aboi  ^  her  was  kilt,  but  her  bonnet,) 
even  mentionin'  "  By  your  lave,  ma'am," 
my  heels  (\>J — here,  Judy,  I  am  ! 

ho  name  of  this  town  I  can*t  say  very  well, 

r  heart  sure  will  .jump  when  you  hear  what 

efell 

11  beautiful  Larry,  the  very  first  day, 

Sunday  it  was,  shinin'  out  mighty  gay,) 

lis  brogues  to  this  city  of  luck  found  their 

ray. 

ngry,  God  help  me,  and  happenin'  to  stop, 

ine  on  the  shmcll  of  a  pasthry-cook's  shop, 

I  the  window,  a  large  printed  paper, 

J  there  a  name,  och !  that  made  my  heart 

aper — 

printed  it  was  in  some  quare  ABC, 

ght  bother  a  schoolmasther,  let  alone  me, 

you'd  have  Iaugh*d,  Judy,  could  you've  but 

stenM, 

>tin',  I  cried,  "why  it  t« / — no,  it  imCtf* 


But  it  toot,  after  all — for,  by  speUin'  qoite  slow, 
First  I  made  out  **  Rev.  Mortimer"-— then  a  great 

And,  at  last,  by  hard  readm'  and  raekin'  my  akoD 

again. 
Out  it  came,  nate  as  imported,  "  (^Mulligan !" 

Up  I  jump'd,  -like  a  dcy-lark,  my  jewel,  at  that 

name, — 
Divl  a  doubt  on  my  mind,  but  it  muH  be  ti&e  ■una 
"Masther  Murthagfa,  himself,"  says  I,  "all  the 

world  over ! 
"  My  own  fosther-brother— by  jinks,  I'm  hi  clover. 
*'  Though  there,  m  the  play-bill,  be  figures  so  grand, 
"  One  wet-nurse  it  was  brought  us  both  up  by  hand, 
«  And  he'll  not  let  me  shtarve  in  ths  ii  amy's  land !" 

Well,  to  make  a  long  hishtory  short,  niver  doubt 
But  I  managed,  ui  no  time,  to  find  the  lad  out ; 
And  the  joy  of  the  meetin'  bethuxt  him  and  me. 
Such  a  pair  of  owld  comrogaes — ^was  charmin'  to 

see. 
Nor  is  Murthagfa  le«  plased  with  th'  evint  than 

/am. 
As  he  just  then  was  wanting  a  Valley-de-sliam ; 
And,  for  dressin*  a  gintleman,  one  way  or  foth^, 
Your  nate  Irish  lad  is  beyant  every  other. 

But  now,  Judy,  comes  the  quare  part  of  the  ease ; 
And,  m  throth,  it's  the  only  drawback  on  my  place, 
Twas   Murthagh's  ill   luck  to  be  croa'd,  as  yea 

know. 
With  an  awkward  mishfortune  some  short  time  ago ; 
That's  to  say,  he  tum'd  Protestant— toAy,  I  can't 

lam ; 
But,  of  coorM,  he  knew  best,  an'  it's  not  my  consam. 
All  I  know  is,  we  both  were  good  Cathlics,  at  nurse. 
And  myself  am  so  still — nayther  betther  nor  worse. 
Well,  our  bargain  was  all  right  and  tight  in  a  jifiby, 
And  lads  more  contint  never  yet  left  the  Liffey, 
When    Murthagh— or    Morthimer,    as   he's    now 

chrishen'd, 
His  name  being  convarted,  at  laist,  if  Ac  isn't — 
Lookin'  sly  at  me  (faith,  'twas  dhmrtin'  to  see) 
"  Of  cooree,  you're  a  Protestant,  Larry,"  says  he, 
Upon  which  says  myself,  wid  a  wink  just  as  sUy, 
« Is't  a  Protestant  ?— oh  yes,  /  am,  sir,"  says  I  ;— 
And  there  the  chat  ended,  and  divl  a  more  word 
Controvarsial  between  us  has  since  then  occan'd. 

What  Moithagh  could  mane,  and,  in  troth,  Judy 

dear. 
What  /  myself  meant,  doesn't  seem  mighty  dear ; 
But  the  thruth  is,  though  stiU  for  Oie  Owld  Light  a 

stickler, 
I  was  joit  then  too  ahtarved  to  be  orei  paitielar  >— 


fie 
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And*  God  kiioWK  bcttnwn  xak  &  oamk*ler  p«lf 
Of  Iwtii  rroflrvitjatila  cii^tdfiH  In  mtn  snf  wbcnb. 

Keil  TiHwlny  (iii  towld  in  Um  t^ay4iilb  I  nua- 

Addled  to  Ibfr  foyd  and  gOfSjr  b.ttiitioxi'il) 

III*    rivtrracep    my    ***^*f,    oovva    fii^nrvd    ka 

Mf»Jf  diMwi't  kfuiw  wh«th«f  iviti^  or  i|i««eh, 
Bat  it*i  bU  cme  la  bmii  li0*i  «  dead  httod  at  «och ; 
lik#  iiHi  PlBiUy*,  in  £iii*ral|  wfasn  akiO  in  oratiooi 
Qiiiltf  botbeis  Um  blamey  of  aD  other  natiom. 

Bat,  vlikhl  ?^^tifir«  1   Itit   RtYif^Bt^t^f   KhoaCin*  out 

"Lai^," 
Aad   aorta  a   ^irad  aiore  will  tlui  tiimall  paper 

cai^j 
So,  T]«TV,  Jydf  f  audi  my  thoft  Ut  of  a  trtthf r, 
Whkh,  faix,  Td  have   moda  a  moeh  bifger  azid 

betthfri 
Bat  d^  a  ««#  PaM-oAea  bdtf  m  Uiid  tovii 
Fit  to  wwtSkm  a  da««ai^bed  bilJy-dtuG  do'vrn^ 
&}  good  Iw^  to  th*  ehildcri^teU  Molly,  I  lota 

ber; 
Kaa   Oonagit**  airavl    inoatb*  aad    k^  Kntty  all 

Kal  for^ttja*  tbc^  maH^  of  the  red  eunmit  whkJcey 
0h»  |iit  at  iiie  (jiif  wUea  yuntmif  wai  «  fhsky. 
l^M  b^aTeltf  be  yoOT  bed  1 — I  Wtll  write,  whea  I 

fan  ag%m, 
Your*  Co  Ihe  fftifld^a  end^ 


¥oot  dear  I»di   Clmtta 


I.ETTEH  VI. 

raoM  mtm  uuar  ruuciai  to  ma&  auiAami  . 

Haw  I  gfiovp  you^ro  not  with  iv  I— pray,  come^  if 

yo/ii  can, 
Elv  wo'n»  n>bb*d  of  thk  dear  oratoncal  mmi, 
\^1h3  ctttnUuiw  m  hinwelf  aU  the  tiiulti^le  glory 
Of  Oraugttiiittii  Sill  at*  tjuandttTn  Papiat  nnd  Tpry ; — 
(Choire  mixture  E  like  ih&t  from  whicd,  ddy  con- 

fuiiudrvli 
Hie    IjMt    m»rt    (if   bra*§  wjWi  In    old  limes,  com- 

fHJMiHledy— 
Thrt  Hly  {lud  tUi)  niiiiiriy,  the  worldly  nnd  ffodly, 
AH  fUMHl  diHVii  lU  tiix\^rae  m  dclii^iouKly  oddly  - 
111  ■hort,  hf'K  II  Jr*ti  — anU  t«[A  EitidirHti'^  dravva, 
^uvU    IkHid    fn'iiU   of  |aiigh<*if    Mild    tilimtts   of  ap- 

K*  i'i4N*l  but  iki  £\)od  til  tint  Frotwtiuit  crujixi 


Of  bar  htftory  aiid  piivf 
Anil  whkb  (If  it  fdif#  a 
Tbo  wliole  CliHaliaa  woi 
Aa  to  niimiiiit^— joQ  k 

uae, 
Fe^ple  ^dl  will  tljeif /«e 
Ai  if  aairing  tbo  vuli  at 
A  tbinf  to  bv  fnanafod  > 
la  rain  do  wi?  aaj,  (itiM 
At  paying  K»(na  tliouMO 
In  place*  where  IVelMU 
"^'Who  know?  but  ytrnx 

IhertT 
And  i^ntiug  Bucb  nec^ 
If  they  didn't  find  R& 

came  I 
It  iff  d«ar  thstt,  without  i 
Thwe  tittle  Chnrch  emb 
And,  wliile  fttvAs  are  eonj 

^leictous  HouU  are  mean 
t(Kt ! 

In  TaJn  do  we  put  the  i^ 
Theyll  atUI  witli  their  €| 
And  aftk  ^*  if,  while  all]  c 
*^  Journey  on,  a^  wo  ca 

Abode, 
'*  It  b  ti^ht  that  tfr^n  ej£ 

pay 
**  For  4)nf  eig^hth  that  ^npe 
JuBt  as  if*  fooUsh  people, 
A  proof  of  thfl  Churcira  i 
That,  though  huling  Pop 
She  to  Catholic  tnonry  in 
And  »o  tib^ral  her  rery  b 
That  Ihey  t^vcn  go  to  hei 

penae. 

Btii,  though  ctear  to  our  IE 
People  cajiuot  or  t^ill  nol 
And,  t  grieve  lo  confeos, 
Staud  on  reasDuiu^  alone 
It  was  therefore,  dear  Lb 
That  I  heard  this  nice  Rr 

iicre. 
Produce,    from    the    depi 

reading, 
A  \iew  of  ihuL  man'HIaa 
lu  novelty,  forcoj  and  pro 
All  that  Iryiug  hiniselfp  a 

Looklnj^  through  the  w1 

pasT, 
Of  the  Iri»h  Lixw  Church| 
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Qsidermg  how  strange  its  original  birth — 

ch  a  thing  having  never  before  been  on  earth— 

w  opposed  to  the  instinct,  the  law,  and  th^ 

force 
nature  and  reason  has  been  its  whole  course ; 
rough  centuries  encountering  repugnance,  resist- 
ance, 
3m,  hate,  execration — yet  still  in  existence ! 
Dsidering  all  this,  the  conclusion  he  draws 
that  Nature  exempts  this  one  Church  irom  her 

laws — 
at   Reason,  dumb-foundered,  gives  up  the  dis- 
pute, 
d  before  the  portentous  anomaly  stands  mute ; — 
at,  in  short,  'tis  a  Miracle ! — and,  once  begun, 
d    transmitted    through    ages,    from  father    to 

son, 
r  the  honor  of  miracles,  ought  to  go  on, 

ver  yet  was  conclusion  so  cogent  and  sound, 
so  fitted  the  Church's  weak  foes  to  confound. 
r,  observe,  the   more  low   all  her  merits  they 

place, 
e  more  they  make  out  the  miraculous  case, 
d  the   more   all   good  Christians  must  deem  it 

profane 
disturb  such  a  prodigy's  marvellous  reign. 

for  scriptural  proofs,  he  quite  placed  beyond 

doubt 
at  the  whole  in  the  Apocalypse  may  bo  found 

out, 
clear  and   well-proved,   he   would  venture  to 

swear, 
any  thing  else  has  been  ever  found  there : — 
die  the  mode  in  which,  bless  the  dear  fellow,  he 

deals 
th  that  whole  lot  of  vials  and  trumpets  and 

seals, 
d  the  ease  with  which  vial  on  vial  he  strings, 
>W8  him  quite  a  first-rate   at  all  these  sort  of 

things. 

much  for  theology : — as  for  th*  affairs 
this   temporal   worid — the  light,  drawing-room 

cares 
d  guy  toils  of  the  toilet,  which,  God  knows,  I 

seek, 
•m  no   love  of  such  things,  but  in  humbleness 

meek, 
d  to  be,  as  th*  Apostle  was,  "weak  with  the 

weak,** 
9u  wilt  find  quite  enough  (till  I*m  somewhat  less 

busy) 
th'   extracta    enclosed,   my  dear    newt-loving 

Lizzy. 


EXTRACTS  FROM  MY  DIARY. 

Jjast  night,  having  naught  more  holy  to  do, 
Wrote  a  letter  to  dear  Sir  Andrew  Agnew, 
About  the  '*  Do-nothing-on-Sunday-Club,*' 
Which  we  wish  by  some  shorter  name  to  dub^— 
As  the  use  of  more  vowels  and  consonants 
Than  a  Christian,  on  Sunday,  really  wants, 
Is  a  grievance  that  ought  to  be  done  away. 
And  the  Alphabet  left  to  rest,  that  day. 


Sir  Andrew's  answer ! — but,  shocking  to  say, 

Being  frank*d  unthinkingly  yesterday. 

To  the  horror  of  Agneiira  yet  unborn. 

It  airived  on  this  blessed  Sunday  mom ! ! — 

How  shockmg ! — the  p08tman*8  self  cried  "  shame 

on't,** 
Seoing  th*  immaculate  Andrew's  name  on*t ! ! 
What  will  the  Club  do?— meet,  no  doubt 
*Tis  a  matter  that  touches  the  Class  Devout, 
And  the  friends  of  the  Sabbath  muet  speak  out 

Saw  to-day,  at  the  raffl»— and  saw  it  with  pam — 
That  those  stylish  Fitzwigrams  begin  to  droHs  pUun. 
Even  gay  little  Sophy  smart  trimmings  renounces — 
She,  who  long  baa  stood  by  me  through  all  sorts  of 

flounces, 
And  show*d,  by  upholding  the  toilet's  sweet  rites. 
That  we,  girls,  may  be  Christians,  without  being 

frights. 
This,  I  own,  much  alarms  me ;  for  though  one's 

religious,  [hideous ; 

And   strict   and — all  that,  there's  no  need  to  be 
And  why  a  nice  bonnet  should  stand  in  the  way 
Of  one's  going  to  heaven,  'tisn't  easy  to  say. 

Then,  there's  Gimp,  the  poor  thing — if  her  custom 

we  drop. 
Pray,  what's  to  become  of  her  soul  and  her  shop? 
If  by  saints  like  ourselves  no  more  orders  are  given, 
She'll  lose  all  the  interest  she  now  takes  in  heaven ; 
And  this  nice  little  "fire-brand,  pluck'd  from  the 

burning," 
May  fall  in  again  at  the  very  next  turning. 

Mem, — ^To  write  to  the  India-Mission  Society ; 
And  send  JC20 — heavy  tax  upon  piety ! 

Of  an  Indian  luxuries  we  now-a-days  boast. 
Making  "  Company's  Christians"'  perbc  is  costs  the 


1  The  title  given  by  the  natives  to  tach  if  their  cooatrv' 
isa  as  becooie  converts. 
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And  the  wont  of  it  is,  that  theee  coiiTerti  fall 

grown. 
Haying  lived  in  our  faith,  mostly  die  in  their  oton,* 
Fhiying  hard,  at  the  last,  to  some  god  who,  they 

When  incarnate  on  earth,  used  to  steal  cords  and 

whey.* 
Thmk,  how  horrid,  my  dear  !-hm>  that's  all  thrown 

away; 
And  (what  is  still  worse)  for  the  ram  and  the  rice 
They  consumed,  while  believers,  we  saints  pay  the 

price. 

Still  'tis  cheering  to  find  that  we  do  save  a  few — 
The    Report   gives  six  Christians  for  Connang- 

cadoo; 
Doorkotchum  reckons  seven,  and  foar  Trevandram, 
While  but  one  and  a  half's  left  at  Cooroopadam. 
In  this  last-mention'd  place  'tis  the  barbers  enslave 

'em, 
For,  once  they  turn  Christians,  no  barber  will  shave 

'em* 

To  atone  for  this  rather  small  Heathen  amount, 
Some  Papists,  tum'd  Christians,*  are  tack'd  to  th' 

account 
And  though,  to  caksh  Papists,  one  needn't  go  so  far. 
Such  fish  are  worth  hooking,  wherever  they  are ; 
And  now,  when  so  great  of  such  converts  the  lack  is. 
One    Papist    well    caught   is   worth    millions   of 
Blackies. 

FHdajf. 
Last  night  had  a  dream  so  odd  and  funny, 

I  cannot  resist  recording  it  here. — 
Methought  that  the  Genius  of  Matrimony 

Before  me  stood,  with  a  joyous  leer. 
Leading  a  husband  in  each  hand. 

And  both  for  me,  which  look'd  rather  queer ; — 

1  Of  inch  relapses  we  find  innamenible  instances  in  the 
accounts  of  the  Missionaries. 

*  The  god  Krishna,  one  of  the  incarnations  of  the  god 
Vlshnn.  "  One  day  (says  the  Bliagavata)  Krislma's  play- 
IbUowa  complained  to  Tasuda  2%t  he  had  pilfered  and  at* 
their  cords." 

s  "  Boteen  wants  shaving ;  but  the  barber  here  will  not  dj 
it  He  is  ran  away  lest  he  shoald  be  compelled.  He  says 
he  will  not  shave  Yesoo  Kreest's  people.'*— BopC  Mittin 
80cietg,  vol.  U.  p.  483. 

4  In  the  Reports  of  the  Bfissionaries,  the  Roman  Calholics 
are  almost  always  classed  along  with  the  Heathen.  **Iliave 
extended  my  labors  (says  James  Venning,  in  a  Report  for 
1831)  to  the  Heathen,  Mahomedans,  and  Roman  Catholics.** 
'"The  Heathen  and  Roman  Catholics  in  this  neighborhood 
(says  another  missionary  for  the  year  18XQ  are  not  indiflbr- 
ent  bat  witlutand,  rather  than  yield  to,  the  force  of  truth.*' 

•  An  account  of  these  Powerscourt  Conversaziones,  (under 
the  direct  presidency  of  Lord  Roden,)  as  well  as  a  list  of  the 
tol^ects  discussed  at  the  difierent  meetings,  may  be  found  in 
the  Christian  Herald  for  the  month  of  December,  1833.  The 
IbUowing  is  a  specimen  of  the  nature  (tf  the  question  sub- 


I 


One  I  could  perfectly  understaiidy 

But  why  there  were  twoo  waaa't  quite  m  ( 
'Twas  meant,  however,  I  soon  oonld  see. 

To  afibrd  me  a  ekoiee — a  most'exceflgat ; 
And — ^who  should  this  brace  of  candidatei  h 

But  Messrs.  O'Mulligan  and  Mngan  :— 
A  thing,  I  suppose,  unheard  of  tiO  then. 
To  dream,  at  once,  of  two  Irishinen ! — 
That  handsome   Magan,  too,  with   wings 
shoulderB, 

(For  all  this  pafls*d  in  the  realms  of  the  B 
And  quite  a  creature  to  dazzle  b^ioldess ; 

While  even  0*Mulligan,  feather'd  and  dn 

As  an  elderiy  cherub,  was  lookbig  his  bes 
Ah  Liz,  you,  who  know  me,  scarce  can  doi 
As  to  which  of  the  two  I  smgled  out. 
But — awful  to  tell — when,  all  in  dread 

Of  losing  so  bright  a  vision's  chunwy 
I  grasp'd  at  Magan,  his  image  fled. 
Lake  a  mist,  away,  and  I  found  bat  the  hea 

Of  O'Mulligan,  wings  and  all,  in  my  am 
The  Angel  had  flown  to  some  nest  dirine* 
And  the  elderiy  Cherub  akme  was  mine ! 
Heigho ! — it  is  certain  that  foolish  Magan 
Blither  can't  or  won*t  see  that  he  might  be  tl 
And,  perhaps,  dear— who  knows? — if  naogl 

befaU 
But — O'Mulligan  may  be  the  man,  after  aO 

N.B. 
Next  week  mean  to  have  my  first  aciiptuial 
For  the  special  discussion  of  matters  devout 
Like  those  ooirieo,  at  Foweiaooiut**  so  ji 

nown'd. 
For  the  zeal  with  which  doctrine  and  Mf 

round; 
Those  theology  routs  which  the  pioaB  Lord  B 
That  pink  of  Christianity,  first  set  the  mods 

mltted  to  the  company:— **JfMi^  JEvemimg,  Si 
September  24,  1832.—*  An  ezamlnatioB  Into  the  ^ 
given  in  the  New  Testament  fltom  tlie  014,  with  t 
nectlon  and  explanation,  vts.  Ate  itc^'^Wei 
*  Should  we  expect  a  personal  Antichrist  1  tmd  to  i 
\eb9m«aUdV  fee  4tc—fViday.—»  What  light  da 
tnre  throw  on  present  events,  and  their  moral  d 
HTUa  is  next  to  be  leekedfer  er  »*j^trd  V  **  Jfce. 

The  rapid  pi  ogress  made  at  theee  tearpwUBsh 
polnu  of  Scripture,  may  be  Judged  fbom  a  panpaf 
account  given  of  one  of  tlieir  evenings,  by  the  < 
Herald  :- 

'<  On  Daniel  a  good  deal  of  light  was  thrown,  anil 
some,  I  thlnlc  not  so  much,  perhape,  upon  the  Bev 
though  particular  parts  of  it  were  disrnaead  with  cos 
accession  of  Itnowledge.  There  was  eonie  very  ta 
inquiry  as  to  the  quotation  xX  the  Ol  d  Testament  la  I 
particularly  on  the  point,  whether  there  wnsacy  a 
datlon.'  or  whether  they  were  quoted  according  to  tt 
the  Spirit  in  the  Old :  this  gave  occasion  to  somi 
terestlng  development  of  Scripture.  The  pncm 
AnUchrlsthm  powers  was  very  ftilly  4 
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Where,  bleand  down-pommg  !^  fttnn  tea  mitfl  nine, 
The  sabjectB  lay  all  in  the  Prophecy  line ; — 
Then,  supper — and  then,  if  for  topics  hard  driven, . 
From  thence  until  bed-time  to  Satan  was  given ; 
WhUe  R— d — ^n,  deep  read  in  each  topic  andtome. 
On  an  lubjecta  (eepedally  the  last)  was  at  home. 


LETTER  VIL 

FROM  mm  FANNT  VUDOE,  TO  HXE  COUSIir, 


IRREGULAR  ODE. 

Bamo  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flowen, 
While  yet,  beneath  some  northern  sky, 
Ungpt  by  beams,  ungeomi'd  by  showers, 
They  wait  the  breath  of  summer  hours, 
To  wake  to  light  each  diamond  eye. 
And  let  loose  every  florid  sigh  \ 

Bring  me  the  fSrst-bom  ocean  waves. 
From  out  those  deep  primeval  caves. 
Where  from  the  dawn  of  Time  they've  Iain—  ^ 
Thi  EMiavos  OP  a  futurb  Main  ! — 
Untaught  as  yet,  young  things,  to  speak 

The  language  of  their  Parent  Sea, 
(FolyphlysbsBan*  named  in  Greek,) 
Thoogfa  soon,  too  soon,  in  bay  and  creek. 
Bound  startled  isle  and  wondering  peak, 

Theyll  thunder  load  and  long  as  He  ! 

Bxing  me,  from  Hecla*s  iced  abode, 
Young  fires 

I  had  got,  dear,  thus  far  in  my  Ode, 
Intending  to  fill  the  whole  page  to  the  bottom. 
Bat,  having  mvoked  such  a  lot  of  fine  things, 
Ftoweis,  billows  and  thunderbolts,  Fainbows  and 
wings, 
Didnt  know  tohat  to  do  with  'em,  when  I. had  got 

'em. 
Hie  truth  is,  my  thoughts  are  too  full,  at  this  minute, 

Of  past  MSS.  any  new  ones  to  try. 
This  very  night's  coach  brings  my  destiny  in  it— 

DecideB  the  great  question,  to  live  or  to  die ! 
Aad,  whether  I'm  henceforth  immortal  or  no, 
AO  depends  on  the  answer  of  Simpkins  and  Ca 

t  (f  Abcmt  eight  o'clock  the  Lord  began  to  poor  down  his 
ipMt  tofkmaif  upon  1u— for  they  bad  all  by  this  time  as- 
I  ia  fliy  rooin  for  the  porpose  of  prayer.    This  down- 
Mtflraed  tUl  abont  tan  o'clock.*'— Letter  from  Mary 
I  to  tks  Rsv.  John  Oampbell,  of  Row,  (dated  Feml- 


YouH  think,  love,  I  rave,  so  'tis  best  to  let  out 
The  whole  secret,  at  once— I  have  publi^'d  a 
Book ! ! ! 
Yes,  an  actual  Book : — if  the  marvel  you  doubt. 

You  have  only  m  last  Monday's  Courier  to  look. 
And  you'U  find  '*This  day  puUish'd  by  Simpkins 

andCa 
*'  A  Romaunt,  m  twelve  Cantos,  entitled  <  Wo  Wo !' 
<*  By  Miss  Fanny  F ,  known  more  commonly 

This  I  put  that  my  friends  mayn't  be  left  m  the  dark. 
But  may  guess  at  my  writing  by  knowing  my  mark. 

How  I  managed,  at  last,  this  great  deed  to  achieve. 
Is  itself  a  *<  Romaunt"  which  you'd  scarce,  dear, 

believe ; 
Nor  can  I  just  now,  being  all  in  a  whirl, 
Looking  out  for  the*Magnet,'  explain  it,  r'ea  grri. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  one  half  the  expense 
Of  this  leasehold  of  fame  for  long  centuries  Lenc»— 
(Though  "  God  knows,"  as  aunt  says,  my  humble 

ambition 
Aspires  not  beyond  a  small  Second  Edition,) — 
One  half  the  whole  cost  of  the  paper  and  printing, 
Fve  managed  to  scrape  up,  this  year  past,  by  stintmg 
My  own  little  wants  in  gloves,  ribands,  and  shoes, 
Thus  defrauding  the  toilet  to  fit  out  the  Muse ! 

And  who,  my  dear  Kitty,  would  not  do  the  same? 
What's  eau  de  Cologne  to  the  sweet  breath  of  fameT 
Yards  of  riband  soon  end — but  the  moastues  of 

rhyme, 
Dipp'd  in  hues  of  the  rainbow,  stretch  out  through 

all  time. 
Gloves  languish  and  fade  away,  pair  after  pair. 
While  couplets  shine  out,  but  the  brighter  for  wear. 
And  the  dancing-shoe's  gloss  in  an  evening  is  gone, 
While  light-footed  lyrics  through  ages  trip  on, 

The  remaining  expense,  trouble,  risk — and,  alas ! 
My  poor  copyright  too — into  other  hands  pass ; 
And  my  friend,  the  Head  Dev'l  of  the  '*  County 

Gazette," 
(The  only  Mecienas  I've  ever  had  yet,) 
He  who  set  up  in  type  my  fint  juvenile  lays. 
Is  now  set  up  by  them  for  the  rest  of  his  days ; 
And  while  Gods  (as  my  **  Heathen  Mythology" 

says) 
Live  on  naught  but  ambrosia,  hie  lot  how  much 

sweeter 
To  live,  lucky  devH,  on  a  yocmg  lady's  metre ! 

cary,  April  4, 1830,)  giving  an  aceoaat  of  her  '*  mlracakMS 
care." 

•  If  yon  goess  what  this  word  means,  *tls  moie  thaa  /eaa>— 
1  bat  give't  as  I  got  It  ftom  Mr.Hagaa.  F  P. 

•  A  day-coach  of  that  name. 
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4w  iw  p^f||t— tliil  firvt  a(  flit  !fl*r«rf 

And  Mitfiliitl  diltA  both  is  bntdA  m 

Am,  unltw  n^dJ  cnfiplkd  with  infiitiatti  Hii  fotmd 

ground  ;^ 
111  Mij  f«^fi?^  naught  eould  mourn  f^n^'tmm  tk*r«tl  i 
.is  ni^  CriKtHl  (for  ua  Ich  thb  kmd  imp  emi  I  otIT) 
Koowi  lh«  wfaflld  world  of  critics— 1|]»  Ajtpri^rt  and 

I  *twji<-r;t  h0  hitiiPAtf,  imtrrdi  dAbU<«  io  thymt^ 

Hliicl>»  fof  iijipt  diU»JiCi  ii  aat  tli*  £irt  tim« ; 

A«  Fvd  Ii4<an]  ttncl*  Bd>tt)P(  *t«wi  known  aauwf 


Ba(  hftrk !  tb»f«^«  the  Mafnel  jiwt  dasird  in  fmtn 

Town —  • 

ICoir  my  hc^,  Eltlyi  b^a^tJi  I   I  «fiafl  euitsty  drop 

T)mU  awful  C»url  Joum«]p  Gaiettfr,  ALh«n«tim, 
Alt  ftitl  or  my  bo<ik — I  tihdl  teak  when  I  «»  '«m. 
And  th«n  th«  gi«4t  polAt^^-wliot]j«r  SUtipki&B  and 

Co. 
An  ACtnaQy  {deaied  with  thfiir  IkUj^aiii  or  no  1 — 

WVw  df^lig;hifu1-»<uch  prslies  f — I  re&tly  fp&r 
Timl  Uiif  poor  liliJe  head  will  turn  giddy,  my  dtttr  j 
t*in*  tnit  tlmt*  now  lo  tend  yon  two  oxtjuieke  Bt7ap»— 
All  U)«  r«M  by  tim  Mivguet,  oti  Monday  ^  perhnfw. 


Tp  known  that  a  certain  duAltt^nkh'd  phy^kiiLn 
PreflcribcB,    for    dt^tptp,^ia,    it    conrso    of    light 

Trading'  ^ 
And   RhymGi  by   yt^uttg   Ladies,   the   funti   Cmah 

rdition, 
(Ere  critic*  Imte  injurwl  their  jjoweni  of  nutritiou,) 
Are  h«  Uilukd}  for  wettk  irtomitch:^,  (he  b«t  sort 

of  feediiif . 
SaliitA  britatp — lovp-BOMga  ar«  found  calorific^ 
But  smooth,  feinnlp  sonneLs  bo  deems  a  epfcU^Ci 
And,  if  taken  o.t  bed-UinO]  a  sum  eoponiic 
Among  works  of  tbia  kind,  the  moat  ploasin^  wa 

know, 
I«  a  volume  ja^i  publishM  by  Simpkins  and  Co.| 
WhoTo  all  fiiuch  iiipTedieiiLw — the  Uowerj^^  the  swaat. 
And  iJio  ^^nlly  n:irco'ic — nfe  mix^d  per  recd|it, 
Wilh  a  Imud  b^LJ  jiuhcioLiii^^  we've  no  he.^iLDlinn 
To  nay  thiil — 'U>vf*  all,  (qt  l]ie  youjig  genomtion — 
*T]a  an  ett^anti  ^oothin^t  Qod  futfe  prepanLtiojL 

Noia  htiif^CoT  Tcftdcra,  whose  obJect^s  to  slcrp. 
And  wl^o  rend  m  their  nii,rhteapst  the  publishers  keep 
Good  fifo-pmof  btiidin^jj  which  come<  vary  cheapw 


Tother  night,  at  th»  Cmtn 

An  amnsin;^  f  rent  waa  tsv 
It  wai  said  thet  Lord  -^^ 
Hud,  m&n  than  oae%  j 
a  itjcket* 
And  flowu  to  a  comer,  wh 
How    the    coujitry'a    rtm 

He  kepi  jtai&f  mamat 
hm  pockat 
SonM  thougbi  theiD  iKspBi 

Othen  BWQca  thej  hm 

the  Mauritiuf ; 
But  k  turn'd  out  *twas  only 
Which   hbi   Lordafa^i    ^ 

eipeditioaa — 
MeAn.  Sinipkltis  4ind  Co^ 
Having  aent  it  in  ih«eta, 

Bay, 
He  had  diatane^d  Ilia  wk 

day  I 


LETTEIl 

FROM  ana  FUWiEt  EJKi^  t 


I  Mvcit  regrtt,  dear  Revi 
I  could  not  come  to  ■  ' 
BlU  thia  cunsed  gout  wo'i 
Ev'n  now  1  but  by  pre 
A^  thifi  vile  ecmwl,  what 
Owca!  ii.]l  to  an  amojiueiv 
j^loet  oliier  Bcoiir^s  of  di 
Reduce  men  to  extremiti 
But  g^out  wo^n^t  leav^  om 

From  aJ]  my  eieter  writea 
Tliat  yon  and  I  will  quitl 
V^^  a  pltuo  man,  who  ept 

And  trui^t  you'll  ihiuk  i 
'WTien  1  di'clELre  that,  fboE 

IVe  wiblvd  ytjur  cc^iintt 
Nor  eau  I  doubt,  indeed, 

Tve  heard  of  your  high 
From  i^ver}.'  vvofd  your  lip 

That  you  moet  inily  w 
It  plafueif  one^a  T\ffi  out— i- 
Havo  I  had  diniii^jff  in  ncti 

"■  Ire  laud  waut^  tJii^,  ai 
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And,  to  this  hour,  one  nothing  hean 
But  the  same  vile,  eternal  bother. 
While,  of  those  ooontlesi  things  she  wanted, 
Thank  God,  but  little  has  been  granted, 
And  ev'n  that  little,  if  we're  men 
And  Britons,  well  have  back  again  I 

I  really  think  that  Catholic  question 
Was  what  brought  on  my  indigestion ; 
And  still  each  year,  as  Popery's  curse 
Has  gathered  round  us,  IVe  got  worse ; 
Till  ey*n  my  pint  of  port  a  day 
Can't  keep  the  Pope  and  bile  away. 
And  whereas,  till  the  Catholic  bill, 
I  never  wanted  draught  or  pill. 
The  settling  of  that  cuned  question 
Has  quite  unsettled  my  digestion. 

Look  what  has  happen'd  since-— the  Elect 
Of  all  the  bores  of  every  sect, 
The  chosen  triers  of  men's  patience. 
From  all  the  Three  Denominations, 
Let  loose  upon  us ;— even  Quakers 
Tum'd  into  speechers  and  law-makers, 
Who'U  move  no  question,  stiff-rump'd  elves. 
Till  first  the  Spirit  moves  themselves ; 
And  whose  shrill  Yeas  and  Nays,  in  chorus, 
Conquering  our  Ays  and  Nos  sonorous. 
Will  soon  to  death's  own  slumber  snore  as. 
Then,  too,  those  Jews ! — I  really  sicken 

To  think  of  such  abomination ; 
Fellows,  who  wo'n't  eat  ham  with  chicken. 

To  legislate  for  this  great  nation ! — 
Depend  upon't,  when  once  they've  sway. 

With  rich  old  Goldsmid  at  the  head  o'  them ! 
Th'  Excise  laws  will  be  done  away. 

And  Ctreumcise  ones  pass'd  instead  o'  them ! 

In  short,  dear  sir,  look  where  one  will, 
Things  all  go  on  so  devilish  ill. 
That  'pon  my  soul,  I  rather  fear 

Our  reverend  Rector  may  be  right, 
^Vho  tells  me  the  Millennium's  near ; 
Nay,  swears  he  knows  the  very  year. 

And  regulates  his  leases  by't ; — 
Meaning  their  terms  should  end,  no  doubt. 
Before  the  world's  own  lease  is  out 
He  thinks,  too,  that  the  whole  thing's  ended 
So  much  more  soon  than  was  intended. 
Purely  to  scourge  those  men  of  sin 
Who  brought  th'  accursed  Reform  BUI  in.' 


>  Thia  appears  to  have  been  the  oplnioii  also  ot  an  eloquent 
writer  in  the  Morning  Wat'.h.  **  One  great  ol^t  of  Clurlit*s 
Bocond  Advent,  as  the  Man  and  as  the  Klagof  the  Jewa,lslo 


However,  let's  not  yet  despair ; 

Thoagfa  Toryism's  eclipsed,  at  present, 
And — like  myself,  in  this  old  chair — 

Sits  m  a  state  by  rio  means  pleasant ; 
Feet  crippled— hands,  m  luckless  honr, 
Disabled  of  their  grasping  power ; 
And  all  that  rampant  glee,  which  revell'd 
In  this  worid's  sweets,  be-dull'd,  be-devU'd- 
Yet,  though  condenm'd  to  frisk  no  more. 

And  both  in  Chair  of  Penance  set. 
There's  something  tells  me,  all's  not  o'er. 

With  Toryism  qr  Bobby  yet ; 
That  though,  between  us,  I  allow 
We've  not  a  leg  to  stand  on  now ; 
Though  cursed  Reform  and  eolekicum 
Have  made  us  both  look  deuced  glum. 
Yet  still,  in  spite  of  Grote  and  Gout, 
Agam  we'll  shine  triumphant  out ! 

Yes — back  again  shall  come,  egad. 
Our  turn  for  sport,  my  reverend  lad. 
And  then,  O'Mulligan— oh  then. 
When  mounted  on  our  nags  again. 
Yon,  on  your  high-flown  Rosinante, 
Bedizen'd  out,  like  Show-Gallantee, 
(Glitter  great  from  substance  scanty ;) — 
While  I,  Bob  Fudge,  Esquire,  sliaU  ride 
Your  faithful  Sancho,  by  your  side ; 
Then — talk  of  tilts  and  toumsments ! 
Dam'me,  we'll 


'Squire  Fudge's  clerk  presents 
To  Reverend  Sir  his  compliments ; 
Is  grieved  to  say  an  accident 
Has  just  oceurr'd  which  will  prevent 
The  Squiro— though  now  a  little  better — 
From  finishing  this  present  letter. 

Just  when  he'd  got  to  «  Dam'me,  well " 

His  Honor,  full  of  martial  zeal, 
Grasp'd  at  his  crutch,  but  not  bemg  able 
To  keep  his  balance  or  his  hold. 
Tumbled,  both  self  and  crutch,  and  roll'd 
Like  ball  and  bat,  beneath  the  table. 

All's  safo— the  table,  chair,  and  crutch ; — 
Nothing,  thank  God,  is  broken  much, 
But  the  Squire's  head,  which,  in  tlie  fall, 
Got  bomp'd  oonsid'rably— -that's  all. 
At  this  no  great  alarm  we  feel. 
As  the  Squire's  head  can  bear  a  deal 


|wii<sA  a«  Z?iv»  who  do  not  aeknowledge  that  their  antboilty 
is  derived  froin  him,  and  wk0  nAmUUntm^^itfirmBtUi 
§  ■**.**    No.  1.  p^  S73L 


652 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


t'-. 


Squire  mach  the  same — head  rather  light— 
Raved  about  <*  Baiben*  Wig^  all  night 

Our  housekeeper,  old  Mrs.  Griggs, 
Suspects  that  he  meant  «  barbarous  Whigs." 


LETTER  IX. 

FROM  LARRY  o'bRANIOAN,  TO  HIS  WIFE  JUDY. 

As  it  was  but  lost  week  that  I  sint  yon  a  letther, 
You'll  wondher,  dear  Judy,  what  this  is  about ; 

And,  throth,  it's  a  letther  myself  would  like  betther. 
Could  I  manage  to  lave  the  contints  of  it  out ; 

For  sure,  if  it  makes  even  me  onaisy. 

Who  takes  things  quiet,  'twill  dhrive  you  crazy. 

Oh,  Judy,  that  riverind  Murthagh,  bad  scran  to 

him! 
That  e'er  I  should  come  to've  been  sarvant-man  to 

him. 
Or  so  far  demane  the  O^Brauigan  Uood, 
And  my  Aunts,  the  Diluviaus,  (whom  not  ev'n  the 

Flood 
Was  able  to  wash  away  clane  from  the  earth,*) 
As  to  sarve  one  whose  name,  of  mere  yestherday's 

birth. 
Can  no  more  to  a  great  O,  before  it,  purtend. 
Than  mine  can  to  wear  a  great  Q  at  its  end. 

But  that's  now  all  over — last  night  I  gev  wamin'. 
And,  masth'r  as  he  is,   will   discharge  him  this 

momin'. 
The  thief  of  the  world! — but  it's  no  use  balrag- 

gin'?- 
All  I  know  is,  f }  6fty  times  rather  be  draggin' 
Ould  ladies  up  hili  to  the  ind  of  my  days. 
Than  with  Murthagh  to  rowl  in  a  chaise,  at  my 

aise. 
And  be  forced  to  discind  thro'  the  same  duty  ways. 
Arrah,  sure,  if  I'd  heerd  where  he  last  show'd  his 

phix, 
Fd  have  known  what  a  quare  sort  of  monsther  he 

is; 


>  **  I  am  of  yonr  Patriarch!,  I,  a  branch  of  one  of  your 
antediluvian  familie*— fellows  that  the  Flood  could  not  wash 
Bway."--CoKOREVE,  Lite  for  I.Mr>€. 

*  To  halmg  Is  to  abuse — Mr.  Lover  makes  It  heUyrag^  and 
he  is  high  authority :  but  If  I  remember  rightly,  Cuiran  in 
kb  BsUoiial  storiw  osed  a  employ  the  word  as  above.— See 


For,  by  gor,  'twas  at  Exether  Change,  nm  c 
That  himself  and  his  other  wild  Irish  show'd 
And  if  s  pity,  so  'tis,  that  they  hadn't  got  no 
Who  knew  the  wild  craythun  to  act  as  tbes 

man — 
Sayin*,  *<  Ladies  and  Gintlemen,  plaze  to  ti 

tice, 
"How  shlhn  and  how  shleek  thii  black  i 

coat  is;  ^ 

"  All  by  raiaon,  we're  towld,  that  the  nathu 


"  Is  to  change  its  coat  once  in  ita  ]iletune»  m 
«  And  such  objiks,  in  our  coonthry,  not  bee 

mon  ones, 
"Are  bought  up,  as  this  waa,  by  way  i 

Nomenons. 
"  In  regard  of  its  name — ^why,  m  throthf  T 

sam'd 
"  To  differ  on  this  point  so  mach  with  the  L 
«  Who  call  it  a  *  Mortkimer,*  whexeai  th 

thur 
"  Is  plainly  a  *  Murthagh,'  by  name  and  by  i 

This  is  how  I'd  have  towld  them  the  rigl 

all. 
Had  i  oeen  their  showman  at  Exether  HaO' 
Not  forgettin'  that  other  great  wondher  of  A 
(Of  th'  owld  bitther  breed  which  they  call 

tairin,) 
The  famed  Daddy  C — ke— who,  by  gor,  I 

shown  'em 
As  proof  how  such  bastes  may  be  tamed 

you've  thrown  'em 
'A  good  frindly  sop  of  the  rale  Rmigin  DtmeM 

But,  throth,  I've  no  leisure  just  now,  Jody  d 
For  any  thing,  barrin'  our  own  doings  heie. 
And  tlie  cursin'  and  dammin'  and  thand'iii 

mad, 
We  Papists,  God  help  us,  from  Murthagh  bai 
He  says  we're  all  murtheren — dhrl  a  bit  lesi 
And  that  even  oiur  priests,  when  we  go  to  ca 
Give  us  lessons  in  murth'ring  and  widi  xm  wm 

When  ax'd  how  he  daar'd,  by  tongue  or  by  | 
To  belie,  in  this  way,  seven  milUona  of  meo. 
Faith,  he  said  'twas  all  towld    him   by  I 
I>en!« 


Lover*s  most  amasing  and  geauiaely  Irish  wet^  ti 
geods  and  Stories  of  Ireland.** 

*  Larry  evidently  means  the  Refitnm  l>mimm4  as 
tributed  by  the  government  annnaily  to  the  ( 
Presbyterian  churches  in  Ireland. 

*  Correctly,  Dens— Larry  not  being  very  | 
nomenclattue. 
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<<  And  who  the  dirl'i  her*  wai  the 'qaeitioii  that 

flew 
Fram  Chrishtian  to  Chnshtiaxi — but  not  a  aowl 

knew. 
While  on  went  Murthagh,  in  ili|rant  style, 
Blaspheming  us  Cathlics  all  the  while, 
As  a  pack  of  desaiyen,  paijuren,  yillians. 
All  the  whole  kit  of  th'  aforesaid  millions,'— 
Yourself,  dear  Judy,  as  well  as  the  rest. 
And  the  innocent  cray  thnr  that's  at  your  braast, 
All  rogues  together,  m  word  and  deed, 
Owld  Den  our  insthructor  and  Sin  our  creed ! 

When  ax*d  for  his  proofs  again  and  again, 
Div^  an  answer  he'd  give  but  Docthor  Den. 
Couldn't  he  call  into  coort  some  livin*  men  7 
**  No,  thank  you**— he'd  stick  to  Docthor  Den— 
An  ould  gentieman  dead  a  century  or  two, 
Who  all  about  ti#,  live  Cathlics,  knew ; 
And  of  coorse  was  more  handy,  to  call  in  a  hurry. 
Than  Docthor  Mac  Hale  or  Docthor  Murray ! 

But,  throth,  it's  no  case  to  be  jokin'  upon, 
Though  myself,  firom  bad  habits,  is  makin*,  it  one. 
Even  you,  had  you  witness'd  his  grand  climac- 
therics, 
'\         Which  actially  threw  one  owld  maid  in  hysterics— 
f         Or,  och !  had  you  heerd  such  a  purty  remark  as 
fi  his, 

That  Papists  are  only  **  Humaniitfe  eareoMeM, 
"  Ru^n**-Ami,  by  dad,  I'm  afeard  I  can't  give  it 

ft        "  RU'nfrom  the  eeptdehre  of—inaetvoity; 

<*  Andt  like  owld  eorpaee,  dug  up  firom  antikity, 
>         "  Wandrin^  about  in  aU  worte  of  inikity  !  .'"■— 
'  Even  you,  Judy,  true  as  you  are  to  the  Owld 

Light,  [flight 

Would  have  laugh'd,  out  and  out,  at  this  fligant 
Of  that  figu»3  of  speech  call'd  the  Blatherumdkite. 
As  for  me,  though  a  funny  thought  now  and  then 

came  to  me,  - 
Rago  got  the  betther  at  last — and  small  Uame  to 

me! 
So,  slapping  my  thigh,  **  by  the  Powers  of  Delf,** 
Says  I  bowldly,  "  I'll  make  a  noration  royaelf." 
And  with  that  up  I  jumps— but,  my  darlint,  the 

minit 
I  oock'd  up  my  head,  diy'l  a  sinse  remain'd  in  it 

>  "The  deeds  of  darlmeM  which  are  ledneed  to  hoirld 
prmeUce  OTer  the  dnmken  debauch  of  the  midnight  assaaslB 
ere  debated,  la  principle,  in  the  sober  momlnf  religloQi  con- 
ference of  the  priesu.'*— 5^McA  oftkM  Rev.  Mr,  M'Okm^ 
**  The  character  of  the  Irish  people  gtmeroUy  Is,  that  they 
are  given  to  lying  and  to  aeu  of  theft.**— g^sscA  tftkeRee, 
MUheriDaif. 

•  **  Bat  she  (P«»pery)  la  no  longer  tkt  Uumni  tf  tke  «^p•^ 
•Am  nf  faedtvttf .    Bhe  has  come  ikom  the  burial-place^ 


Though,  eaited,  I  could  have  got  beautiful  on. 
When  I  tuk  to  my  legs,  fiuth,  the  gab  was  all  gone  >— 
Which  was  odd,  for  us,  Pats,  who,  whate'er  we're  a 

hand  in. 
At  laste  m  our  lege  show  a  sthrong  nndentandin' 

Howsumderer,  detarmmed  the  chi^  shook!  porsairo 
What  I  thought  of  their  dom's,  before  I  tuk  lave, 
<<In  regard  of  all  that,"  says  I— there  I  stopp'd 

short — 
Not  a  word  mOre  would  oome,  though  I  sthruggled 

hardfor't 
^So,  shnapping  my  fingers  at  what's  call'd  the  Chair, 
And  the  owld  Lord  (or  Lady,  I  bHioTe)  that  sat 

there— 
« In  regard  of  all  fh&t '  Ays  I  bowldly  agam— 
«To  owld  Nick  I  pitch  Moitimer— ami  Docthor 

Den;"— 
Upon  which  the  whole  company  cried  out  "Amen  ;* 
And  myself  was  in  hopes  'twas  to  what  /  had  said, 
But,bygor,  no  such  thmg — they  were  not  so  well 

bred: 
For,  'twas  all  to  a  pray'r  Murthagh  just  had  read 

out. 
By  way  of  fit  finish  to  job  so  devout ; 
That  is — afther  well  damning  one-half  the  com- 
munity, 
To  pray  God  to  keep  all  in  peace  an'  in  imity ! 

This  is  an  I  can  shtuff  in  this  letther,  though  plinty 
Of  news,  faith,  Fve  got  to  fill  more— if  'twas  twinty. 
But  ril  add,  on  the  outeide^  a  line,  should  I  need  it, 
(Writin'  "Private"    upon   it,    that  no  one  may 

read  it,) 
To  ten  you  how  Mortimer  (as  the  Saints  chrishten 

him)  [hiuL 

Bears  the  big  shame  of  his  sarvant's  dismiMhin' 

{Private  outeide.) 

Just  come  firom  his  riv'rence— the  job  is  aU  done— 
By  the  powers,  Fve  discharged  him  assure  asa  gun ! 
And  now,  Judy  dear,  what  on  earth  Fm  to  do 
With  myself  and  my  appetite— both  good  as  new — 
Without  ev'n  a  single  traneen  in  my  pocket. 
Let  alone  a  good,  dacent  pound-stailin',  to  stock  it^- 
Is  a  mysht'ry  I  lave  to  the  One  that's  above. 
Who  takes  care  of  us,  dissolute  sowls,  when  nard 
dhrove. 

walking  Ibrth  a  monster,  as  if  the  spirit  of  evil  had  coifnpt- 
ed  tk§  €4uxt»  tf  ker  igfttritd  AasMatfy;  nozions  and  nol- 
some,  an  ol^)ect  of  abhorrence  and  dlsmayto  all  who  are  not 
UmgMti  wHM  ker  in  te^f«tffy.**->Repart  of  the  Bev.  Gentle- 
man's Speech,  Jnne  90,  in  the  Beeord  Newspaper. 

We  may  weU  ask,  after  reading  this  and  other  snch  rev- 
erend ravings,  **Qnls  dnbltat  quia  oome  sit  hoe  ratloa!^ 

r* 
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LETTER  X. 

mOX  THK   KKV    MORTIMER  0*MULUaAN|  TO  THB 
R«T.  — ^— 

These  fow  brief  lines,  my  reverend  liiend, 
By  k  safe,  private  hand  I  send, 
(Fearing  lest  some  low  Catholic  wag 
Should  pry  into  the  Letter-bag,) 
To  tell  you,  far  as  pen  can  dare. 
How  we,  poor  errant  martyrs,  fare ; — 
Martyrs,  not  quite  to  fire  and  rack, 
As  Saints  were,  some  few  ages  back, 
But — scarce  less  trymg  in  its  way — 
To  laughter,  whereaoe*er  we  stray ;        «. 
To  jokes,  which  Providence  mysterious 
Permits  bn  men  and  things  so  serious. 
Lowering  the  Church  still  more  each  minute, 
And — injuring  our  preferment  in  it 
Just  think,  how  worrying  'tis,  my  friend, 
To  find,  where'er  our  footsteps  bend, 

Small  jokes,  like  squibs,  around  us  whizzing ; 
And  bear  the  eternal  torturing  play 
Of  that  great  engine  of  our  day, 

Unknown  to  th'  Inquisition — quizzing ! 

Tour  men  of  thumb-screws  and  of  raeks 
Aim'd  at  the  body  their  attacks ; 
But  modem  torturers,  more  refined. 
Work  their  machinery  on  the  mind. 
Had  St  Sebastian  had  the  luck 

With  me  to  be  a  godly  rover. 
Instead  of  arrows,  he'd  be  stuck 

With  stings  of  ridicule  all  over ; 
And  poor  St  Lawrence,  who  was  kill* 
By  being  on  a  gridir'n  grill'd. 
Had  he  but  shared  my  errant  lot. 
Instead  of  grill  on^dir'n  hot, 
A  moral  roasting  would  have  got 
Nor  should  I  (trying  as  all  this  is) 

Much  heed  the  suffering  or  the  sharn^-* 
As,  liko  an  actor,  used  to  hisses, 

I  long  have  known  no  other  fame, 
But  that  (as  I  may  own  to  you, 
Though  to  the  world  it  would  not  do) 
No  hope  appears  of  fortune's  beams 
Shining  on  any  of  my  schemes  ; 
No  chance  of  somethiog  more  per  ann. 
As  supplement  to  K — llym — n ; 

>  *'  Among  other  amiable  enacUnenU  agahut  the  Catholics 
at  this  period  (1649.)  the  price  of  five  poonds  was  set  on 
the  head  of  a  Romish  priest—being  exactly  the  same  sum 
oflbred  by  the  same  legislators  for  the  head  of  a  wolf." 

Memcirt  of  Captain  Roeki  book  l.t  chap.  10. 

•  In  the  first  edition  of  his  Dictionary,  Dr.  Johnson  very 
significantly  exemplified  the  meaning  of  the  word  *'  alias**  by 


No  prospect  that,  by  fieice  i 

Of  Ireland,  I  shall  e'er  induce 

The  rulers  of  this  thinking  i 

To  rid  us  of  Emancipation ; 

To  forge  anew  the  severed  chain. 

And  bring  back  Penal  Laws  again 

Ah,  happy  time !  when  wolves  and  ; 
Alike  w«re  hunted,  as  wild  beasts ; 
And  five  pounds  was  the  price,  per  1 
For  bagging  either,  live  or  dead  f — 
Though  oil,  we're  told,  one  ootlaw'd 
Saved  cost,  by  eating  up  the  other. 

Finding  thus  all  those  schemes  and  1 
I  built  upon  my  flowers  and  tropes 
All  scatter'd,  one  by  one,  away. 
As  flashy  and  unsound  as  they. 
The  question  comes — ^what's  to  be  d 
And  there's  but  one  course  left  me— < 
Heroes,  when  i  -ed  of  war's  i 
Seek  sweet  repose  in  beauty*a 
The  weary  Day-God's  last  retreat  m 
The  breast  of  silv'ry-footed  Thetis  ; 
And  mine,  as  mighty  Love's  niy  jnd 
Shall  be  the  arms  of  rich  Miss  Fudgi 

Start  not,  my  friend, — the  tender  sdi 
Wild  and  romantic  though  it  seem. 
Beyond  a  parson's  fondest  dream. 
Yet  shines,  too,  with  those  golden  dy 
So  pleasing  to  a  parson's  eyes — 
That  only  gilding  which  the  muse 
Cannot  around  her  sons  diflfuse  ; — 
Which,  whencesoever  flows  its  blisB, 
From  wealthy  Miss  or  benefice. 
To  Mortimer  indiflT'rent  is. 
So  he  can  make  it  only  hie. 
There  is  but  one  slight  damp  I  see 
Upon  this  scheme's  felicity. 
And  that  is,  the  fair  heroine's  claim 
That  I  shall  take  her  family  name. 
To  this  (though  it  may  look  henpeck'i 
I  can't  quite  decently  object, 
Havmg  myself  long  chos'n  to  shine 
Conspicuous  in  the  aliat^  line  ; 
So  that  henceforth,  by  wife's  decree, 

(For  Biddy  from  this  point  won't  bo 
Your  old  friend's  new  address  most  be 

The  Rev  Mortimer  GTudge-^ 

the  instance  of  Mallet,  the  poet,  who  had  exebi 
more  refined  name  his  original  Scotch  patroDj 
**  What  other  proofs  he  gave  (says  Johnson,'  ol 
his  native  conntry,  I  know  not,  bet  it  was  ira 
that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen 
mend.'*— Z.(/«  «(f  MalloL 


THE  FUDGES  IN  ENGLAND. 


655 


The  **  Cr  being  kept,  that  all  may  tee 
We're  Imth  of  ancient  family. 

Such,  friend,  nor  need  the  fact  amaze  you, 
My  public  life'i  calm  Euthanasia. 
Thus  bid  I  long  farewell  to  all 
The  freaks  of  Exeter's  old  HaU— 
Freaks,  in  grimace,  its  apes  exceeding, 
And  rivalling  its  bears  in  breeding. 
Farewell,  the  platform  fill'd  with  preadiem— 
Tlie  pray'r  giv'n  out,  as  grace,*  by  q>eechen 
Ere  they  cut  up  their  fellow  creatures: — 
Farewell  to  dead  old  Deus's  volumes. 
And,  scarce  less  dead,  old  Standard's  columns : — 
From  each  and  all  I  now  retire. 
My  task,  henceforth,  as  spouse  and  sire. 
To  bring  up  little  filial  Fudges, 
To  be  M.  F^,  and  Peers,  and  Judge»~ 
ParsoM  I'd  add  too,  if  alas ! 
There  yet  were  hope  the  Church  could  pass 
The  gulf  now  oped  for  hers  and  her. 
Or  long  survive  what  Exeter — 
Both  Hall  and  Bishop,  of  that  name- 
Have  done  to  sink  her  reverend  fame. 
Adieu,  dear  friend — ^youll  oft  hear /rom  me. 

Now  I'm  no  more  a  travelling  drudge ; 

Meanwhile  I  sign  (that  you  may  judge 
Hew  well  the  surname  will  become  me) 
Yours  truly, 

MoRTiMKE  (yFrntam. 


LETTER  XL 

FROM  PATRICK  MAOAN,  ESQ.,  TO  THK  RXV. 
aiCUARD . 


DcAE  Dick— -just  arrived  at  my  own  humble  gite, 
I  enclose  you,  poet-haste,  the  account,  all  complete. 
Just  arrived,  per  express,  of  our  late  noble  feat 

[Extract  from  the  «  Couky  GaxetU.*'] 
This  place  is  getting  gay  and  full  agam. 

Last  week  was  married,  "  in  tlie  Lofd," 
The  Reverend  Mortimer  O'Mulligan, 
Preacher,  in  Jrith,  of  the  Word, 


1  **  I  think  I  am  acting  in  tinisoo  with  the  feelings  of  a 
Meeting  nnembled  for  this  nlemn  oltfect,  wbea  I  call  6a  the 
Bev.  Doctor  Holloway  to  open  It  by  player  **    aimek  if 


(He,  who  the  Lord's  force  lately  led 
Exeter  Hall  his  Arma^A-geddon,*) 
To  Miss  B.  Fudge  of  Piigah  Place, 
One  of  the  chos'n,  as  «  heir  of  grace," 
And  likewise  heiress  of  Phil  Fudge, 
Esquire,  defunct,  of  Orange  Lodge. 


Same  evening.  Miss  F.  Fudge,  'tis  hinted^ 

Niece  of  the  above,  (whose  "  Sylvan  Lyre^" 
In  our  Gazette,  last  week,  we  printed,) 

Eloped  with  Pat  Magan,  Esquire. 
The  fugitives  were  track'd,  some  time,  ' 

After  they'd  left  the  Aunt's  abode. 
By  scraps  of  paper,  scrawl'd  with  rhyme. 

Found  strew'd  along  the  Western  road  ^ 
Some  of  them,  ci'devant  curl-papers. 
Others,  half  burnt  in  lighting  japers. 
This  clue,  however,  to  their  flight, 

After  some  miles  was  seen  no  more  ) 
And,  from  inquiries  made  last  night. 

We  find  they've  reach'd  the  Irish  shore. 

Every  word  of  it  true,  Dick— th'  escape    from 

Aunt's  thrall— 
Western    road — lyric    fragments— curl-papers  and 

all 
My  sole  stipulation,  ere  link'd  at  the  riirine, 
(As  some  balance  between  Fanny's  numbert  and 

mine,) 
Was  that,  when  we  were  one,  she  must  give  up  the 

Nine  ; 
Nay,  devote  to  the  Gods  her  whole  stock  of  MS. 
With  a  vow  never  more  against  prose  to  transgress. 
This  she  did,  like  a  heroine ; — smack  went  to  bits 
The  whole  produce  sublimeiof  her  dear  little  wit#— 
Sonnets,  elegies,  epigrams,  odes,  canzonets- 
Some  twisted  up  neatly,  to  form  aUutnettet, 
Some  tum'd  mto  papUlote9,  worthy  to  rise 
And  enwreath  Berenice's  bright  locks  in  the  skies ! 
While  the  rest,  honest  Laziy  (who's  now  in  my 

p*y) 

Qegg'd,  as  **  lover  oipoUkry,'*  to  read  oo  the  way. 


Having  thus  of  life's  poetry  dared  to  < 

How  we  now,  Dick,  shall  manage  to  get  through 

itapro8e, 
With  such   slender  materials  for  otyU,   Heaven 

knows! 
But— I'm  call'd  off  abruptly— 4inolAer  Express! 
What  the  deuce  can  it  meant^Fm  alaim'd,  I 

confeai. 


•  The  Rectory  which  the  Sev.  genflemaa  holds  is  situated 
in  the  county  of  ArmMgk  /—a  most  remarkable  colncMtnee— 
and  well  worthy  of  the  attention  of  certain  ezpooaden  of 
Hie  Apocalypse. 


i'l! 
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Hurrah,  Dick,  hurrah,  Diek,  ton  thmmnd  hur- 
rahs! 

I*m  a  happy,  rich  dog  to  the  end  of  my  daya. 

There — ^read  the  good  newa — and  while  glad,  for 
my  sake, 

That  Wealth  should  thus  foUow  in  Love*s  shining 
wake, 

Admire  also  the  moral— that  he,  the  dy  elf. 

Who  has  fudged  all  the  world,  should  he  now  fudged 
himMelf! 


BZnUCT  FIOM  UETTSm  WOKCUM 

With  pain  the  mournful  news  I  write 
Miss  Fudge's  uncle  died  last  nigjht ; 
And  much  to  mine  and  tnttadtf  soTpr 
By  will  doth  all  his  wealth  dense — 
LAnds,  dwellings— rectories  likewtee- 
To  his  "  helored  grand-niece,"  BfisB 
Leaymg  Miss  Fudge  heneJf,  who  mi 
Long  yean  hath  waited — not  a  peon; 
Have  notified  the  same  to  latter. 
And  wait  instructions  in  the  matter. 
For  self  and  partn 


SONGS  FROM  M.P.;  OR.  THE  BLUE-STOCKI] 


SONG 

To  kneel  at  many  a  shrine. 

Yet  lay  the  heart  on  none  ; 

SUSAN. 

But  those  we  just  have  won. 

YouNO  Love  liTod  once  in  an  humUe  shed, 

This  is  love,  faithless  love. 

Where  roses  breathing. 

Such  as  kindleth  hearts  that  rove. 

And  woodbines  wreathing 

To  keep  one  sacred  flame. 

As  wUd  and  sweet  as  the  life  he  led. 

Through  life  unchill'd,  unmoved, 

His  garden  flourish'd. 

To  love,  in  wintry  age,  the  same 

For  young  Hope  nourish  d 

As  first  in  youth  we  loved ; 

The  infant  buds  wifli  beams  and  showers ; 

To  feel  that  we  adore. 

But  lips,  though  blooming,  must  still  be  fed. 

Ev'n  to  such  fond  ezcoas, 

And  not  even  Love  can  lire  on  floweia 

That,  though  the  heart  would  bfeak, ' 

It  could  not  live  with  U$m 

Alas!  that  Poverty's  evU  eye 

This  is  love,  faithful  love. 

Should  e'er  come  hither. 

Such  as  samts  might  feel  above 

Such  sweets  to  wither ! 

The  flowers  laid  down  their  heads  to  die, 
And  Hope  fell  sick  as  the  witch  drew  nigh 

She  came  one  morning, 

Ere  Love  had  warning, 
.  And  raised  the  latch,  where  the  young  god  ay ; 
«  Oh  ho !"  said  Love—"  is  it  you?  good-by  ;" 
So  he  oped  the  window,  and  flew  away ! 

SrauT  of  Joy,  thy  altar  lies 

In  youthful  hearts  that  hope  like  n 
And  'tis  the  light  of  laughing  eyes. 

That  leads  us  to  thy  fairy  shrine. 

There  if  wo  find  the  sigh,  the  tear. 

, 

They  are  not  those  to  Sorrow  knoi 

But  breath  so  soft,  and  drops  so  clear, 

That  Bliss  may  claim  them  for  her 

To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain. 

Then  give  me,  givo  me,  whUe  I  wee] 

To  weep,  yet  scarce  lu^ow  why ; 

The  sanguine  hope  that  brightens  i 

To  spoit  an  hour  with  Beauty's  chain. 

And  teaches  ev'n  our  tears  to  keep 

Then  throw  it  idly  by. 

The  tinge  of  pleasure  as  they  flow. 
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The  child,  who  Mtes  the  dew  of  night 

Upon  the  spangled  hedge  at  mom» 
Attempts  to  catch  the  drops  of  light, 

But  wounds  his  finger  with  the  thon^ 
Thus  oft  the  brightest  joyv  we  seek, 

Are  lost,  when  touched,  and  tum'd  to  pain ; 
The  flush  they  kindled  leaves  the  cheek, 

The  tears  they  waken  long  remain. 

But  give  me,  give  me,  &c  &c. 


When  Leila  touch'd  the  lute, 

Not  then  alone  'twas  felt. 
But,  when  the  sounds  were  mute. 

In  memory  still  they  dwelt 
Sweet  lute  !  in  nightly  slumbers 
Still  we  heard  thy  mormng  numbers 

Ah,  how  could  she,  who  stole 
Such  breath  from  simple  wire. 

Be  led,  in  pride  of  sonl. 

To  string  with  gold  her  lyre  ? 

Sweet  lute  !  thy  chords  she  breaketh ; 

Grolden  now  the  strings  she  waketh ! 

But  where  are  all  the  tales 

Her  lute  so  sweetly  told  ? 
In  lofty  themes  she  fails. 

And  soft  ones  suit  not  gold. 
Rich  lute  !  we  see  thee  glisten. 
But,  alas !  no  more  we  listen ! 


BOAT  GLEE. 

The  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way 
When  brows  are  glowing. 
And  faint  with  rowing. 
Is  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay. 
To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stray. 
The  beams  that  flash  on  the  oar  awhile, 

As  we  row  along  through  waves  so  clear, 
Illume  its  spray,  like  the  fleeUng  smile 
That  shines  o'er  Soirow's  tear. 

Nothing  is  lost  on  him  who  sees 
With  an  eye  that  Feeling  gave ; — 

For  him  there's  a  story  in  every  breeze, 
And  a  pictare  in  every  wave. 


Then  sing  to  lighten  the  languid  way  ;— 

When  brows  are  glowing, 

And  fdint  with  rowing : 
Tis  like  the  spell  of  Hope's  airy  lay, 
To  whose  sound  through  life  we  stny. 


Oh  thmk,  when  a  hero  is  ngfamg. 

What  danger  in  such  an  adorer ! 
What  woman  could  dream  of  denymg 

The  hand  that  lays  laurels  before  her  7 
No  heart  is  so  guarded  around. 

But  the  smile  of  a  victor  would  take  it ; 
No  bosom  can  slumber  so  sound. 

But  the  trumpet  of  Glory  will  wake  it 

Love  sometimes  is  given  to  sleeping. 

And  wo  to  the  heart  thaf  allows  him ; 
For  soon  neither  smiling  nor  weeping 

Will  e'er  from  such  slumber  arouse  him. 
But  though  he  were  sleepmg  so  fast. 

That  the  life  almost  seem'd  to  fonake  him. 
Even  then,  one  soul-thiilling  Uast 

From  the  trumpet  of  Glory  would  wake  him. 


CUPID'S  LOTTERY. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery, 

In  Cupid's  Court  there  used  to  be ; 

Two  roguish  eyes 

The  highest  prize 
In  Cupid's  scheming  Lottery ; 

And  kisses,  too. 

As  good  as  new. 
Which  weren't  very  hard  to  win. 

For  he,  who  won 
>         The  eyes  of  fun. 
Was  sure  to  have  the  kisses  in. 

A  Lottery,  a  Lottery,  &o 

This  Lottery,  this  Lottery, 
In  Cupid's  Court  went  merrily. 

And  Cupid  plajr'd 

A  Jewish  trade 
In  this  his  scheming  Lottery ; 

For  hearts,  we're  told. 

In  9httre9  he  sold 
To  many  a  fond  believing  drane. 

And  cut  the  hearts 

So  well  in  parts. 
That  each  believed  the  whoto  his  own. 


ftCOOR£*S   WORKS. 


. — A  LoUc^ry,  d  Lotieryj 

Oh  liWrt;^,  tHniiatiA  J 

In  Capkd'm  Omt  tbm  QMil  lofea; 

Batdjli^Eflflw^pwrial 

0»r  Taoii,irh«a«bmt^-oi 

Tim  U^htM  jvn* 

Wll«f»  IhOfI  Btt,  O  L&iT 

lo  Ottpd^i  whPimnf  totfevf . 

J 

F^mvtl  to  te  Ittd  wtiem 

bvvalitb«»%Utx.m 

Ui^blw  a  u  th«  Uood  ihtf  1 

Anil  FcuuA  bat  n^  wm 

SOXG.» 

dmm 

Tinruf I  •acTvd  Ui«  tki  t]i«t  our  cwatiy  vntwaiHbt 

And  iliar  tn  th«  tM^oit  bsr : 
\Vl  ((;irk  u<«  th«  liM  v^ 

And  ml  tbo  i«n«iflili«A-,  ^^  MUiM. 


Bet  li«a  to  Uhmt,  AtMoQ :  wt 

Of  Eamp«,  «#  calm  a*  li 

Willi  iu>  botufa  bill  Ibe  kl 

HbO,  T«tfi|d»  jl  Libert; 
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AT  NTGHT5 

At  Qi^il.  frhen  nit  ] 
How  iwwt  to  hc«r  fb»^ 

Of  fMOUArp^  e^n^nf  «oft  &tid  K^tt  f 

WllLAt  pl^UtiTV  in  the  ADJIJCIIU  b«Lt, 

With  whkh  thii  brMom  Aica  Ul  mefft 
Ttial  A^  UiAt  cooiM  to  mA  Bt  niflit  i 

And  lh«nt  al  night,  how  swe«t  to  say 
■*  ^Tifl  Utei  my  lovt^  f^*  aud  ctiide  d^by, 

TKougK  lilUl  ihp  w<?dlpni  cloudi  ar«  bdght  j 
Oh  !  h^iiipVi  tod,  (h«^  Bilent  preast 
Thff  doquenca  of  imite  CEire»| 

Witl)  tliOBO  w?  bva  pxchajiged  at  night  \ 


TO  LADY  HOLU^^a 

Q?(    lfUWLE03i'»  LEGACY    OF  A    flt.wrJ'-WJX, 

Gift  of  th(*  Hero,  on  ];^is  dying  day, 

To  h«T,  whw<?  piry  watch 'd,  fon?ver  niph  ; 

Oh  :  <*ould  \w.  set*  tlio  proud,  the  h^ppy  niy^ 
This  rrlic  iii^hf3  up  in  her  ijcQcrfins  eye, 

Sijhinief,  he'd  fpol  Imw  ptl^-  \\n  lo  pay 

A  fheiidahip  sill  liLi  kinfnlims  couid  not  buy 


I  5=tif>p  Lc]  ihr  chitracl^r  «f  ft  FrtrBcJun" 


EFTLOI 

wttnriGf  ran  l.*inr  i>4gi 

Lur  fii|rbt,  M  Icft^y  o*tc  n 
Thinking  of  ciwst  ^lylii  ex 
And  wondenng  macfa  whtl 
Had  put  tt  fiTA  in  wirnien's 

Sudden  r  saw — us  in  some 
A  brij*}jl-hlue  ^^ly  round  n 
From  whose  quick -opetiin^ 
Out  flew  a  liny  fomi,  a»  «ni 
As  Puck  tho  Fttin%  when  b 
Some  ^unuy  momJULf,  from 
*'  Bltts   me  r*    I   starting  . 

you  V— 
"  A  ETQall  he -devil,  Ma'mn-- 
"A  bockii^h  eprilu,  much  | 

injj; 
"  *Ti3  1  who  teach  your  «pii 
*'  The  rei^uiug  la^te  in  chci 
**  The  last  new. bound*  of  III 
"And,    vv'Len   the    wnJts 

brain, 
"  With  tnelaphysics  e;\ir[  it 

I  rtew*d  him»  ^  he  ppnkei — \ 

I  Ilia  mngs — I  he  covem  of  thi 

Cerulean^  bv.krd'?r'd  n'ith  a  ja 

'  Thew  line*  ntluiTc  lf>  n  cqrtn 
dcHce^i  Cdpii  Willi  il»r  worcfci  ■*' 
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iird  ijayly  o*ep  for  eveiuDg  wear, 
est  quaiter  brings  a  new-fledged  pair. 
I  by  me, — (punued  this  waggish  Fairy)— 
'st  of  wives  and  Sapphos,  Lady  Mary, 
alike  of  Crispin  and  the  Mose, 
her  own  splay-foot  epigrams  and  shoes, 
the  eyes  of  young  Camilla  shine, 
ngle  Love's  blue  brilliances  with  mine ; 
she  sits  apart,  from  coxcombs  shrinking, 
(vise— the  pretty  soul !— and  thinks  she's 
inking. 

advice  Miss  Indigo  attecds 
s  on  Memory,  and  assures  her  friends, 
onor ! — (mimics) — nothing  can  surpass  the 
in 

it  professor — {trying  to  reeolleet)~"^t^\ 
at  memory-man — 
-what's  his  name  ? — him  I  attended  late- 

onor,  he  improved  my  memory  greatly.' " 

trying  low,  I  ask'd  the  blue-legg'd  sprite, 
tre  he  had  in  this  our  play  to-night 
[lere — (he    cried) — there    I    am    gufltless 
ite— 

choose  a  heroine  from  that  Gothic  time, 
ao  one  waltzM,  and  none  but  monks  could 
>'me; 

ovely  woman  all  unschool'd  and  wild, 
without  art,  and  without  culture  smiled — 
as  flowers,  while  yet  unclass'd  they  shone, 
cnce  oali'd  their  brilliant  worid  her  own, 
the  wild,  rosy  things  in  learned  orders, 
*d  with  Greek  the  garden's  blushing  bor- 
re  I — 

-your  gentle  Inas  will  not  do- 
row  evening,  when  the  lights  bum  blue, 
no— {pointing   downwards) — ^you  unde]> 
md— l-y.  then  adieu  !" 

's  the  sprite  been  here  ?  No— jests  apart-— 

man  rules  in  science  and  in  art, 

ro  of  woman's  glories  is  the  heart 

IT  Muse  have  sketch'd  with  pencil  true 

—the  mother— firm,  yet  gentle  too— 

ul,  wrapped  up  in  ties  itself  hath  spun, 

.  if  touch'd  in  the  remotest  one  ; 

s — yet  dares  even  Love  himself  disown, 

)nor*8  broken  shaft  supports  his  throne ; 

ir  Ina,  she  may  scorn  the  evils, 

icy  are,  of  Critics  and — Blue  DevOSi 


9  stanzas  I  bare  done  little  more  than  lelate  a 
e ;  and  the  lady,  whose  sioglnf  gave  rise  to  this 


THE  DAY-DREAM.' 

Thkt  both  were  hush'd,  the  vowe,  the  chordiy— 
I  heard  but  once  that  witching  lay ; 

And  few  the  notes,  and  few  the  words. 
My  spell-bound  memory  brought  away ; 

Traces  remember'd  here  and  there, 
^Like  echoes  of  some  broken  stram ; — 

I^iks  of  a  sweetness  lost  in  air. 
That  nothing  now  could  join  again. 

Ev'n  these,  too,  ere  the  mommg,  fled ; 

And,  though  the  charm  still  Imger'd  on, 
That  o'er  each  sense  her  song  had  shed, 

The  song  itself  was  faded,  gone ; — 

Gone,  like  the  thoughts  that  once  were  oun, 
On  summer  days,  ere  youth  had  set ; 

Thoughts  bright,  we  know,  as  snmmer  flowen, 
Though  what  they  were,  we  now  forget 

In  vain,  with  hmts  from  other  strains, 

I  woo'd  this  truant  air  to  come— 
As  birds  are  taught,  on  eastern  plains, 

To  lure  their  wilder  kindijBd  home^ 

In  vain : — the  song  that  Sappho  gave, 

In  dying,  to  the  mournful  sea. 
Not  muter  slept  beneath  the  wave. 

Than  this  within  my  memory. 

At  length,  one  morning,  as  I  lay 

In  that  half-waking  mood,  when  dreams 

Unwillingly  at  lastjgive  way 
To  the  full  truth  of  daylight's  beams, 

A  face — the  very  face,  methought. 

From  which  had  breathed,  as  from  a  shrine 

Of  song  and  soul,  the  notes  I  sought--* 
Came  with  its  music  close  to  mine ; 

And  sung  the  long-lost  measure  o'er, — 
Each  note  and  word,  with  every  tone 

And  look,  that  lent  it  life  before, — 
All  perfect,  all  again  my  own ! 

like  parted  souls,  when,  mid  the  Blest 
They  meet  again,  each  widow'd  soimd 

Through  memory's  realm  had  wing'd  in  quest, 
Of  its  tweet  mate,  till  all  were  found. 


corioiu  Instaoee  of  the  power  of  memory  In  deep,  b  Bin. 
Robert  ArlEwrifht 


^H 

w 

■■■ 

^1 

6ao                                           MOORE'S 

WORKS, 

fCor  ^ffm  In  waVinff  did  tHi  ciitVp 

ritmoaaec  tlw  vtB,  wti 

^^^^^^H 

Thm  itranevily  tmn^U  «e*pe  ifrift  | 

Would  zvoa  it«  Unka^ 

^^^^^^^H 

Far  ttvr^T  Ixrk  lU  cti«tin«  kni^w 

^^^B 

flo  wd]  u  n(»w  1  lii»fiW  tyi  m%^ 

Tot  inaHy  mftn*  who  i 

^^^^^^H 

And  oft t  wb^u  mvfiawyi  wimdn^tu  i^tl 

^^^^^^H 

I*  ttXk*A  <^  fn  ^^  lAftqmt  bowrr, 

They  lunv^t  go^W* 

^^^^^^H' 

I  apf  Ibi*  |aily*«  ao^gi  uiid  l*U 

^H 

Th«  vUoo  «f  tiwi  sMuaLof  boor 

For  tn&niJsJ  tnea.  wiio  i 

tloweW  it  ooai)tiefi^ 

ThB|dode^ofm«ol(lt«; 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

for  Jlifal  tnm,  wi»a  |itc 

^^H 

^^^H 

scma. 

And,  though  to  he*  tl 
Are  bardjy  better  ihaa 

^^^^^^^^H 

Whim  ti  the  htrnii  thai  iroaM  sot  ^tv« 

Ortho«)who<lo^W 

^^^^^^H 

Yran  of  tlrowiy  dajv  ftud  ulfUt«, 

^^^^^^H 

One  liuh  faotif;  likc^  tki«,  to  Liv(^— 

For  cooilly  men,  wb6  i 

^^^^^^H 

Full,  ID  lli«  liriR),  of  liV«  <klighttt 

The  lA»d,  like  gmK 

^^^^^^H 

haakt  look  artiuaii 

Tho  smalleBt  loaf,  whei 

^^^^^^H 

Thk  lyty  fTouud, 

Their  Gnw-hng  limb* 

^^^^^^H 

With  Eorw*%lila  gliile<nji£  d*«f  $ 

^^^^^^H 

Wbil6  €upi  that  iiliiu« 

Fof  wfwdthy  meo,  who 

^^^^^^^H 

With  Cwijiflit  diviiie 

l{t  dnjkntm  hid*  and 

^^^1 

tiO  eouliag  round  its  shore. 

The  paltry  ora  with  bit 
In  hoDOst  want — Wi 

l^^^^^l 

Ifop«  w  tlie  dupa  of  fiihin?  Uciqj?, 

^^^^^^H 

Memory  IJTPg  tn  thoo^  gofi©  by ; 

For  pnident  men,  wha 

B^^^^^H 

Neither  eau  »«  the  irtomi»iL(*i  Aowen 

Of  Lore  aloof,  and  1 

^^^^^^H 

Sprinting  up  frtsh  bcatmth  the  tf^ 

Th^tr  h^i&rts  in  any  gm 

^^^^^^H 

Woutdrt  thoiu  or  ihoa« 

To  Beauty's  flhaft— ' 

H^^^^^l 

Forego  whut's  noir, 

^I^^^^^H 

For  all  that  Iltjpe  mnj  taj  t 

Fof  allr  in  stiort,  on  la>D 

H^^^^^l 

,  No— Joy*6  r^p}yt 

In  camp  or  court,  wl 

^^^^^^^H 

From  every  oy^, 

Who  nevor  to  ere,  or  o^* 

^H 

I»,  "  Live  wt  while  wo  may** 

Gfrji  meu  m>d  true— 

^^1 

SONG  OF  THE  P0C0-CUR.A3:TE  SOCIETY 

^^^^^1 

Qbqd  CDimt  nippoclidei 

AXNE  BO: 

HH|H 

EUIM.  ^1^ 

TlUNSl-lTIOK  FROH  THE  KET« 

^K^Bl^^ 

To  those  wo  love  woVo  druak  to-night ; 

bole™ 

^^^^HmeI 

Bui  now  attend,  lind  etare  not^ 

^^^HIijBI 

While  I  tlio  miipler  Itit  recite 

f^'cHp  estolt  t»e1lF  <?t  ^ij  ti 

^■^■r.vf^l 

Of  th^«e  for  whom^We  care  not. 

En,  Jes  tennui  qurUiqofwj 

^H^Hi^Hil 

For  myal  uwu.  hawo'or  I  hey  frowoi 

Aucunefipj's  cnvcjpml  en 

^m^BM^MM 

If  on  I  heir  Tronta  (hey  bfnr  not 

t^yi-rcr  da  tneur  Iti  meat 

^^^■pPI 

That  noblest  gom  that  docki  a  crown, 

HHiiii  1 

The  Pi?<iple'y  Love— Wfi  cjuie  i^or. 

Mccii  as  her  Torn:  teduc 
Her  ejM  foi[[if  i?von  i 

ihHINI' 

For  ebvisk  jueu,  who  bead  beneath 

And  when  atid  liow  to  i 

iHh 

A  doFpot  yoke,  yet  dsrft  not 

liilo  men  "a  hearts  full 

(A 
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For  Mmetimes,  in  repose,  she  hid 
Their  rays  beneath  a  downcast  lid ; 
And  then  a^^n,  with  wakening  air. 

Would  send  their  sonny  glances  oat. 
Like  heralds  of  delight,  to  bear 

Her  heart's  sweet  messages  about 


THE  DREAM  OF  THE  TWO  SISTERS 

FROM   DANTK. 

Nell  era,  credo,  che  dell*  oriente 

Prima  raggib  nel  monte  Citeiea, 

Che  dl  faoc3  d*  ainor  per  sempre  ardevie, 
Giovane  e  bcUa  in  sofno  mi  paroa 

Donna  vedere  andar  per  ana  laada 

CogUendo  fiori ;  e  eantando  dleea:- 

8appla  qaalanqoe  *1  mlo  nome  dlroanda, 
Ch*  in  mi  son  Lia,  e  to  moTendo  'ntomo- 
Le  belle  man!  a  farmi  una  fhirlanda— 

Per  piacermi  alio  specchio  qui  m*  adomo ; 
Ma  mia  snora  Rachel  roai  non  tl  smaga 
Dal  rao  ammiraglio,  e  slede  tntto  il  glomo. 

Eir  6  do*  snoi  begll  occhl  veder  vafa. 
Com*  io  dell*  adomarml  con  le  mani ; 
Lei  lo  Tcdeie  e  me  I'omrare  appaga. 

Dantb,  Purf.  canto  xxril. 

TwAS  eve^s  soft  hoar,  and  bright,  above, 

The  star  of  Beauty  beamed, 
While  luird  by  light  so  fuU  of  love. 

In  slumber  thus  I  dreamed — 
Methought,  at  that  sweet  hour, 

A  nymph  came  o'er  the  lea. 
Who,  gathering  many  a  flow'r. 

Thus  said  and  sung  to  me : — 
'*  Should  any  ask  what  Leila  k>Tes, 

"  Say  thou,  To  wreath  her  hair 
**  With  flow'rets  cuU'd  'rom  glens  and  groves, 

**  Is  Leila's  only  care. 

**  Whue  akza  in  quest  of  flow'rets  rare, 

"  0*er  hill  and  dale  I  roam, 
**  My  sister,  Rachel,  far  more  fair^ 

**  Sits  lone  and  mute  at  home. 
*<  Before  her  glass  uutiring, 

"  With  thoughts  tha*  never  stray, 
*^  Her  own  bright  eyes  admiring, 

**  She  sits  the  live-long  day ; 
•*  While  I !— oh,  seldom  even  a  look  • 

"  Of  self  salutes  my  eye ; — 
**  My  only  glass,  the  limpid  brook, 

"  That  shines  and  passes  by." 


SOVEREIGN  WOMAN. 


Thc  dance  was  o'er,  yet  still  in  dreams 

That  fairy  scene  went  on ; 
Like  clouds  still  flush'd  with  daylight  gleami, 

Though  day  itself  Is  gone. 
And  gracefully,  to  music's  soond. 
The  same  bright  nymphs  went  gliding  round ; 
While  thou,  the  Queen  of  all,  wert  there — 
The  Fairest  stall,  where  all  were  fair. 

The  dream  then  chan^eci — in  halls  of  state, 

I  saw  thee  high  enthroned  ; 
While,  ranged  around,  the  wise,  the  great 

In  thee  their  misL^si  own'd : 
And  still  the  aame,  thy  ^ntle  sway 
O'er  willing  subjects  won  its  way- 
Till  all  confess'd  the  Right  Divine 
To  rule  o'er  man  was  only  thine ! 

But,  lo,  the  scene  now  changed  again— 

And  borne  on  plumed  steed, 
I  saw  thee  o'er  the  battle-plain 

Our  land's  defenders  lead ; 
And  stronger  in  thy  beauty's  charms. 
Than  man,  with  countless  hosts  in  arms, 
Thy  voice,  like  music,  cheer'd  the  Free, 
Thy  very  smile  was  victory ! 

Nor  reign  such  queens  on  thrones  akme^ 

In  cot  and  court  the  same. 
Wherever  woman's  smile  is  known, 

Victoria's  still  her  name. 
For  though  she  almost  Mush  to  reign. 
Though  Love's  own  flow'rets  wreath  the  chain. 
Disguise  our  bondage  as  we  will, 
Tis  woman,  woman,  rules  us  still. 


COME,  PLAY  ME  THAT  SIMPLE  .\IR 
AGAIN. 


CoMK,  play  me  that  simple  air  again, 

I  useid  so  to  k>ve,  in  life's  young  day, 
And  bring,  if  thou  canst,  the  dreams  that  iLsn 
Were  waken'd  by  that  sweet  lay 
The  tender  gloom  its  strain 

Shed  o'er  the  heart  and  brow. 

Grief's  shadow,  withoot  its  pain — 

Say  where,  where  is  it  now  7 


MOORFS  WORKS. 


But  piny  r^  ihr  wcll-ltnmrB  air 
For  thonghu  of  youtli  tM  h^mil  H« 

like  ib¥«iv)fl  af  Mm?  fur,  fiiif^ 


fiw^tt  kift  bow  er«rj  note  IvbigB  kbek 
Soiii«  Minny  bope«  wiiim  dAy-dream  bdghtj 

Tiial,  «1iiiiuif  Oi*«r  lifeV  w&Hy  tnck^ 
RU*4  er'ii  iU  Uum  with  ligtiL 


Vlllh  low*!  fiiH  i 

*nifl  Tear.  ai«  Umk  ! 

Ah — wfliere,  i 

But,  flUD  the  na 

For  sw^l  'twere  thuf, 
In  dr«siiti  of  youtb  atid 


THE  EPICUREAN, 


A  TAIX 


LORD  JOHN   KU3SELL, 


LETT'EK  TO  THE  TRANSLATOR, 


DirftiNo  a  visli  ]a.ic!ily  pajd  by  me  to  Ihe  mon- 
BSfierji'  of  Sl  Mucoitus — ^ which  a  srtimk'd,  as  you 
know,  in  the  Valley  of  I  he  Lakes  of  Nfltron^ — I 
Mvaa  liioky  enough  to  obtuin  poiwMsJon  of  a  curiona 
t  J  reek  mauustcnpt  whichi  in  ihe  bojw  iLat  you  mnv 
be  induced  to  translat*  it,  I  herowilii  tmnBiiiit  to 
yon.  Observing'  ono  of  the  monks  vr^ry  busily 
occupied  in  tearing  up  julo  a  variety  of  faulasllc 
Bha[}eii  aome  papeni  wliich  had  tfio  npptarance  of 
being  tho  leave*  of  o\d  bockf*,  I  (junjircJ  of  him 
tbo  meaning  of  his  tafik,  and  rocflhotl  tfie  fulfowiug 
explanatioa: — 

The  Arabsp  if  rieems,  who  am  as  fond  of  pigeons 
as  the  micient  Egyptians ,  have  n  aupejrslitioua  no- 
tiim  lliat,  if  they  place  iti  their  pijffwij-hoiifca  ernuU 
scrape  of  pap(*r,  wriUen  over  ivith  Jeiimrd  chnr^ic- 


^ 


lem,  the  bifida  are  alwayi 
for  ibe  charm  ;  and  the  hk 
in  profiting  b)'  !TiperitLitionj 
ply  of  such  amitteb  for  ptm 

In  general,  llje  fatheiv 
bei^n  ifi  the  habit  of  9ct 
themselves  ;  but  li  discovct 
save^i  all  thia  trouble.  1 
informant  stated)  a  che^t  oi 
being  chiefly  mx  the  ftubjccs 
been  buried  in  the  time  of  D 
added  the  monk,  **  that  we 
rubbtMjj  mopo  properly^  that 
see,  for  the  pigeon-housyc^  oJ 

Ou  my  expressing  a  witj" 
tlie^Fe  treasures  fronj  tho  ft 
fratfrnity  had  consi|*tje<l  i 
niamis'Cript  wfiieh  1  huve  nc 
ill;''  you — the  only  onr,  he  * 
nud  J  vi^ry  rL>:idi]y  paid  the 
ed  fijr  it. 

You  Will  find  the  «f(ory, 
tmintoreiTiing ;  nnd  the  coj 
pffeebj,  uf  the  curious  fJetail 
descriplion  of  tlie  Kninc  cen 
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of  Seihoa,^  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  strike  yon.    Hopingr 
that  you  may  be  induced  to  give  a  translation  of 
this  Tale  to  the  world, 
^*^  I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

Very  truly  yours, 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


CHAPTER  L 

It  was  in  the  fourth  year  of  the  reign  of  the  late 
Emperor  Valerian,  that  the  followers  of  Epicurus, 
who  were  at  that  time  numerous  in  Athens,  pro- 
eeedod  to  the  election  of  a  person  to  fill  the  vacant 
Chair  of  their  sect ; — and,  by  the  unanimous  voice 
of  the  School,  I  was  the  mdividual  chosen  for  their 
Chiefl  I  was  just  then  entering  on  my  twenty- 
fourth  year,  and  no  instance  had  ever  before  oc- 
curred, of  a  person  so  young  being  selected  for  that 
high  office.  Youth,  however,  and  t||ie  personal  ad- 
vantages that  adorn  it,  could  not  but  rank  among 
the  meet  agreeable  recommendations  to  a  seet  that 
iocluded  witliin  its  circle  all  the  beauty  as  well  as 
the  wit  of  Athens,  and  which,  though  dignifying  its 
poiBuits  with  the  name  of  philosophy,  was  little  else 
than  a  plausible  pretext  for  the  more  refined  cultiva- 
tion of  pleasure. 

The  character  of  the  sect  had,  indeed,  much 
<Hianged  since  the  time  of  its  wise  and  virtuous 
founder,  who,  while  he  asserted  that  Pleasure  is  the 
<mly  Good,  inculcated  also  that  Ck>od  is  the  only 
•ource  of  Pleasure.  The  purer  part  of  this  doctrine 
had  long  evaporated,  and  the  temperate  Epicurus 
would  have  as  Utile  recognised  his  own  sect  in  the 
assemblage  of  refined  voluptuaries  who  now  usurped 
its  name,  as  he  would  have  known  his  own  quiet 
Garden  in  the  luxurious  groves  and  bowers  among 
which  the  meetings  of  the  School  were  now  held. 

Many  causes  concurred,  at  this  period,  besides  the 
attractiveness  of  its  doctrines,  to  render  our  school 
by  far  the  most  popular  of  any  that  still  survived  the 
glory  of  Greece.  It  may  generally  be  observed,  that 
the  prevalence,  in  one  half  of  a  community,  of  very 


•  The  description,  here  alinded  to,  may  also  be  found, 
copied  vtriaUm  firom  Bethot,  In  the  **  Voyages  d' Ant^nor.'*— 
«  f  tt  that  phUow>phical  romance,  called '  La  Vie  de  Sathoa,*  ** 


rigid  noticms  on  the  subject  of  religion,  produces  the 
opposite  extreme  of  laxity  and  infidelity  in  the  othor ; 
and  this  kmd  of  reaction  it  was  that  now  mainly 
contributed  to  render  the  doctrines  of  the  Gaiden 
the  most  fashionable  philosophy  of  the  day.  The 
rapid  progress  of  the  Christian  faith  had  alarmed  all 
those,  who,  eitlyr  fircm  piety  or  worldluiess,  were 
interested  in  the  continuance  of  the  old  established 
creed — all  who  believed  in  the  Deities  of  Olympus, 
and  all  who  lived  by  theno.  The  natural  conse- 
quence was,  a  considerable  increase  of  zeal  and 
activity,  throughout  the  constituted  authorities  and 
priesthood  of  the  whole  Heathen  world.  What  was 
wanting  in  sincerity  of  belief  was  made  up  in 
rigor; — ^the  weakest  parts  of  the  Mythology  were 
those,  of  course,  most  angrily  defended,  and  any 
reflections,  tending  to  brmg  Saturn,  or  his  wife  Ops, 
into  contempt,  were  punished  with  th>»  itmost 
severity  of  the  law. 

In  this  state  of  afiTaiiB,  between  the  alamed  big- 
otry of  the  declining  Faith  and  the  simple,  sublime 
austerity  of  her  rival,  it  was  not  wonderful  that 
those  lovers  of  ease  and  treasure,  who  had  no 
interest,  reversionary  or  otherwise,  in  the  old  religion, 
and  were  too  indolent  to  inquire  into  the  sanctions 
of  the  new,  should  take  refuge  from  the  severities  of 
both  in  the'arms  of  a  luxurious  philosophy,  which, 
leaving  to  others  the  task  of  disputing  about  the 
future,  centred  all  its  wisdom  in  the  full  enjo^-ment 
of  the  present 

The  sectaries  of  the  Garden  had,  ever  since  the 
death  of  their  founder,  been  accustomed  to  dedicate 
to  his  memory  the  twentieth  day  of  every  month. 
To  these  monthly  rites  had,  for  some  time,  been 
added  a  grand  annual  Festival,  in  commemoration 
of  his  birth.  The  feasts  given  on  this  occasion  by 
my  predecessors  in  the  Chair,  had  been  invariably 
distinguished  for  their  taste  and  splendor;  and  it 
was  my  ambition,  not  merely  to  imitate  this  ex- 
ample, but  even  to  render  the  anniversary,  now 
celebrated  under  my  auspices,  so  lively  and  brilliant 
as  to  efface  the  recollection  of  all  that  had  pre- 
ceded it 

Seldom,  indeed,  had  Athens  witnessed  so  bright 
a  scene.  The  grounds  that  formed  the  original  site 
of  the  Garden  had  received,  from  time  to  time,  con- 
siderable additions ;  and  the  whole  extent  was  now 
laid  out  with  that  perfect  taste  which  understands 
how  to  wed  Nature  with  Art,  without  sacrificing 
any  of  her  simplicity  to  the  alliance.  Walks,  leading 
through  wildernesses  of  shade  and  fragrance- 
glades,  opening,  as  if  to  afford  a  playground  for  the 


aayi  Warbortoa,  **  we  find  a  much  Jnster  aoconnt  of  old 
Egyptian  wisdom,  than  In  all  the  pretended  Hl«'j4fi  da 
Oct*  "*— I>t«.  Leg.  book  Iv.  aect.  14. 
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•onshine — temples,  risings  on  the  very  spots  where 
Imagiuation  hereelf  would  have  called  them  up,  and 
fouitains  and  lakes,  in,  alternate  motion  and  repose, 
either  wantonly  courting  the  verdure,  or  calmly 
sleeping  in  its  embrace — such  was  the  yariety  of 
feature  that  diversified  these  fair  gardens;  and, 
animated  as  they  were  on  this  occasion,  by  all  the 
living  wit  and  loveliness  of  Athens,  it  afibrded  a 
scene  such  as  my  own  youthful  fancy,  rich  as  it 
was  then  in  images  of  luxury  and  beauty,  could 
hardly  have  anticipated. 

The  ceremonies  of  the  day  began  with  the  very 
dawn,  when,  according  to  the  form  of  simpler  and 
better  times,  those  among  the  disciples  who  had 
apartments  within  the  Garden,  bore  the  image  of 
our  Founder  in  procession  from  chamber  to  chamber, 
chanting  verses  in  praise  of  what  had  long  ceased 
to  be  objects  of  our  imitation — his  frugahty  and 
temperance. 

Round  a  beautiful  lake,  in  the  centre  of  the 
Garden,  stood  four  white  Doric  temples,  in  one  of 
which  was  collected  a  library  containing  all  the 
flowers  of  Grecian  literature ;  while,  in  the  re- 
maining three.  Conversation,  the  Song,  and  the 
Dance,  held,  uninterrupted  by  each  other,  their 
respective  rites.  In  the  Library  stood  busts  of  all 
the  most  illustrious  Epicureans,  both  of  Rome  and 
Greece — Horace,  Atticus,  Pliny  the  elcler,  the  poet 
Lucretius,  Lucian,  and  the  lamented  biographer  of 
the  Philosophers,  lately  lost  to  us,  Diogenes  Laer- 
tius.  There  were  also  the  portraits,  in  marble,  of 
all  the  eminent  female  votaries  of  the  school — 
LMQ/Jum  and  her  fair  daughter  Danad,  Themista, 
Philenis,  and  others. 

It  was  here  that,  in  my  capacity  of  Heresiarch, 
on  the  m  ?.'ning  of  the  Testival,  I  received  the  fe- 
licitations o.*  the  day  from  some  of  the  fairest  lips  of 
Athens ;  and,  in  pronouncing  the  customary  oration 
to  the  memory  of  our  Master,  (in  which  it  was  usual 
to  dwell  upon  the  doctrines  ho  had  inculcated,) 
endeavored  to  attain  that  art,  so  useful  before  such 
an  audience,  of  lending  to  the  gravest  subjects  a 
charm,  which  secures  them  listeners  even  among 
the  simplest  and  roost  volatile. 

Though  study,  as  may  be  supposed,  engrossed  but 
little  the  nights  or  mornings  of  the  Garden,  yet  all 
the  lighter  parts  of  learning — that  portion  of  its  attic 
honey,  for  which  the  bee  is  not  compelled  to  go  very 
deep  into  the  flower — was  somewhat  zealously  cul- 
tivated  by  us.  Even  here,  however,  the  young 
student  had  to  encounter  that  kind  of  distraction, 
which  is,  of  all  others,  the  least  favorable  to  com- 
posure of  thought ;  and,  with  more  than  one  of  my 
fair  disciples,  there  used  to  occur  such  scenes  as  the 
following,  which  a  poet  of  the  Garden,  taking  his 
picture  from  the  life,  thus  described : — 


**  At  o*er  the  lake,  la  evening's  |^w. 

That  temple  threw  its  lenftlieaini 
Upoa  the  marble  steps  below 

There  sate  a  fair  Corinthian  maid. 
Gracefully  o*er  some  volume  bending 

While,  by  her  side,  tlie  yoathAil  & 
Held  back  her  lingleti,  lest,  descend! 

They  shoald  o'ershadow  all  the  pi 

But  it  was  for  the  evening  of  that 
richest  of  our  luxuries  were  reeeirvef 
of  the  Garden  was  illuminated,  with  t 
variety  of  lustre ;  while  over  the 
Temples  were  scattered  wreaths  of  fl< 
which  boats,  filled  with  beaatifal  ch 
as  through  a  liquid  parterre.  * 

Between  two  of  these  boats  a 
was  perpetually  carried  or  : — their  n 
manders,  two  blooming  ycaths,  beL 
represent  Eros  and  Anteros :  the  fo 
lestial  Love  of  the  Platonists,  and  t 
more  earthly  spirit,  which  usurps 
Love  among  the  Epicureans.  Tl 
whole  evening  their  conflict  was  m: 
various  success ;  the  timid  distance  \ 
kept  aloof  from  his  lively  antagonist 
safeguard  against  those  darts  of  fire 
of  which  the  other  assailed  him,  but 
short  of  their  mark  upon  the  lake, 
the  few  flowers  on  which  they  fell, 
tinguisbed. 

In  another  part  of  the  Gardens,  oi 
illuminated  only  by  the  moon,  was 
imitation  of  the  torch-race  of  the  F 
young  boys  chosen  for  their  fleetnea 
with  wings,  like  Cupids ;  while,  not  j 
of  seven  nymphs,  with  each  a  stai^  oi 
represented  the  movements  of  the  p 
and  embodied  the  dream  of  Pythaj 
motion  and  song. 

At  every  turning  some  new  enchi 
unexpectedly  on  the  eye  or  ear ;  and 
depth  of  a  dar£  grove,  from  which  a  i 
same  time  issued,  there  camo  a  strain 
sic,  which,  !r.ingllug  with  the  murmui 
seemed  likd  .ha  voice  of  the  spirit  thai 
its  flow ; — while,  at  other  times,  thi 
appeared  to  come  breathing  from  ai 
or  was  heard  suddenly  from  under  gn 
foot  had  just  touched  some  spring  that 
in  motion. 

It  may  seem  strange  that  I  sliou] 
upon  all  these  trifling  details ;  but  the 
full  of  the  future  ;  and  every  thing  a 
that  memorable  night — even  its  long 
lies — must  forever  live  fondly  and  sac 
memory.  The  festival  concluded  wil 
at  which,  as  master  of  the  Sect,  I  ] 
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[f,  in  every  seiiM,  the  ascendant  spirit 
)  Bceu€f  gave  life  to  all  around  me,  and 
1  happiness  reflected  in  that  of  others. 


CHAPTER  II. 

val  was  over ; — the  sounds  of  the  >Ang 
ad  ceased,  and  I  was  now  left  in  those 
irdens,  alone.  Though  so  ardent  and 
iry  of  pleasure,  I  had,  by  nature,  a  dis- 

of  melancholy; — an  imagination  that, 
midst  of  mirth  and  happiness,  presented 
loughts,  and  threw  the  shadow  of  the 

the  gayest  illusions   of   the    present 

was,  indeed,  twin-bom  in  my  soul 
n ;  and  not  even  in  the  fullest  fervor 
:  were  they  ever  separated.  From  the 
t  that  I  was  conscious  of  thought  and 
same  dark  thread  had  run  across  the 
mages  of  death  and  annihilation  came 
bemselves  with  even  the  most  smiling 
Ligh  which  love  and  enjoyment  led 
ery  passion  for  pleasure  but  deepened 
y  thoughts.  For,  shut  out,  as  I  was  by 
-cm  a  future  life,  and  having  no  hope 
narrow  horizon  of  this,  every  minute  of 
jht  assumed,  in  my  eyes,  a  mournful 
;  and  pleasure,  like  the  flower  of  the 
rcw  but  more  luxuriant  from  the  neigh- 
eath. 

night  my  triumph,  my  happiness,  had 
I  pi  etc.  I  had  been  the  presiding  genius 
iptuous  scene.  Both  my  ambition  and 
)1casure  had  drunk  deep  of  the  rich  cup 
,ey  thirsted.  Looked  up  to  as  I  was  by 
and  admired  and  loved  by  the  beautiful 
uvr,  I  had  seen,  in  every  eye  that  met 

the  acknowledgment  of  bright  triumphs 

I,  or  the  promise  of  others,  still  brighter, 
d  nie.  Yet,  even  in  the  midst  of  all 
le  dark  thoughts  had  presented  them- 
<  perishableness  of  myself  and  all  around 
irrcd  ever>'  instant  to  my  mind.  Those 
[1  pressed — those  eyes,  in  which  I  had 
u<r  a  spirit  of  light  and  life  that  ought 
—those  voices,  that  had  spoken  of  eter- 

II,  ull  I  felt,  were  but  a  mockery  of  the 
d  would  leave  nothing  eternal  but  the 
cir  dust ! 

v'cre  it  not  for  this  tad  voice, 

alinf;  amid  oar  mirth  to  say, 

all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice, 

nisht  may  bo  the  eorlh-wonn'f  pfey,— 


But  for  this  blttar-only  this— 

Fall  aa  the  worid  is  brimm*d  with  bliss, 

And  capable  aa  feela  my  aool 

Of  drainiog  to  its  depth  the  whole, 

I  shoald  turn  earth  to  heaven,  and  be, 

If  bliss  made  gods,  a  deity ! 

Such  was  the  description  I  gave  of  my  own  Ise!- 
mgs  in  one  of  those  wild,  passionate  songs,  to  which 
this  mixture  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  in  a  spirit  so 
buoyant,  naturally  gave  burth. 

And  seldom  had  my  heart  so  fully  surrendered 
itself  to  this  sort  of  vague  sadness  as  at  that  very 
moment,  when,  as  I  paced  thoughtfully  among  the 
fading  lights  and  flowers  of  the  banquet,  the  echo  of 
my  own  step  was  all  that  now  sounded,  where  so 
many  gay  forms  had  lately  been  revelling.  The 
moon  was  still  up,  the  morning  had  not  yet  glim- 
mered, and  the  calm  glories  of  the  night  still  rest- 
ed on  all  around.  Unconscious  whither  my  path- 
way led,  I  continued  to  wander  along,  till  I,  at 
length,  found  myself  before  that  fair  statue  of  Ve- 
nus, with  which  the  chisel  of  Alcamenes  had  em- 
bellished our  Garden ; — that  image  of  deified  woman, 
the  only  idol  to  which  I  had  ever  yet  bent  the  knee. 
Leaning  against  the  pedestal  of  the  statue,  I  raised 
my  eyes  to  heaven,  and  fixing  them  sadly  and  hi- 
tently  on  the  ever-burning  stars,  as  if  seeking  to  read 
the  mournful  secret  in  their  light,  asked,  wherefore 
was  it  that  Man  alone  must  fade  and  perish,  while 
they,  so  much  less  wonderful,  less  godlike  tlian  he, 
thus  still  lived  on  in  radiance  unchangeable  and  for- 
ever !  **  Oh,  that  there  were  some  spell,  some  talis- 
man,'' I  exclaimed,  **  to  make  the  spirit  that  bums 
within  us  deathless  as  those  stars,  and  open  to  it  a 
career  like  theirs,  as  bright  and  inextinguishable 
throughout  all  time  !** 

While  thus  indulging  in  wild  and  melancholy  fan- 
cies, I  felt  that  lassitude  which  earthly  pleasure, 
however  sweet,  still  leaves  behind,  come  insensibly 
over  me,  and  at  length  sunk  at  the  base  of  the  sta- 
tue to  sleep. 

But  even  in  sleep,  the  same  fancies  continued  to 
haunt  me ;  ar.d  a  dream,'  so  distinct  and  vivid  as 
to  leave  behina  it  the  impression  of  reality,  thus 
presented  itself  to  my  mind.  I  found  myself  sud- 
denly transported  to  a  wide  and  desolate  plain, 
where  nothing  appeared  to  breathe,  or  move,  or 
live.  The  very  sky  that  hung  above  it  looked  pale 
and  extinct,  giving  the  idea,  not  of  darkness,  but 
of  light  that  had  become  dead; — and  h^d  that 
whole  region  been  the  remains  of  some  olde^  world, 
left  broken  up  and  sunless,  it  could  not  have  pre- 
sented an  aspect    more    quenched  and  desolate 


1  For  the  importance  attached  to  dreams  by  the  anctoali^ 
see  Jvrtiny  Remarlts  on  Eccleslar.ical  History,  vol.  U  p.  M 
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The  only  thing  that  bespoke  life,  throughout  thii 
melancholy  waste,  was  a  small  spark  of  light,  that 
at  iiiBt  glimmered  in  the  distance,  but,  at  length, 
slowly  approached  the  bleak  spot  where  I  stood. 
As  it  drew  nearer,  I  could  see  that  its  small  but 
Btsady  gleam  came  from  a  taper  in  the  hand  of  an 
ancient  and  venerable  man,  who  now  stood,  like  a 
pale  messenger  from  the  grave,  before  me.  After 
a  few  moments  of  awful  silence,  during  which  he 
looked  at  me  with  a  sadness  that  thrilled  my  very 
soul,  he  said,  **  Thou,  who  seekest  eternal  life,  go 
unto  the  shores  of  the  dark  Nile — go  unto  the  shores 
of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find  the  eternal  life 
thou  seekest  !*' 

No  sooner  had  he  uttered  these  words  than  the 
deathlike  hue  of  his  cheek  at  once  brightened  into 
a  smile  of  more  than  earthly  promise ;  while  the 
small  torch  he  held  in  his  hand  sent  forth  a  glow 
of  radiance,  by  which  suddenly  the  whole  surface 
of  the  desert  was  illuminated  ; — the  light  spreading 
even  to  the  distant  horizon's  edge,  along  whose 
line  I  could  now  see  gardens,  palaces,  and  spires, 
all  as  bright  as  the  rich  architecture  of  the  clouds 
at  sunset.  Sweet  music,  too,  came  floating  in  every 
direction  through  the  air,  and,  from  all  sides,  such 
varieties  of  enchantment  broke  upon  me,  that,  with 
the  excess  alike  of  harmony  and  of  radiance,  I 
awoke. 

That  infidels  should  be  superstitious  is  an  anoma- 
ly neither  unusual  nor  strange.  A  belief  in  super- 
human agency  seems  natural  and  necessary  to 
the  mind ;  and,  if  not  suffered  to  flow  in  the  ob- 
vious channels,  it  will  find  a  vent  in  some  other. 
Hence,  many  who  have  doubted  the  existence  of 
a  God,  have  yet  implicitly  placed  themselves  un- 
der the  patronage  of  Fate  or  the  stars.  Much  the 
same  inconsistency  I  was  conscious  of  in  my  own 
feelings.  Though  rejecting  all  belief  in  a  Divine 
Pryvidence,  I  had  yet  a  faith  in  dreams,  that  all 
my  philosophy  could  not  conquer.  Nor  was  expe- 
rience wanting  to  confirm  me  in  my  delusion ;  for, 
by  some  of  those  accidental  coincidences,  which 
make  the  fortune  of  soothsayers  and  prophets, 
dreams,  more  than  once,  had  been  to  me 

Orncles,  truer  far  than  oak, 
Or  dove,  or  tripod,  ever  spoke. 

It  was  not  wonderful,  therefore,  that  the  vision  of 
that  night — touching,  as  it  did,  a  chord  so  ready 
to  vibrate — should  have  affected  me  with  more 
than  ordinary  power,  and  even  sunk  deeper  into 
ray  memor}'  with  every  effort  I  made  to  forget  it 
In  vain  did  I  mock  at  my  own  weakness ; — such 
self-derision  is  seK^om  sincere.  In  vain  did  I  pursue 
my  accustomed  pleasures.  Their  zest  was,  as  usual, 
ftirorer  new ;  but  still,  in  the  midst  of  all  my  enjoy- 


ment, came  the  cold  and  saddeninj 
mortality,  and,  with  it,  the  recolU 
ionary  promise,  to  which  my  fane 
reason,  still  continued  to  cling. 

At  times  indulging  in  reveries 
else  than  a  continuation  of  my  di 
templated  the  possible  existence 
secret,  by  which  youth,  if  not  i 
be  at  least  prolonged,  and  that  d 
death,  within  whose  circle  love  p 
sickens,  might  be  for  a  wL.  h 
knows,"  I  wou'jd  ask,  *«bat  tha 
region  of  wonders  There  MysAi 
folded  but  half  hex  treasures — vi 
undeciphered,  upon  the  pillars  o 
written  secrets  of  the  antediluTiai 
tell  but  that  some  powerful  <^a 
may  there  lie  hid,  whose  discoren 
bath  promised,  but  awaits  my  coi 
pound  of  the  same  pure  atoms 
sence  of  the  living  stars,  and  whoc 
frame  of  man  might  render  him 
immortal '." 

Thus  fondly  did  I  sometimes  e\ 
vague  moods  of  mind,  when  the 
in  which  I  was  engaged,  acting  u 
and  vivid  fancy,  produced  an  inU 
during  which  I  was  not  wholly  i 
wilderment,  too,  was  not  a  little 
constant  struggle  I  experienced 
natural  feelings^  and  the  cdd,  zn 
sect — in  endeavoring  to  escape  fro 
iug  bondage  I  but  broke  loose  in 
fantasy  and  romance. 

Even  in  my  soberest  momen 
strange  vision  forever  haunted 
effort  I  made  to  chase  it  from  m 
unavailing.  The  deliberate  con< 
to  which  I  at  last  came,  was,  it 
was  now  my  only  resource ;  thi 
that  land  of  wonders,  I  could  t 
convinced  of  my  folly  by  disappoix 
able.  Without  delay,  according;! 
my  friends  of  the  Garden,  the  inte 
to  pay  a  visit  to  the  land  of  Pyrat 
them,  however,  did  I  dare  to  c 
visionary  impulse  that  actuated 
being  the  object  that  I  alleged,  w 
that  for  which  they  gave  me  crw 
of  the  School,  it  was  feared,  m 
absence  ;  and  there  were  some  te 
had  still  more  to  fear  from  scpara 
ormer  iicouvenience  a  temper 
provided ;  while  the  latter  a  skil 
vows  and  sighs  alleviated.  Beii 
recommendatory  letters  to    all    p 
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•Bt  nil  in  the  fnmmer  of  the  year  257,  a.  d^  for 
Alexandria. 


i 


CHAPTER  IIL 

To  one,  who  bo  well  knew  how  to  extract  pleas- 
me  from  every  moment  on  land,  a  sea-voyage,  how- 
ever smooth  and  favoraUoi  appeared  the  least  agree- 
ahle  mode  of  losing  time  that  could  be  devised. 
Often,  indeed,  did  my  imagination,  in  passing  some 
isle  of  those  seas,  people  it  with  fair  forms  and 
loving  hearts,  to  which  most  willingly  would  I  have 
paused  to  ofier  homage.  But  the  whid  blew  direct 
towards  the  land  of  Mystery;  and,  still  more,  I 
heard  a  voice  within  me,  whispering  forever,  '*  On." 

As  we  approached  the  coast  of  Egypt,  our  couzse 
became  less  prosperous ;  and  we  had  a  specimen  of 
the  benevolence  of  the  divinities  of  the  Nile,  in  the 
ishape  of  a  storm,  or  rather  whiriwind,  which  had 
nearly  sunk  our  vessel,  and  which  the  Egyptians  on 
board  declared  to  be  the  work  of  their  deity,  Ty- 
phon.  After  a  day  and  night  of  danger,  during 
which  we  were  driven  out  of  our  course  to  the 
eastward,  some  benigner  influence  prevailed  above ; 
and,  at  length,  as  the  mormng  freshly  broke,  we 
saw  the  beautiful  city  of  Alexandria  rismg  from  the 
•ea,  with  its  proud  Palace  of  Kings,  its  portico  of 
four  hundred  colmnns,  and  the  fair  Pillar  of  PiUais,' 
towering  in  the  midst  to  heaven. 

After  passing  in  review  this  splendid  vision,  we 
ahot  rapidly  round  the  Rock  of  Pharos,  and,  in  a 
few  minutes,  found  oursclvos  in  the  harbor  of  Eu- 
nostus.  The  sun  h^  risen,  but  the  light  on  the 
Great  Tower  of  the  Rock  was  still  burning ;  and 
there  was  a  languor  in  the  first  waking  movements 
of  that  voluptuous  city — whose  houses  and  temples 
lay  shining  in  silence  around  the  harbor — that 
sufficiently  attested  the  festivities  of  the  preceding 
night 

We  were  soon  landed  on  the  quay;  and,  as  I 
walked,  through  a  line  of  palaces  and  shrines,  up 
the  street  which  leads  from  the  sea  to  the  Gate  of 
Canopus,  fresh  as  I  was  from  the  contemplation  of 
my  own  lovely  Athens,  I  yet  felt  a  glow  of  admira- 
tion at  the  scene  around  me,  which  its  novelty,  even 
mora  than  its  magnificence,  mspired.  Nor  wero 
the  luxuries  and  delights,  which  such  a  city  prom- 


>  More  properly,  perhaps,  "  the  Column  of  the  PilUrs.** 
Vide  AUalUtif,  Relation  do  TEgypte,  and  the  notes  of  M. 
d4  8tuf,  The  great  portico  aroand  this  colnmn  (fonnerly 
designated  Pompey*8,  bat  now  known  to  have  been  erected 
In  honor  of  DIoclesian)  was  still  standiof  ,  M.  de  Sacy  says, 
In  the  time  of  Saladin.    YiAo  Ltrd  TmUutU^g  TrmtU, 


ised,  among  the  least  of  the  considerations  upon 
which  my  fancy  dwelt  On  the  contrary,  every 
thing  around  me  seemed  prophetic  of  love  and 
pleasure.  The  very  forms  of  the  architecture,  to 
my  Epicurean  imagination,  appeared  to  call  up 
images  of  living  grace ;  and  even  the  dim  seclusion 
of  the  temples  and  groves  spoke  only  of  tender 
mysteries  to  my  mind.  As  the  whole  bright  scene 
grew  animat^  around  me,  I  felt  that  though  Egypt 
might  not  enable  me  to  lengthen  life,  she  could 
teach  the  next  beet  art— that  of  multiplying  its  en- 
joyments. 

The  population  of  Alexandria,'  at  this  period, 
consisted  of  the  most  motley  miscellany  of  nations, 
religions,  and  sects,  that  had  ever  been  brought 
together  in  one  city.  Besides  the  school  of  the 
Grecian  Platonist  was  seen  the  oratory  of  the  caba- 
listic Jew ;  while  the  churoh  of  the  Christian  stood, 
undisturbcfd,  over  the  crypts  of  the  Egyptian  Hiero- 
phant  Here,  the  adorer  of  Fure,  from  the  East, 
laughed  at  the  less  elegant  superstition  of  the  wor- 
shipper of  cats,  from  the  West  Here  Christianity, 
too,  had  learned  to  emulate  the  pious  vagaries  of 
Paganism ;  and  while,  on  one  side,  her  Ophite  pro- 
fessor was  seen  bending  his  knee  gravely  before  a 
serpent,  on  the  other,  a  Nicosian  Christian  was 
heard  contending,  with  no  less  gravity,  that  tliere 
could  bo  no  chance  whatever  of  salvation  out  of  the 
pale  of  the  Greek  alphabet  Still  worse,  the  un- 
charitablenesB  of  Christian  schism  was  already,  with 
equal  vigor,  distinguishing  itself ;  and  I  heard  every- 
where, on  my  arrival,  of  the  fierce  rancor  and 
hate,  with  which  the  Greek  and  Latin  churchmen 
were  then  persecuting  each  other,  because,  forsooth, 
the  one  fasted  on  the  seventh  day  of  the  week,  and 
the  others  fasted  upon  the  fourth  and  sixth ! 

To  none,  however,  of  these  different  creeds  and 
sects,  except  in  as  far  as  they  furnished  food  for 
ridicule,  had  I  time  to  pay  much  attention.  I  was 
now  in  the  most  luxurious  city  of  the  universe,  and 
accordingly  gave  way,  without  reserve,  to  the 
various  seductions  that  surrounded  me.  My  repu- 
tation, both  as  a  philosopher  and  a  man  of  pleasure, 
had  preceded  my  coming;  and  Alexandria,  Uio 
second  Athens  of  the  world,  welcomed  me  as  her 
own.  I  found  my  celebrity,  indeed,  act  as  a  talis- 
man, that  opened  all  hearts  and  doors  at  my  ap- 
proach. The  usual  novitiate  of  acquaintance  was 
dispensed  with  in  my  favor,  and  not  only  intima- 
cies, but  loves  and  friendships,  ripened  as  rapidly 


•  Anunlanns  thus  speaks  of  the  state  of  Alexandria  In  his 
time,  which  was,  I  lielieve,  as  late  as  the  end  of  the  foorth 
eentary :— "  Ne  nuae  qnidem  In  eadem  urtie  Itoctrina  varln 
silent,  non  apnd  nos  ezarait  Mosica  nee  llarmonia  conticolL  * 


Suine  weeki  had  now  pHwd  in  math  eomUnt 
and  rrer-chaiigiu^  plf  nsurrs,  that  rren  the  melan- 
choly voice  deep  within  my  heart,  tiiongh  it  still 
iqiokr,  wa«  but  leldom  Ibtened  to.  and  soon  died 
aw:ty  in  the  sound  of  the  nren  songi  that  stir- 
round^  me.  At  length,  as  the  novelty  of  these 
{fir  prrnn  wore  off,  the  same  rajrue  and  gloomy 
ItiMiin::^  bt^^nin  to  niinrrle  with  all  my  joys ;  and  an 
iiiridfiit  that  occurred,  at  tlii*  time,  duriu^  one  of 
my  s^:tyc^t  rrvol^.  conduced  still  more  to  deepen 
Ihtir  plwin. 

'Hie  crlibmtion  of  t!:e  annual  festival  of  Serapis 
haitjieut'd  to  take  {ilaci*  during  my  rtay  ;  and  I  was, 
morf*  than  onro,  induced  to  niin{^le  with  the  gay 
nitillittuli'^  that  tlockrd  to  the  slirine  at  Canopus 
on  the  occasiim.  Day  and  niglit,  as  Ion{^  as  thb 
ffstival  lasted,  the  jrreat  canal,  which  led  from 
Alrxrtndria  to  Canopus.  was  covered  with  boats 
full  uf  pil^nis  of  both  sexes,  all  hastening  to  avail 
tlit-msclv(>s  of  this  pious  license,  which  lent  the 
zr^it  of  a  reliirioiM  sanction  to  pleasure,  and  gave  a 
liolyday  to  the  follies  and  {lafisions  of  earth,  in 
honor  of  heaven. 

I  wait  returnintr.  one  lovely  nisrht,  to  Alexandria. 
The  north  wind,  that  welcome  visitor,  had  cooled 


1  rri'iii  i!ir  r]nnict#»r  nf  ihe  frntiirr?  of  thn  Fphinx,  and  a 

cat  fir X  .r'U  \if,  Vnliioy.  Brurc.  anil  a  Irw  otlirr*,  have  con- 
c!uil«-«l  thitt  tlio  ancient  inlinb;uint«  of  F^ypt  were  negroes. 
Dut  thi4  opinittn  is  conin<lictftl  by  a  hint  of  oathuiitln. 
JVc  Casitra's  nolci  npim  Brvtcne't  7>arei$,  for  the  resaltof 
Blunicnlnch'fl  di««ection  of  a  i-arioiy  of  nmminle*.  Denon. 
Kpeakini!  i»f  the  chnracter  of  the  bend*  re|irescntcd  \n  the 
anclfat  tepalrhrc  and  paintine  of  Ksypt,  »nys.  "Cclle  de« 
fi>nimi*!«  rrsKombtc  enc«>iv  &  la  d^iirc  doit  J4)l:c»  foniiiios  d*aQ> 
>iiird*hQ> :  dc  la  rond'.-ur.de  la  volnpte.  lo  nvz  \ictit,  ks  yeax 
lone  pro  »ia verts'*  Jtr.  Ice.  He  could  juilef .  tDO.  he  •«>•«, 
fnmi  the  female  maminle*,  **  que  Iran  chcvrux  etoient  lonn 


nated,  upon  the  bank  of  tl 
In  rowing  nearer,  I  pen 
and  the  alarm  had  been  ca 
playful  giris  to  reach  a  het 
near  the  water,  and  in  bei 
had  nearly  fallen  into  tl 
proffer  my  assistance,  I  so 
one  of  my  fair  Alexandrian 
the  bank,  fvas  surroimded 
insisted  on  my  joining  tfa 
and,  having  flung  around  : 
of  jasmine  which  they  ha 
me,  no  unwilling  captive, 
I  found  here  an  asen 
of  Alexandrian  society. 
the  meeting  added  new 
and  seldom  hod  I  ever  fe 
or  succeeded  better  in  infi 
othen. 

Among  the  company  i 
who,  according  to  the  i 
wore  veil;* ;  but,  as  usual, 
conceal  thrir  beauty,  som 
were  constantly  escaping 
There  was,  however,  one 


EjnT>ii.in«,  icr.)  Hat  the  mosi 
iipinion  of  Volnoy  hM  been  afl 
by  Doctor  GrauvUU.  who.  I 
obtain  (io«M>!(«ton  of  a  perfocl 
di««ocii(in  and  ndiiiea>un>niei 
tnb'.Uhid  the  f ict,  thnt  the  a 
(';inrn!*mn  raci-,  n"t  nf  the  ElJ 
ctiriuii^  "  Krtaf  o»  E/^fptiam 
Royal  Axicty.  .April  M.  1W5. 
lie  Paiiw,  tin.'  prrat  dcpreci 
hn«,  on  thn  aiithnriiy  of  a  pa' 
affix  to  the  country-women  of 
plcte  and  unredeemed  uplines; 
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■ttrested  my  attention,  on  whose  head  was  a  chap- 
let  of  dark-colored  flowers,  and  who  sat  veiled 
and  silent  daring  the  whole  of  the  banquet  She 
took  no  share,  I  observed,  in  what  was  passing 
aroand;  the  viands  and  the  wine  went  by  her 
nntonched,  nor  did  a  word  that  was  qwken  seem 
addressed  to  her  ear.  This  abstraction  from  a  scene 
10  sparkling  with  gayety,  though  apparently  unno- 
ticed by  any  one  but  myself,  struck  me  as  myste- 
rious and  strange.  I  inqmred  of  my  fair  neighbor 
the  cause  of  it,  but  she  looked  grave,  and  was 
nlent 

In  the  mean  time,  the  lyre  and  the  cup  went 
round ;  and  a  young  maid  from  Athens,  as  if  in- 
spire4  by  the  presence  of  her  countryman,  took 
her  lute,  and  sung  to  it  some  of  the  songs  of  Greece, 
with  a  warmth  of  feeUng  that  bore  me  back  to  the 
banks  of  the  Uissus,  and,  even  in  the  bosom  of 
piesent  pleasure,  drew  a  sigh  from  my  heart  for  that 
which  had  passed  away.  It  was  daybreak  ere  our 
delighted  party  rose,  and  most  unwillingly  re-em- 
barked to  return  to  the  city 

We  were  scarce  afloat,  when  it  was  discovered 
that  the  lute  of  the  young  Athenian  had  been  left 
behind ;  and,  with  a  heart  still  full  of  its  sweet 
sounds,  I  most  readily  sprang  on  shor<}  to  seek  it 
I  hastened  at  once  to  the  banquet-room,  which 
was  now  dim  and  solitary,  except  that — there,  to 
my  utter  astonishment,  was  still  seated  that  silent 
figure  which  had  awakened  so  much  my  curiosity 
daring  the  evening.  A  vague  feeling  of  awe  came 
over  me,  as  I  now  slowly  approached  it  There 
was  no  motion,  no  sound  of  breathing  in  that  form ; 
— not  a  leaf  of  the  dark  chaplet  upon  its  brow 
stirred.  By  the  light  of  a  dying  lamp  which  stood 
on  the  table  before  the  figure,  I  raised,  with  a  hesi- 
tating hand,  the  veil ;  and  saw — ^what  my  fancy 
bad  already  anticipated—  that  the  shape  underneath 
was  lifeless,  was  a  skeleton !  Startled  and  shocked, 
I  harried  back  with  the  lute  to  the  boat,  and  was 
almost  as  silent  as  that  shape  itself  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  voyage. 

This  custom  among  the  Egyptians  of  placing  a 
mammy,  or  skeleton,  at  the  banquet-table,  had 
been  fbr  some  time  disused,  except  at  particular 
eeremonies ;  and,  even  on  such  occasions,  it  had 
been  the  practice  of  the  luxurious  Alexandrians  to 
disguise  this  memorial  of  mortality  in  the  manner 
joift  described.  But  to  me,  who  was  wholly  un- 
prepared for  such  a  spectacle,  it  gave  a  shock  from 
'Which  my  unagination  did  not  speedily  recover. 
This  sflent  and  ghastly  witness  of  mirth  seemed  to 
embody,  as  it  were,  the  shadow  ui  my  own  heart 
The  features  of  the  grave  were  thus  stamped 
Vftm  the  idea  tliat  had  long  haunted  me,  and  this 
pietore  of  what  I  was  to  be  now  associated  itself 


constantly  with  the  sunniest  aspect  of  what  I 
was. 

The  memsry  of  the  dream  now  recurred  to  me 
more  livelily  than  ever.  The  bright,  assuring  smile 
of  that  venerable  Spirit,  and  his  words,  "  Go  to  the 
shores  of  the  dark  Nile,  and  thou  wilt  find  the  eter- 
nal life  thou  seekest,**  were  forever  present  to  my 
mind.  But  as  yet,  alas,  I  had  done  nothing  tewaids 
realizing  the  proud  promise.  Alexandria  was  not 
Egypt ; — the  very  soil  on  which  it  now  stood  was 
not  in  existence,  when  already  Thebes  and  Memphis 
had  numbered  ages  of  glory. 

*<No,"  I  exclaimed;  "it  is  only  beneath  the 
Pyramids  of  Memphis,  or  in  the  mystic  Halis  of  the 
Labyrinth,  those  holy  arcana  are  to  be  found,  of 
which  the  antediluvian  worid  has  made  Egypt  its 
heir,  and  among  which — ^blessed  thought ! — ^the  key 
to  eternal  life  may  lie.**  • 

Having  formed  my  determination,  I  t<H>k  leave 
of  my  many  Alexandrian  friends,  and  departed  for 
Memphis. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

• 

Egypt  was,  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the  country  most 
calculated,  from  that  mixture  of  the  melai>!^oly 
and  the  voluptuous  which  marked  the  character  of 
her  people,  her  religion,  and  her  scenery,  to  affect 
deeply  a  fancy  and  temperament  like  mine,  and 
keep  both  forever  tremblingly  alive.  Wherever  I 
turned,  I  beheld  the  desert  and  the  garden,  mingling 
together  their  desolation  and  bloom.  I  saw  the 
love-bower  and  the  tomb  standing  side  by  side,  as  if, 
in  that  land.  Pleasure  and  Death  kept  houriy  watch 
upon  each  other.  In  the  very  luxury  of  the  climate 
there  was  the  same  saddening  influence.  The 
monotonous  splendor  of  the  days,  the  solemn  radi- 
ance of  the  nights — all  tended  to  cherish  that  ar- 
dent melancholy,  the  offipring  of  passion  and  of 
thought,  which  had  been  so  long  the  familiar  hmiate 
of  my  soul. 

When  I  sailed  from  Alexandria,  the  inundation 
of  the  Nile  was  at  its  full.  The  whole  valley  of 
Egypt  lay  covered  by  its  blood ;  and,  as,  looking 
around  me,  I  saw  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun, 
shrines,  palaces,  and  monuments,  encircled  by  the 
waten,  I  could  almost  fancy  that  I  beheld  the 
sinking  island  of  Atalantis,  on  the  last  evening  its 
temples  were  visible  above  the  wave.  Such  varieties, 
too,  of  animation  as  presented  themselves  on  every 
side!— 

While,  fkr  as  ilgbt  could  reach,  beneath  as  dear 
And  blue  a  heaven  as  ever  blessM  this  sphere, 
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Tbr  A,  Imi,  lb«  f««Mt  Of  yOMIp  *&fl  |<iT<  '^^  "^^ 

l>1MI  1h#J1lf*  of  tltitTUitl 

WUcrv  &II  lh»l  l4M«.  1 

r»f  Eir«  «ii4  uKKlfnh,  *iw  t 

llfren,  HI  ib#  iit^  nl  iwnpiM.  Hon  tbi  tnw 

iVItstt, »  wliilt  fvwntt,  fa.  fHdi  «kih|  it««4l 
Aii4  iU¥«r  «|nM*  dflftMbU  1ft  I 

fur  dtC  «vp^d  Iba  1 
til  tJjD  f*  ith  ibrif  imcJi^m  IMUf  I*  Ife*  ii% 

ktrnvm  ift0m  lb*  U*  «l  1 

or  1^4  miliM  iivm  If  AlfMlAla  raJn^ 

tlvra,  wImm  Hit  litiw  nrlsi  1««p  ■  l»)f 

I  MA,  M  M  K  r.4)W«f , 
niiti  taUl.  at  slttp  fti««^  ibt  luluy  tiovr  j 
W1UI«  tUMP^r  Mt  Air  fiC  teHtktii  a  b^nk 
Uf  MdHKMnllif  ««M!tiba>  SiAnj  «  pnuk 
1ft  ^f*4  III  tte  «o«l  turn  nt  bj  a  inan 
Of  lAfl^og  ojmjpJta,  loivpt]r  u  the.  ^hme  ^h^in 
Afvund  iiffQ  tPSfM^vi  ot  the  wiirM  vf*«  utr. 


i  with  tbci  whole  «o«Q«i  I  UngvnxJ  delight- 
•dif  Mllttf  TiH'ngBi  vwtiii{;  &![  Ihm6  luiurkttm  atMl 
ftafCBbl«  plaecflf  whoK  nmiip*  have  Wti  epunecra^ 
UA  hy  tht  wondpr  of  n^[t^    At  5ft  f«  1  wtm  prr««at 

»f  iaqiMnirmbJB  tights,  Uiow  ,«ublii»e  woftli  on  tho 
tejnpJo  43f  Nt'Itha  :'—'*'  I  am  oil  thiii  hiu  b^aot 
thsit  in,  and  thjit  will  be,  fttid  no  moii  b^th  ever 
Uftt-ii  my  vpil.^^  I  watii]pr«l  aiuon^  the  ptoeirute 
obeli^bt  of  li'<lii>po]ia^'  And  ^w.  »Dt  without  u  ciglif 
lh«  mm  temiling  ai^r  her  ruiujii  as  if  in  mockery  of 
tM  man  at  p^iiahaUo  gmadcar  llmt  had  opep 
ctiiled  il*i  lA  m  ita  pride,  *'  The  Ciiy  of  I  lie  Sua." 
Qui  la  the  Lite  of  lh«  Goldea  VetiEts^  was,  I  own, 
my  lo]i<](*si  pi  1^ mage  ; — and  there,  os^  I  minbltfd 
thrmt^b  iL^fi.hadi'B,  wher«:  bowc^mtire  the  only  temples, 
1  felt  how  far  mora  woiiJjy  to  fom^  tiie  ehKne  of  a 
Dtity  ire  this  eveHivin^  etc m^  of  the  j^anden  and  Uje 
grove t  tJitin  the  meat  precious  columna  the  inanimate 
.juanj*  can  supply. 

Every  when?  iirw  pleasure*,  new  inlerwrts  await- 
ed  me ;   and   though   ^Ulauoholy  titood,  m  usud, 


fr#  titi  iCQfiiidt^  Kai  Tin  r;jaf  jrt~X<i*  tf^?li(tC7l•^a*'t***•^u^^^l'- 
i  *■  !)*•  li.  tfn  rriTi.inUDi  l(mjr>un  le  }{\l<*^  Utrnvt^  A  tlfttii 
riBfUrnne  llehnptill^,  i>u  Villi?  tin  Sttlrll,  I  fjiil  «'*'  "ru  fttalt 
Piippfrlftlt  encore  I'lEil,  oq  Im  FflotMne  da  9uAeW*—Mii^£isL 


tl 


only  drtttts  ow  l^wa  oirmin, 
at  record.  A^idil  «tt  Uili  <■ 
tioun,  t£t«  |p«ftt  <A)ti«l  of  J 
feq^eo  ^th«  myileciei  of  t 
r«ioiilii«4*  to  tue^  A*  tmaeh  at] 
^1 1  bftij  |p««n  ifil^Bfead  ID  oc 
It  wtt  pot  tm  t^L  aunt 

i»  rynn 


of  Tune,  Oom  ^lieve  vamfn 
jiire,  hf^  wU]  hink  his  ]a§|- 
momeAt  ihM  the  great  sec 
dfVftm  aj^ain  ro^e,  in  tJl  iti 
upon  my  itioughu.  Theiri  * 
ftuttHhin^  lesLmgr  upuu  Ihow 
nem^  ai  of  reTereiH3e»  in  ) 
around  thrint  whirh  HMtroed  I 
of  pMl  timet,  into  my  liii 
myrittdii  of  Ihe  wi»«,  lh«»  boi 
hod  «uuk  ialo  doit  «tiic« 
wonders ;  ttud  in  the  ftttdm 
elalmedr^' MiBt  moa  «laB 
muuia  md  lie«rti  W  aJmUu 
endure?  Oh,  Pealh^  D(;«l 
ererluftiing  lablct^— lJ)o  out] 
talHy  Uitit  kitit^  thf'iivi^Jvetf 
favl  wrilten  our  doom  aw] 
sayifi^,  *  'r]]^r«  is  lor  mvi  i 
the  grave  I*  " 

My  heart  Rtmk  at  the  tJ 
moment,  I  yielded  to  that  d 
o^er^pread?  the  sou]  that  bt 
future.  But  Q^\n.  tti4  btKr 
prevail edf  and  ag^U;^  lh«  V 
dreams,  [  deJud^^d  myself  i 
that  my  hc^aK  most  wl«b> 
facility  which  rnahles  imugUl 
,  pbto  of  happinesa.  "  Vc»," 
mtiMt  bo  williin  mnnV  reach ; 
iii  woriliy  of  sucii  n  bl eyeing,  t 
the  secret  have  been  rerealedi 
uuder  yonder  pyr^imid*  haa  b; 
the  Twble  of  Emi^rtiid,'  oa  wl 

*  "  Pn  tnxivc  unp  We  a;i;n-[^fl  Vi 
d'or^  avanl   ilc   miiooter  ju>^q;u''i. 

*  FujT  ttO  atc<Aiiit  or  til  e  Tfl.f4eor 
i'Oriff-i-ne  df*  I>truT  d'  F.^fjiT^'.  /?* 
It  ifbodcim  ficlVdn  r»r  ilie  Arali*).  Ml 
I  lib  I  th^  ftit  I'lf  iikAkiiii!  zuW  w^i  thi 
EtxicJer  Lbe  tlirma  orl^^ij^tinn  thcoLq 
tiqiiL\*'  says  ilie  fk-pf^n^rtini^,  l^prne 
1ft  iniiiTi?  ilvi  li^itTrs  Iri  fif  ht'sif*  do 
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Ilennes,  in  tim#«  before  the  flood,  engraved  the 
Mcret  of  Alchemy,  which  gives  gold  at  will.  Why, 
then,  may  not  the  mightier,  the  more  god-like  secret, 
that  gives  life  at  will,  be  recorded  there  also  1  It 
was  hy  the  power  of  gold,  of  endless  gold,  that  the 
kings,  who  now  repose  m  those  massy  stmctures, 
0coope<l  earth  to  its  very  centre,  and  raised  quarries 
iato  the  air,  to  provide  for  themselves  tombs  that 
might  outstand  the  world.  Who  can  tell  bat  that 
the  gift  of  immortality  was  also  theirs  7  who  knows 
but  that  they  themselves,  triumphant  over  decay, 
Aill  live ; — those  mighty  mansions,  which  we  call 
tombs,  being  rich  and  everlasting  palaces,  within 
whose  depths,  concealed  from  this  withering  worid, 
they  still  wander,  with  the  few  Elect  who  have 
been  sharers  of  their  gift,  through  a  sunless,  but  ever 
illuminated  elysium  of  their  own  7  Else,  wherefore 
those  structures  7  wherefore  that  subterranean  realm, 
by  which  the  whole  valley  of  Egypt  is  undermined  7 
Why,  else,  those  labyrinths,  wiiich  none  of  earth 
hath  ever  beheld — which  none  of  heaven,  except 
that  God,  who  stands,  with  finger  on  his  hushed  lip,* 
hath  ever  trodden  7" 

While  thus  I  indulged  in  fond  dreams,  the  sun, 
already  half  sunk  beneath  the  horizon,  was  taking, 
calmly  and  gloriously,  fiis  last  look  of  the  Pyramids 
— -as  he  had  done,  evening  after  evening,  for  ages, 
till  they  had  grown  familiar  to  him  as  the  earth 
itaelf.  On  the  side  turned  to  his  ray' they  now  pre- 
sented a  fh>nt  of  dazzling  whiteness,*  while,  on  the 
other,  their  great  shadows,  lengthening  away  to 
the  eastward,  looked  like  the  first  steps  of  Night, 
hastening  to  envelope  the  hills  of  Araby  ui  her 
shade. 

No  sooner  nad  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun  disap- 
peared, than  on  every  house-top  in  Memphis,  gay, 
gilded  banners  were  seen  waving  aloft,  to  proclaim 
his  setting — while,  at  the  same  moment,  a  full  burst 
of  harmony  was  heard  to  peal  from  all  the  temples 
mkmg  the  shores. 

Startled  from  my  musing  by  these  sounds,  I  at 
once  i-"'^llected,  that,  on  that  very  evening,  the 
great  festival  of  the  Moon  was  to  be  celebrated.  On 
«  little  island,  half-way  over  between  the  gardens  of 
Memphis  and  the  eastern  shore,  stood  the  temple  of 
that  goddess, 


40  ees  mj%XkitM  si  ciich^s  sous  le  voile  de  leaf  prttendne 
Selicloo.**— ^b^n  Efyptiennes.  The  hloroi^Iyphs,  that 
Ibnnerly  covered  the  Pyramldfi,  are  sapposed  by  some  of 
)  writer*  to  relate  to  the  same  art.    See  Mutut  Ldber, 


s^Enfln  Harpocrato  repr6sentoU  anssl  le  Solell.  II  est 
fial  qve  e*^toit  aossi  le  Dien  du  Silence ;  11  meitolt  le  dolgt 
■vlabonebe  parceqn'on  adoroit  le  soleil  avec  an  respectoenx 
sHsBes,  et  e*est  de  \k  qn  est  venu  lo  Sige  de«  Basilidieas, 
^  flratent  lew  origioe  de  TEgypte.'*— Bmmo^t*. 


whoae  beams 
Bring  the  sm  eet  time  of  night-flowers  and  dreaoM. 
JVot  the  cold  IHan  of  the  North,  who  chains 
In  vestal  ice  the  current  of  yonng  veins ; 
But  she,  who  haunts  the  gay,  Bubastian'  grove, 
And  owns  she  sees,  from  her  bright  heaven  above 
Nothing  on  earth  to  match  that  heaven,  but  love  ! 

Thus  did  I  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  one  of  their 
own  Egyptian  poets,  as,  anticipating  the  various 
delights  of  the  festival,  I  cast  away  from  my  mind 
all  gloomy  thoughts ;  and,  hastening  to  my  little 
bark,  in  which  I  now  lived  the  life  of  a  Nile-bird, 
on  the  watera,  steered  my  course  to  the  bland- 
temple  of  the  Moon 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  slow  and  majestic,  af' . 
conscious  of  the  honors  that  awaited  her  upon  earth, 
was  welcomed  with  a  loud  acclaim  from  every  emi- 
nence, where  multitudes  stood  watching  for  her  first 
light  And  seldom  had  that  light  risen  upon  a  more 
beautiful  scene.  The  city  of  Memphis — still  grand, 
though  no  longer  the  unrivalled  Memphis  that  had 
borne  away  from  Thebes  the  crown  of  supremacy, 
and  worn  it  undisputed  through  ages — ^now,  softened 
by  the  mild  moonlight  that  harmonized  with  her  de- 
cline, shone  forth  among  her  lakes,  her  p3rramids, 
and  her  shrines,  like  one  of  those  dreams  of  human 
glory  that  must  ere  long  pass  away.  Even  already 
ruin  was  visible  around  her.  The  sands  of  the 
Libyan  desert  were  gaining  upon  her  like  a  sea; 
and  there,  among  solitary  columns  and  sphinxes, 
already  half  sunk  from  sight.  Time  seemed  to  stand 
waiting,  till  all  that  now  flounced  around  him 
should  fall  beneath  his  desolating  hand  like  the- 
rest 

On*  the  waters  all  was  gaycty-and  life.  As  fas  as 
eye  could  reach,  the  lights  of  innumerable  boats 
were  seen  studding,  like  rubies,  the  surface  of  the 
stream.  Vessels  of  every  kind — from  the  light  cora- 
cle,^ built  for  shooting  down  the  cataracts,  to  the 
large  yacht  that  glides  slowly  to  the  sound  of  flutes 
— all  were  afloat  for  this  sacred  festival,  filled  with 
crowds  of  the  young  and  the  gay,  not  only  from 


«  "  By  reflecting  the  sun's  rays,"  say»  Ctarke,  speaking  of 
the  Pyramids,  "  ihey  appeared  white  as  snow.** 

>  For  Bubnstis,  the  Diana  of  the  Egyptians,  vide  Jahton- 
»Ai,  lib.  ill.,  cap.  4. 

«  Vide  ^mailkeu,  "  HUtoire  d§  la  KnigMiom  et  iu  Ctm- 
meree  des  Efffytiens  9»u9  I—  PteUmiM,**  Bee  also,  for  a 
description  of  the  varioa»  kinds  of  boaU  nsed  oo  the  NUc, 
MaOUt,  torn,  i.,  p.  98. 
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Memphis  and  Babylon,  but  from  cities  still  farther 
removed  from  the  festal  scene. 

As  I  approached  the  island,  I  coold  see,  glittering 
through  the  trees  on  the  bank,  the  lamps  of  the 
pilgrims  hastening  to  the  ceremony.  Iinnding  in 
the  direction  which  those  lights  pointed  out,  I  soon 
joined  the  crowd ;  and,  passing  through  a  long  alley 
of  sphinxes,  whose  spangling  marble  gleamed  out 
from  the  dark  sycamores  around  them,  reached  in  a 
short  time  the  grand  vestibule  of  the  temple,  where 
I  found  the  ceremonies  of  the  evening  already  com- 
menced. 

In  Uiis  vast  hall,  which  was  surrounded  by  a 
double  range  of  columns,  and  lay  open  over-head  to 
the  stars  of  heaven,  I  saw  a  group  of  young  maid- 
ens, moviilg  in  a  sort  of  measured  step,  between 
walk  and  dance,  round  a  small  shrine,  up6n  which 
stood  one  of  those  sacred  birds,*  that,  on  account  of 
the  variegated  color  of  their  wings,  are  dedicated  to 
the  wonhip  of  the  moon.  The  vestibule  was  dimly 
lighted — ^there  being -but  one  lamp  of  naphtha  hung 
on  each  of  the  great  piUars  that  encircled  it  But, 
having  taken  my  station  beside  one  of  those  pillars, 
I  had  a  clear  view  of  the  young  dancera,  as  in  suc- 
cession they  passed  me. 

The  drapery  of  all  was  white  as  snow  ;  and  each 
wore  loosely,  beneath  the  bosom,  a  dark-blue  zone, 
or  bandelet,  studded,  like  the  skies  at  midnight, 
with  small  silver  stars.  Through  their  dark  lock^ 
was  wreathed  the  white  lily  of  the  Nile — that  sacred 
flower  being  accounted  no  less  welcome  to  the  moon, 
than  the  golden  blosisoms  of  the  bean-flowei*  are 
known  to  be  to  the  sun.  As  they  passed  under  the 
lamp,  a  gleam  of  light  flashed  from  their  bosoms, 
which,  I  could  perceive,  was  the  reflection  of  a 
small  muTor,  that,  m  the  manner  of  the  women  of 
the  East,  each  of  the  dancers  wore  beneath  her  left 
shoulder. 

There  was  no  music  to  regulate  their  steps ;  but, 
as  they  gracefully  went  round  the  bird  on  the  shrine, 
some  to  the  beat  of  the  castanet,  some  to  the  shrill 
ring  of  a  sistrum' — ^which  they  held  uplifted  in  the 
attitude  of  their  own  divine  Isis — continued  harmo- 
niously to  time  the  cadence  of  their  feet;  while 
etheiB,  at  every  step,  shook  a  small  chain  of  silver, 
whose  sound,  xningling  with  those  of  the  castanets 


1  Vide  Manriee^  Appendix  to  *'  Rnlns  of  Babylon.**  An- 
other reason,  he -says,  for  their  worship  of  the  Ibis,  "  found- 
ed on  their  love  of  geometry,  was  (according  to  Plutarch) 
that  the  space  between  its  legs,  when  parted  asunder,  as  it 
walks,  together  with  its  beak,  forms  a  complete  equilateral 
triangle.**  From  the  examhiation  of  the  embalmed  birds, 
found  in  the  Catacombs  of  Baccara,  there  seems  to  be  no 
doubt  that  the  Ibis  was  the  same  kind  of  bird  as  that  de- 
scribed by  Bruce,  under  the  Arabian  name  of  Abon  Uan- 


and  sistmms,  produced  a  wild,  but 
harmony. 

They  seemed  all  lovely;  but  t 
whose  face  the  light  had  not  yet  ic 
cast  she  held  it — ^who  attracted, 
riveted  all  my  looks  and  thoughts, 
but  there  was  a  something  in  Ukm 
ture»— a  charm  in  the  very  shadow 
their  imagined  beauty — which  took 
than  all  the  out-shining  lovelineai  of 
So  enchained  was  I  by  this  coy  m 
alone,  of  all  the  group,  could  I  eit 
of — her  alone  I  watched,  as,  with  t 
cast  brow,  she  glided  gently  and  a£ 
altar,  as  if  her  presence,  like  that 
something  to  bo  felt,  not  seen. 

Suddenly,  while  I  gazed,  the  I 
thousand  cymbals  was  heard ; — tl 
of  the  Temple  flew  open,  as  if  h 
flood  of  radiance  from  the  illiunin 
the  whole  vestibule  ;  while,  at  the  i 
if  the  light  and  the  sounds  were  ] 
peal  of  rich  harmony  came  mingling 
ance. 

It  was  then — by  that  lightj  which 
the  young  maiden's  features, 'as,  stai 
den  blaze,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  the 
quickly  let  fall  their  lids  again — ^it  wa 
what  even  my  own  ardent  imaginal 
vivid  dreams  of  beauty,  had  never 
Psyche  herself,  when  pausing  on  1 
heaven,  while  its  first  glories  fell  on  i 
could  have  looked  more  purely  beam 
with  a  more  innocent  shame.  Oft 
the  power  of  looks,  none  had  ever  e 
soul  so  deeply.  It  was  a  now  feelin| 
— coming  as  suddenly  upon  me  as 
mto  the  vestibule,  and,  at  once,  fil 
bemg^aud  had  that  bright  visioi 
another  moment  beforo  my  eyes,  I 
transport  have  wholly  forgotten  wl 
where,  and  thrown  myself,  in  prostra 
her  feet 

But  scarcely  had  that  gush  of 
heard,  when  the  sacred  bird,  which 
been  standing  motionless  as  an  ima| 


t  **  La  flour  en  est  mille  fois  plus  odorife 
de  nos  fbves  d'Eorope,  quoique  tear  parfa 
si  agr^able.  Comme  on  en  seme  beaucou] 
voisines  du  Calre,  dn  cOto  de  I'occident,  c*t 
de  charmant  que  I'air  embaume  que  i*oa  i 
les  terrasses,  quand  le  vent  de  Tonest  vien 
apporto  cette  odeur  admirable.** — MaiUtt, 

•  ••  Isis  est  genius,**  says  ServiiUt  *•  iEgyj 
motum,  quod  gerit  in  dextra,  Nil!  accessus 
nificat" 
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hm  wings,  and  flew  into  the  Temple;  whfle  hb 
gncefol  young  wonhippers,  with  a  fleetnen  like 
hii  own,  followed — and  she,  who  had  left  a  dream 
in  my  heart  neyer  to  bo  forgotten,  vanished  along 
wkh  the  rest  As  she  went  rapidly  past  the  pillar 
•gainst  which  I  leaned,  the  ivy  that  encircled  it' 
eaqght  in  her  drapery,  and  disengaged  same  oma- 
mflot,  which  fell  to  the  ground  It  was  the  small 
minof'  which  I  had  seen  shining  on  her  bosom. 
HtttOy  and  tremulously  I  picked  it  up,  and  huiried 
to  rsitore  it ;  but  she  was  already  lost  to  my  eyes 
ia^tlie  crowd. 

In  rain  did  I  try  to  follow; — ^the  aisles  were 
ainady  filled,  and  numbers  of  eager  pilgrims  pressed 
lowaids  the  portal.  But  the  servants  of  the  Temple 
dsnied  all  further  entrance,  and  still,  as  I  presented 
myaelf,  their  white  wands  barred  the  way.  Per- 
plexed and  irritated  amid  that  crowd  "^f  faces,  re- 
gaffing  all  as  enemies  that  impeded  my  progress, 
I  flood  on  tiptoe,  gazmg  into  the  busy  aisles,  and 
witli  a  heart  beating  as  I  caught,  from  time  to 
fime,  a  glimpse  of  some  spangled  zone,  or  lotus 
I,  which  led  me  to  fancy  that  I  had  dis- 
the  fair  object  of  my  search.  But  it  was 
•H  in  vain; — in  every  direction  files  of  sacred 
W^ftaghB  were  moving,  but  nowhere  could  I  discover 
Imt  iHiom  alone  I  sought 

tm  tliis  state  of  breathless  agitation  did  I  stand 
time— bewildered  with  the  confusion  of 
and  lights,  as  well  as  with  the  clouds  of 
tliat  rolled  around  me — till,  fevered  and  im- 
I  could  endure  it  no  longer.  Forcing  my 
oat  of  the  vestibule  mto  the  cool  av,  I  hurried 
through  the  alley  of  sphinxes  to  the  shore  and 
fliBf  myself  into  my  boat 

There  lies,  to  the  north  of  Memphis,'  a  solitary 
MbOs  (which,  at  this  season  of  the  year,  mingles 
vilb  the  rest  of  the  waters,)  upon  whose  shores 
itaads  the  Necropolis,  or  City  of  the  Dead — a  place 
af  melancholy  grandeur,  covered  over  with  shrines 
and  pyramids,  where  many  a  kingly  head,  proud 
ei«Q  in  death,  has  lain  awaiting  through  long  ages 
iie  lesorrection  of  its  glories.    Through  a  rango 

I  The  Ivy  wu  eonMcrated  to  Osiris.  Vido  Diodor.  Sie.  1. 10. 

•  **  Qaelqnesianes,**  says  Dit^M,  describing  the  proces- 
of  Isis,  ''portoientdesmlroira  attaches  &  leuredpaales, 

la  da  multiplier  et  de  porter  dans  tons  les  sens  los  images 
I  la  Metse."— Onynii«  det  Cuius,  torn.  vili.  p.  847.  A 
Imr,  It  appears,  was  also  one  of  the  emblems  in  the  mys- 
il«  of  Bscchm. 

•  <*  Voat  pfoove  que  la  ttnitoln  de  Sakkarah  ^toit  la  N«- 
apoOs  aa  sad  de  Memphis,  et  lo  faabooig  oppose  A  celoi- 

wk  soat  let  pyramides  de  Giseh,  ane  antra  VUle  des 

qal  tsnnlnoit  Memphis  an  nord.*'— Dram. 

Is  DOthing  known  with  certainty  as  to  the  site  of 

bat  It  will  be  perceived  that  the  description  of  its 

||v«i  by  the  Eplcwean  corresponds,  in  almost  every 

r,  with  that  which  M.  Hailiet  (the  French  consul, 


of  sepulchral  grots  underneath,  the  humbler  deni- 
xens  of  the  tomb  are  deposited — looking  out  on 
each  successive  generation  that  visits  them,  with 
the  same  face  and  features*  they  wore  centoriea 
aga  Every  plant  and  tree,  consecrated  to  death, 
from  the  asphodel-flower  to  the  mystic  plantain, 
lends  its  sweetness  or  shadow  to  this  place  of  i 
tombs ;  and  the  only  noise  that  disturbs  its  eternal 
calm,  is  the  low  humming  sound  of  the  priests  at 
prayer,  when  a  new  mhabitant  is  added  to  the 
Silent  City. 

It  was  towards  this  plaoe  of  death  that,  m  a 
mood  of  mind,  as  usual,  half  gloomy,  half  bright, 
I  now,  almost  unconsciously,  directed  my  baik. 
The  form  of  the  young  Priestess  was  continually 
before  me.  That  one  bright  look  of  hers,  the 
very  remembrance  of  which  was  worth  all  the 
actual  smiles  of  others,  never  for  a  moment  left  my 
mind.  Absorbed  in  such  thoughts,  I  continued 
Umow  on,  scarce  knowing  whither  I  went,  till,  at 
length,  startled  to  find  myself  within  the  shadow 
of  the  City  of  the  Dead,  I  looked  up,  and  beheld, 
rising  in  succession  before  me,  pyramid  beyond 
pyramid,*  each  towering  more  loftily  than  the  other 
— while  all  were  out-topped  in  grandeur  by  one, 
upon  whose  summit  the  bright  moon  rested  as  on 
a  pedestal. 

Drawing  nearer  to  the  shore,  which  was  suffi- 
ciently elevated  to  raise  this  silent  city  of  tombs 
above  the  level  of  the  inundation,  I  rested  my  oar, 
and  allowed  the  boat  to  rock  idly  upon  the  water ; 
while,  in  the  mean  time,  my  thoughts,  left  equally 
without  direction,  were  allowed  to  fluctuate  as 
idly.  How  vague  and  various  were  the  dreams 
that  then  floated  through  my  muid — that  bright 
vision  of  the  temple  still. mingling  itself  with  all! 
Sometimes  she  stood  before  me,  like  an  atrial 
spirit,  as  pure  as  if  that  element  of  music  and  liglit, 
into  which  I  had  seen  her  vanish,  was  her  only 
dwelling.  Sometimes,  animated  with  passion,  and 
kindling  into  a  creaturo  of  earth,  she  seemed  to 
lean  towards  me  with  looks  of  tenderness,  which 
it  were  worth  worids,  but  for  one  instant,  to  inspire ; 


fa  many  years,  at  Cairo)  has,  in  his  work  on  Egypt,  left  as. 
It  most  be  always  borne  in  mind,  too,  that  of  the  distances 
between  the  respective  places  here  mentioned,  we  have  no 
longer  any  accurate  means  of  jndging. 

4  **  Par-U  non-seulement  on  conservoit  les  c<Hpe  d*ane 
fiunllle  enUire,  mais  en  descendant  dans  ces  lieuz  softter- 
rains,  ou  lis  etolent  deposes,  on  poavolt  se  reprAsenter  en  ua 
Instant  tons  ses  anc^tres  depois  (dusJetirs  miliiers  d^anntai 
tels  &  pen  pr^s  qn'ils  etoleat  de  lenr  vivant.*'— Jfotl/sC. 

* "  Maltas  olim  pyramldas  fnltse  e  minis  argaltnr.  * 
Zoega.—VanBleb,  who  visited  more  than  tea  of  the  soiaU 
pyramids,  is  of  opinion  that  there  must  have  originally  been 
a  hundred  in  this  place. 

Bee,  on  the  snbject  of  the  lake  to  the  northward  of  MempMs^ 
Skaw't  Trawdt,  p.  308. 
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,  and  the  fint  innbeam  falls  on  his  regenerated 
I. 

the  middle  of  the  chapel,  on  a  low  altar  of 
je,  lay  a  lifeless  female  form,  enshrined  within 
9  of  (nystal*— as  it  is  the  custom  to  presenre 
ctd  in  Ethiopia — and  looking  as  freshly  heaa- 
as  if  the  soul  had  but  a  few  hours  departed, 
ag  the  emblems  of  death,'  on  the  front  of  the 
were  a  slender  lotus  branch  broken  in  two,  and 
ill  bird  just  winging  its  flight  from  the  spray, 
these  memorials  of  the  dead,  however,  I  paid 
ittle  attention;  for  there  was  a  living  object 
upon  which  my  eyes  were  now  mtently  fxed. 
e  lamp,  by  which  the  whole  of  the  chape,  was 
nated,  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  pale 
3  in  the  shrine ;  and  between  its  light  and  me 
a  female  form,  bending  over  the  monument, 
to  gaze  upon  the  silent  features  withm.  The 
}n  in  which  this  figure  was  placed,  intercept- 
Btrong  light,  afforded  me,  at  fint,  but  an  im- 
:t  and  shadowy  view  of  it  Yet  even  at  this 
outline  I  felt  my  iieart  beat  high — and  memo- 
d  no  less  share,  as  it  proved,  in  this  feeling  than 
nation.  For,  on  the  head  changing  its  posi- 
90  as  to  let  a  gleam  fall  upon  the  features,  I 
with  a  transport  which  had  almost  led  me  to 
y  my  lurking-place,  that  it  was  she — ^the  young 
tipper  of  Isis — ^the  same,  the  very  same,  whom 
1  seen,  brightening  the  holy  place  where  she 
,  and  looking  like  an  inhabitant  of  some  purer 

e  movement,  by  which  she  had  now  afibided 
1  opportunity  of  recognising  her,  was  made  in 
g  from  the  shrine  a  small  cross'  of  silver, 
I  lay  directly  over  the  bosom  of  the  lifeless 
Bringing  it  close  to  her  lips,  she  kissed  it 
a  religious  fervor;  then,  turning  her  eyes 
ifully  upwards,  held  them  fixed  with  a  degree 


y  for  the  same  reason,  and  partly  for  another,  still  more 
tl,  the  early  Christians  osed  to  apply  this  emblem  Co 
"  Bontu  iUe  scarabcns  meos,**  says  SL  Augustine, 
;i  tantum  de  caosi  quod  anigenltns,  quod  ipsemet 
ctor  roortallam  speciem  indnerit,  sed  qnbd  inhacnos- 
e  sese  volotaverlt  et  ex  hac  ipsft  nasci  volaerlc** 
,en  Egyptiens  ont  fait  aossl,  poar  conserver  lean 
des  caisses  de  verro.**— D9  Pamw.  He  mentions,  also, 
ther  place,  a  sort  of  transparent  sabstance,  which  the 
•tan^  nsed  for  the  same  purpose,  and  which  was  tn- 
y  mistaken  by  the  Greeks  for  glass, 
^n  prfttre,  qui  brise  la  tige  d*nne  flenr,  des  olseauzqui 
lent,  sont  les  emblcmes  de  la  mort  et  de  Tftme  qai  se 
du  corps.**— JDeiwa. 
seus  employs  the  same  image  in  the  Phcdra:-^ 

Opvtf  yap  &s  us  cc  X'P*'*'  a^vtos  (i, 

cross  was,  among  the  Egyptians,  the  eflablem  of  a 

Ufc. 

e  singular  appearance  of  a  Cross  to  ftequeatly  le- 


of  inspired  earnestness,  as  if,  at  that  moment,  in 
direct  conmiunion  with  Heaven,  they  saw  neither 
roof,  nor  any  other  earthly  barrier,  between  them 
and  the  skies. 

What  a  power  is  there  in  innocence !  whose  very 
helplessness  is  its  safeguard — in  whose  presence 
even  Passion  himself  stands  abashed,  and  turns 
worshipper  at  the  very  altar  which  he  came  to  de- 
spoil !  She,  who,  bnt  a  short  hour  before,  had  pre- 
sented herself  to  my  imagination  as  something  I 
could  have  risked  immortality  to  win — she,  whom 
gladly,  from  the  floor  of  her  own  lighted  temple, 
in  the  very  face  of  its  proud  ministers,  I  would  have 
home  away  in  triumph,  and  dared  all  punishments, 
divine  and  himtian,  to  make  her  mirg>— that  very 
creature  was  now  before  me,  as  if  thrown  by  fate 
itself,  into  my  p«wer — standing  there,  beantiful  and 
alone,  with  nothing  but  her  innocence  for  her 
guard!  Yet,  no— so  touching  was  the  purity  of 
the  whole  scene,  so  calm  and  august  that  protection 
which  the  dead  extended  over  the  living,  that  every 
earthly  feeling  was  forgotten  as  I  gazed,  and  love 
itself  became  exalted  into  reverence. 

But,  entranced  as  I  felt  in  witnessing  such  a 
scene,  thus  to  enjoy  it  by  stealth  seemed  to  me  a 
wrong,  a  sacrilege — and,  rather  than  let  her  eyes 
encoimter  the  flash  of  mine,  or  disturb,  by  a  whis- 
per, that  sacred  silence,  in  which  Youth  and  Death 
hold  communion  through  undying  Love»  I  ^ould 
have  suffered  my  heart  to  break,  without  a  mtirmur, 
where  I  stood.  Gently,  as  if  life  itself  depended  on 
my  every  movement,  I  stole  away  from  that  tran- 
quil and  holy  scene— leaving  it  still  holy  and  tran- 
quil as  I  had  foimd  it — and,  gliding  back  through  the 
same  passages  and  windings  by  which  I  had  enter- 
ed, reached  again  the  narrow  stairway,  and  reas- 
conded  into  light 

The  Sim  had  just  risen,  and,  from  the  summit  of 


curring  aooong  the  hieroglyphics  of  Egypt,  had  excited  the 
curiosity  of  the  Christians  at  a  very  early  period  of  ecclesi- 
astical history ;  and  as  some  of  the  Priests,  who  were  ac- 
quainted with  the  meaning  of  the  hieroglyphics,  became 
convened  to  Christianity,  the  secret  transpired.  *  The  con- 
verted heathens,*  says  Socrates  Scholastlcns,  'explained  the 
symbol,  and  declared  that  it  signified  Life  to  Cone.*  **— Oforir. 

Llpsius,  therefore,  is  mistaken  in  supposing  the  Cross  to 
have  been  an  emblem  peculiar  to  the  Christians.  See,  oa 
this  sufajlect,  VHutaire  des  Juift,  liv.  vl.  c.  18. 

It  is  singular  enough  that  while  the  Cross  was  thus  held 
sacred  among  the  Egyptians,  not  only  the  custom  of  marfclnf 
the  forehead  with  the  sign  of  the  Cross,  but  Baptism  and 
the  consecration  of  the  bread  in  the  Eucharist,  were  imitated 
in  the  mysterious  ceremonies  of  Mithra.— 7>rtii//.  d*  Fr9- 

zitfm  is  of  opinion  that  the  Cross,  said  to  have  been  for  the 
first  time  (bund,  on  the  destruction  of  the  tempie  of  Serapis, 
by  the  Christians,  could  not  liave  been  the  crux  ansata;  as 
nothing  is  more  common  than  this  emblem  on  all  the  Vgjp- 


t  TMt  rtiltj  of  irmi«t«^-*^Q*  if  pavi»d  td  Imi  oJghfi 

th»  miM'Tiar  splend&f  of  her  Loi4  My  fii«t  imt^uW 
wv  ta  flif  At  tmce  fiem  llik  dsngmw  ii|»otf  ttnd  in 
B*«f  1o««i  luul  pl»«iWi<  mtk  Gari^UUIoi^f*  &f  the 

«licf&inifd,  **  out  rif  th»  df^n  of  thll  «iic&aiiti|Mnli  I 

fcEimf  tam  wtii  mf  tmn  niscf^filibllity  to  aew  linpre«* 
«biiAi  to  f««|  Any  df^ubt  Ihnt  I  duiU  nwnL  biv^  the 
i|ic^11  thai  in  now  around  m«*^ 

But  YTkln  «r«Ri  tU  my  tiTorU  wid  raa)lT>e«^  Eveii 
while  «we«riac  ^  %  ^'■^  l^^i  ^  f^'ved  my  H.t#p 
M  Ih^fBiinf  ieily  maud  '*      —     *  l—my  vyoi 

tfH  tll^fd  lovudi  the  pe l       .ett^n4  thw 

mrliatitrtiMi  fit^di  t!i0  w^ld  of  tht  Uvini^P  Hour  af* 
lei  hour  did  I  WQudc;  throtigh  tbnldCity  of  Silp^kCe* 
lil,  «tlvady.  It  VB«  tQld-dft|r,  and,  tiud^r  th<>  Kttii*ii 
MWiMkli  py^  th«  mighty  pynmid  of  p^TiLmida  «tood, 
SIkt  ft  C^^   K^Hritf  NbiuliiwIrMt,' 

Agnin  did  thcue  wild  und  piisaaiuita  fvoLuigaf 
whkHy  for  the  nioiiirnlt  \wf  ]>nvic«t]CEt  had  «ubduod 
kilo  r«sT«feDocit  rHum  to  lake  poaficiseion  of  iuy  im- 
igiuiHon  niad  my  wn»cM*  I  «vi:?b  rvpfoatlicd  my- 
aalf  for  lh«  aw«  that  hod  held  iiie  BpelUbouiid  bvfore 
h«*  "  What  "  thought  T,  *•  would  my  compimioQs 
0(  tb9  Qiiden  nyi  did  they  kaow  Ihut  Uit?ir  chicf-^ 
lltt  wbOM  patii  LoTe  had  Ktr^r^d  with  lroplii«»— 
im  BOTP  lining  for  a  viinjib  Egyptian  girtt  m  wboM 
ptm$tK»  he  hftd  uot  diu-ed  to  utlcr  a  aiii^le  ii^b|,4i'nd 
who  hitd  vaEVt^uiflbod  U^o  victor,  without  ovoii  kiiow- 
ing  her  triumph  '"* 

A  blii*h  camp  over  my  cbpek  at  Iho  humUlatm^ 
tbou;fht,  und  I  dettTKiiiu^d,  nt  all  n.^k^j  to  attujt  b^r 
coming.  Thut  she  BhoiiJd  he  an  in  mole  of  tho(» 
f^oamy  cavenu  E^iwmcd  inconircjvablc  ;  nor  did  Iheru 
appear  to  bi"*  auy  ogn*ia  out  of  ibeir  dipt  lis  but  by 
the  pjTamid  Aj^iu,  tberefore^  I  ike  a  ficntlut^t  of 
the  dtiud,  did  I  puct^  np  and  do^rn  urooiig  those 
Couib^iH  coiitrostin^  tiiourn  full}'  tlie  burning  fevoi  in 
my  vwn  veins  witli  tbo  cold  qtilct  of  thosa  who  Uy 
d umbering  nroiuid. 

At  length  Iho  intense  g\oM7  of  the  «un  ov^r  my 
hi^adt  oad,  eliU  more^  thut  «vcr  rvsllt^fs  agitntiou  ia 
Diy  hi' aft,  boo  a  mo  too  uitich  fur  oven  strength  hke 
mine  to  endui-&.  Exhauated,  I  threw  myflelf  down 
lit  the  bas*j  of  I  he  pyramid^hooBJug  my  p]ace 
directly  under  the  t»orliiii  wheris  ptpii  should  stutji- 
Ur  fflirpnKe  !Uf,   niy  lu^art.  if  not  my  enr,  might 


I  It  \viis  an.  Idt'ii  i^ntcTinint'd  mtong  the  (inci^nli  ih^i  VJic 

«»p  .fffljflritnu^  *t/jrfri^i>i(j}  ftJt  nrvei  ta  efiiit  any  *li*niow. 

»  From   [hi3   iiinry  of  BboiltJjw,   Ztf^jfa  thinks,  *'  vSikntiir 

Arabia  iiiii.-,iii  ftfripiiVftw  ul  la  aaa  Pi  pj-raoild^but.Btfninoco* 

kAl»itM«  (UcpirnE  uiaUftrein  n^dim  imiff^  jniUhrUUdl^li 


ilOl  k«i#p  woleb,  «iid  bv  9 
could  not  fad  to  aw3i3te  om» 

AHer  many  «a  iaeSi^c^^a^ 
rinewij  I  ftt  ieofth  iimk  b 
&(S«tMie«.  Thi-  mmm  h 
in  oTtty  waiktj  of  tliope^  fi 
{Mkl(4  tf  nmowy,  emtld  i 
goddMa  Nftftha,  ii jxm  her  thj 
to  mU  with  the  veil  just  J 
widcb  litJ  tlifin  t)0  mortal 
now,  hki>  the  beRntffd  «sich 
her  xW  ^in  out  tbe  pyn 
dwoti  faf  ng««,— 

"  Fkir  Hhodnpe.t  aa  Btory 
Tlie  tirbjsbt  uoeaJthlyai' 

njii  Lmly  of  the  Psrajid 

Bo  ]ottg  had  luy  fiecp  o< 
owok^t  I  found  tlm  mooa  s 
the  botizoo*  But  ^i  sitnin 
and  Uftlcoi  aa  before  ;  nor  i 
betmy  (hat  Juiy  foot  bad  paa 
Ecfro^edr  bowe%*cr,  by  my 
fuiicry  »\M  more  excit&d  by 
which  I  hod  been  dreammgf 
the  chopcl  in  tlio  pymmld,  a 
ble,  to  thia  Btrtrngn  mysl«ry  j 

IlQTUig  leamodt  from  Ibo 
eedmg  night,  iho  ine^QTiet 
those  kbynnlbs  without  a  I 
provide  ntyct?lf  with  a  I^mp  i 
ing  my  wny  back  with  som4 
I  there  found  not  otdy  m; 
dates  and  dril^d  fruits,  of  w! 
vided  with  store,  for  my 
watem,  and  which,  aA^r  so 
iieucc,  Wf^re  now  a  moel  ygi 
relief. 

Thus  pfcpared,  1  xigalo 
and  was  proceeding  to  searel 
when  a  loud,  dismisJ  iioitio  n 
to  which  a][  the  m{?lancho[y 
gavo  aiifwer*  The  &aimd  c 
Great  Temple  on  the  ^hore  c 
sort  of  Ehrifk  which  ita  ^atci 
ion'  as  they  are  called — ua^td 
from  their  hinges,  when  open 
tilts  ncwl3^-|aiid«l  dead. 

I  bad,  more  tlmn  uo^o  he 


qujB  a*' JVC  to  *iio  ijamluci  Liiizlh^ 
fdmni.     Eve  i\lii}  L'K^^le  lit.  JH, 

Cueytl  fhoc  tai  DLLi^iaaiii  et  la 
opcrlrl,  gruvcni  a?pi'run^que  Gd«a 
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lys  with  sadnees ;  bat,  at  this  moment,  it 
brough  me  like  a  voice  of  ill  omen,  and 
doubted  whether  I  should  not  abandon  my 
;.  The  hesitation,  however,  was  but  mo- 
;— even  while  it  passed  through  my  mind, 
iched  the  spring  of  the  poxtal.  In  a  few 
nore,  I  was  again  in  the  passage  beneath 
mid ;  and,  being  enabled  by  the  light  of 
to  follow  the  windings  more  rapidly,  soon 
'self  at  the  door  of  the  small  chapel  in  the 

-ed,  still  awed,  though  there  was  now,  alas, 
Iving  within.  The  young  Priestess  had 
like  a  spirit  into  the  darkness  ;  and  all  the 
ained  as  I  had  left  it  on  the  preceding 
''he  lamp  still  stood  burning  upon  the  cryu- 
;  the  cross  was  lying  where  the  hands  of 
ig  mourner  had  placed  it,  and  the  cold 
ithin  the  shrine,  wore  still  the  same  tran- 
as  if  resigned  to  the  solitude  of  death — 
10  things  the  loneliest  Remembering  the 
I  had  seen  kiss  that  cross,  and  kindling 
recollection,  I  raised  it  passionately  to  my 
jt  the  dead  eyes,  I  thought,  met  mine, 
d  and  saddened  in  the  midst  of  my  ardor, 
d  the  cross  upon  the  shrine, 
now  lost  every  clue  to  the  object  of  my 
nd,  with  all  that  sullen  satisfaction  which 
,  even  when  unwelcome,  brings,  was  about 
my  steps  slowly  to  earth,  when,  as  I  held 
lamp,  on  leaving  the  chapel,  I  perceived 
gallery,  instead  of  terminating  here,  took 
and  snake-like  bend  to  the  left,  which 
?i  eluded  my  observation,  and  which  seemed 
-omise  of  a  pathway  still  farther  into  those 
Reanimated  by  this  discovery,  which 
new  source  of  hope  to  my  heart,  I  cast, 
nent,  a  hesitating  look  at  my  lamp,  aa  if 
3  whether  it  would  be  faithful  through 
n  I  was  about  to  encounter,  and  then, 
urther  consideration,  rushed  eageriy  for- 


CIIAPTER  VII. 

ith  led,  for  a  while,  through  the  same  sort 
r  windings  as  thoso  which  I  had  before 
vd  in  descending  the  stairway;  and  at 
Micd,  in  a  similar  manner,  into  a  straight 
'  gallery',  along  each  side  of  which  stood. 


the  custom  of  burying  the  dead  apright,  ("  pott 
tia  bnsto  corpora,**  as  Statioa  describes  It,)  Dr. 
c face  to  (he  9d  section  of  his  fifth  volome.    Th«7 


closely  ranged  and  upright,  a  file  of  lifeless  bodies,* 
whose  glassy  eyes  appeared  to  glare  upon  me  pre- 
tematurally  as  I  paased. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  this  gallery,  I  found  my 
hopes,  for  the  second  ti^e,  vanish  ;  as  the  path,  it 
was  manifest,  extended  no  farther.  The  only  object 
I  was  able  to  discern,  by  the  glinunering  of  my 
lamp,  which  now  burned,  every  minute,  fainter  and 
fainter,  was  the  mouth  of  a  huge  well,  that  lay 
goping  before  me — a  reservoir  of  darkness,  black 
and  unfathomable  It  now  crossed  my  memory 
that  I  had  once  heard  of  such  wells,  as  being  used 
occasionally  for  passages  by  the  priests.  I  meaning 
down,  therefore,  cvtt  tlie  edge,  I  examined  anxiously 
all  within,  in  order  to  see  if  it  afibrded  the  means  of 
effecting  a  descent  into  the  chasm ;  but  the  sides,  I  • 
could  perceive,  were  hard  and  smocui  as  flaas, 
being  varnished  all  over  w'ih  that  sort  of  c'ark 
pitch,  which  the  Dead  Sea  throws  out  upon  its 
slimy  shore. 

After  a  more  attentive  scrutiny,  however,  I  ob- 
served, at  the  depth  of  a  few  feet,  a  sort  of  inm 
step,  projecting  dimly  from  the  side,  and,  below  it, 
another,  which,  though  hardly  perceptible,  was 
just  sufficient  to  encourage  an  adventurous  foot  to 
the  trial.  Though  all  hope  of  tracing  the  young 
Priestess  was  now  at  an  end — ^it  being  impossible 
that  female  foot  ihould  have  ventured  on  this 
descent — yet,  as  I  had  engaged  so  far  in  the  ad- 
venture, and  there  was,  at  least,  a  mystery  to  be 
unravelled,  I  determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  explore 
the  chasm.  Placing  my  lamp,  therefore,  (whkh 
was  hollowed  at  the  bottom,  so  as  to  be  worn  like 
a  helmet,)  firmly  upon  my  head,  and  having  thus 
both  hands  at  liberty  for  exertion,  I  set  my  foot 
cautiously  on  the  iron  step,  and  descended  into  the 
well. 

I  found  the  same  footing,  at  regular  intervals,  to 
a  considerable  depth ;  and  had  already  counted  near 
a  hundied  of  these  steps,  when  the  ladder  altogether 
ceased,  and  I  could  descend  no  farther.  In  vain 
did  I  stretch  down  my  foot  in  search  of  support — 
the  hard*  slippery  sides  were  all  that  it  encountered. 
At  length,  stooping  my  head,  so  as  to  let  the  light 
fall  below,  I  observed  an  opening  or  window  directly 
above  the  step  on  which  I  stood ;  and,  taking  for 
granted  that  the  way  must  lie  in  that  direction, 
contrived  to  clamber,  with  no  small  difficulty, 
through  the  aperture. 

I  now  found  myself  on  a  rude  and  narrow  stair- 
way, the  steps  of  which  were  cut  out  of  the  living 
rock,  and  wound  spirally  downward  in  the  same 


used  Co  Insert  precious  stones  in  the  place  of  the  eyvs.  **  Les 
jenx  Violent  formes  d*«m4raades,  de  torqaolses,**  iKe^— Vlda 
Mu0mdfh  qaoVtd  by  Q—frwirfn. 


.'  ■' 


vkk^h  vMnrd  on  if  i|  wodd  prrtt  eii4.  I>  aft 

pi»  ii«|tt  ckstd  ilirrctJy  ififUM  Kt^  pilbp  m  H 
wholtf  to  fofbid  any  fmrthft  i^m^ji^.  Ma«y  taii 
f^^BAtir,   hew^-vr^,   ■«   tfae^  WV*,  1    fottlMl,  tn  mj 

dpranj  th^m  witll  HIM    M  IMdl|f 
ptMiiau*  faidi  £iv«  ir«jr  to  n|-  tooc^. 


lh«f  WC^  «ti|itvtr»ae*ii  ^Btfkli  tram  tlk0 

if  Aiwi^rii  to  ncbtt't  Mbr  «r  iCNi% 


uvidn ;  wtul«  iSMOf  Cbe  Tonw  I 

vuiiifi  fomaj"  iaii<%,  viarb,  toirenof  L^  &^  diatfr 

■bavfi  aU  lilt-  iti«ti  fi^nDnd  tbv  fpn^  «  li  vw^  JMi 

Hum  Um  I^  %]rp4i4it)'i  Up^^l  yei  fmnea^^  105'- 
pp4f  IImI  Ifaft  VvtO*  i  ti(/w  U*fani  wuM  ije»f  eouxkizaf 
l^l^frt  ftUit  lu«iiil  Imnvi-jiJ)  uf  all  Uiiit  choLr,  uid 
mIIIi^  I«  tik»«  lik«  ft  itJi44iU  «i]iiril  i/vm  iu  fipbeie. 

4rv4tmi}i  liiit    fmiiul,  liJ    my   iiHJiiiiicuttDtir  lh«l  it 

Iftv  Mlitv^hii  itirii*!  lit  i  iNibiUHii  ntv  ftitpfiwM  10  Il4tv 
h«ta.*  tatMitMt  Ml  II  tl4>ti.ik|iUMii  4M  bhM-K  ttitiiMiti'iiiA  pFihtfimae 
Mi^4^kJi^uaib  iii<ttl  *|Ltu,i.i<<i.  H  liii  K  111  ini^*u*  tit  Hi*  CvfAftm)- 

^41  wkMi  H>4iktttiaitt  iW|«t<^H«  ^tiuMti  iHu^rrif 

^tUliMid,  ^,.1  l-UmtM  ^Jl'V  ^»4ti^  M^IMlllMt  ItriM'lIK 
iilill'liilttll  I4  •Mil    i^'*         t^>li>»  Ul^Mlll  ul4  l4Ul4 


MTttl  l^ttftRbd  0^  ft 

kvvebl*  lift 


p^»tt«tiit*dt  to  t 

p«nlki  to  tbft 

]  k»b^^ 

of  Ihrid  and  ^ssaIj  i«d%ltt. 
that  of  dr^tb^raulti  rtlfl 
if  iny  cjisft  d*J  not  deootv 
aUmprflP  Wf«?^  ft|  that  my  1 


which  I  bad  just  ] 

cdftTftcteia  of  tigbt,  az 

VcfB,  w^  wmgU 
Yon  irirlbk*  III 

To  Lit,  of  tn  dil 
Bni  iiv''er  lo  to 

T«a,  wiko  ftvptto 
TistopftfiM 

B^  Urt  teounoC 
Of  tVsiex,  ^4 

[|  ^|*occr»  ubtl  pa 

lotu  light  y^m.  ] 

El»  Uita  Uctil 
WUh  {hat  3eci 

By  ihe  \> jli  o| 
But  if 


Mm  the  lett^n  fadod  airsy 

air^Jy  mtd.!igible  iLuu  ihe 

I      A  ocw  hope  now  Boshcc] 

,  of  the   Garden,   wliich  hn 

I  sliDoct    fofgottcQ,    rcLumed 

"  Asa  I,  thtD,'^  I  Ficjiiime^ 

|ffoajiji«l  inj6tor>-  ?    and  fh 

Ctienial  Life  indted  be  niLni 

^      ^*  Yes !"  scfiiiGd  to  luuii 

^)i^il'Toil^er,    which   etjJL    wa 

j     9  Snp-p  GUr  lh«  echoei  ia  the  pyi 

itnc^  Ue  lliti^]i.'r£  eLde  li  i^til^rus,  pi 
tiruit  lemble  de  ia  rtmdn*,  qsi'rtti  li 
lie  >pcclrr»,  dca  iT[u«]ijni  iimgiqa 
*i  Lm  oEvlUfj  tt/Ul  fiijouibk',*''' — J 
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erowning  the  choir  with  its  nngle  sweetneo.  I 
bailed  the  omen  with  transport  Love  and  Immor- 
tality, hoth  heckoning  me  onward — ^who  would  give 
even  a  thought  to  fear,  with  two  such  bright  hopea 
in  prospect?  Having  invoked  and  blesnd  that  un- 
known enchantress,  whose  steps  had  led  me  to  this 
abode  of  mystery  and  knowledge,  I  mstantly  plunged 
into  the  chasm. 

Instead  of  that  vague,  spectral  twilight  which 
had  at  first  met  my  eye,  I  now  found,  as  I  entered, 
a  thick  darkness,  which,  though  far  leas  horrible, 
was,  at  this  moment,  still  more  disconcerting,  as  my 
lamp,  which  had  been,  for  some  time,  almost  use- 
less, was  now  fast  expiring.  Resolved,  however,  to 
make  the  most  of  its  last  gleam,  I  hastened,  with 
rapid  step,  through  this  gloomy  region,  which  ap- 
peared to  be  wider  and  more  open  to  the  air  than 
any  I  had  yet  passed.  Nor  was  it  long  before  the 
sadden  appearance  of  a  bright  blaze  in  the  distance 
announced  to  me  that  my  first  great  Trial  was  at 
hand.  As  I  drew  nearer,  the  flames  before  me 
boist  high  and  wide  on  all  sides ; — and  the  awful 
q>ectacle  that  then  presented  itself  was  such  as 
might  have  daunted  hearts  far  more  accustomed  to 
dangers  than  mine. 

There  lay  before  me,  extending  completely  across 
my  path,  a  thicket,  or  grove,  of  the  most  combusti- 
ble trees  of  Egypt — ^tamarind,  pine,  and  Arabian 
balm ;  while  around  their  stems  and  branches  were 
eoiled  serpents  of  fire,'  which,  twisting  themselves 
rapidly  from  bough  to  bough,  spread  the  contagion 
of  their  own  wild-fire  as  they  went,  and  involved 
tree  after  tree  in  one  general  blaze.  It  was,  indeed, 
rapid  as  the  burning  of  those  reed-beds  of  Ethiopia,* 
whose  light  is  often  seen  brightening,  at  night,  the 
distant  cataracts  of  the  Nile. 

Through  the  middle  of  this  blazing  grove,  I  could 
now  perceive  my  only  pathway  lay.  There  was 
not  a  moment,  tiierefore,  to  be  lost — for  the  confla- 
gration gamed  rapidly  on  either  side,  and  already 
the  narrowing  path  between  was  strewed  with 
vivid  fire.  Casting  away  my  now  useless  lamp,  and 
holding  my  robe  as  some  slight  protection  over  my 
head,  I  ventured,  with  trembling  limbs,  into  the 
blaze. 

Instantly,  as  if  my  presence  had  given  new  life 
to  the  flames,  a  fresh  outbreak  of  combustion  arose 
on  all  sides.  The  trees  clustered  into  a  bower  of 
firs  above  my  head,  while  the  serpents  that  hung 
hissing  from  the  red   branches   shot  showers  of 


>  ^  Ces  coniiddratloni  me  portent  i  penser  que,  dans  les 
■lystAres,  ces  pbenomioes  6toient  beaucoap  mieaz  exica- 
Itas.  et  sani  oniparaison  plas  terrible*  h.  Talde  de  qnelque 
aewposlilmi  pyriqne,  qui  est  rest^e  cach^e,  comme  celle  da 
§m  Gr^geois."— />«  P«kw. 

•  **  U  n*y  a  point  d'aatre  moyen  que  de  porter  le  fea  daas 


sparkles  down  upon  me  as  I  passed.  Never  were 
decision  and  activity  of  more  avail:— one  minute 
later,  and  I  must  have  perished.  The  narrow  open- 
ing, of  which  I  had  so  promptly  availed  myself, 
cjosed  instantly  behind  me ;  and  as  I  looked  back, 
to  contemplate  the  ordeal  which  I  had  passed,  I  saw 
that  the  whole  grove  was  aheady  one  mass  of  fire. 

Rejoiced  to  have  escaped  this  first  trial,  I  instantly 
plucked  from  one  of  the  pine-trees  a  bough  that  was 
but  just  kindled,  and,  with  this  for  my  only  guide, 
hastened  breathlessly  forward.  I  had  advanced  but* 
a  few  paces,  when  the  path  turned  suddenly  oflT, 
leading  downwards,  as  I  could  perceive  by  the  glun- 
mer  of  my  brand,  into  a  more  confined  region, 
through  which  a  chilling  air,  as  if  from  some  neigh- 
boring waters,  blew  over  my  brow.  Nor  had  I 
proceeded  far  in  this  course,  when  the  sound  of  tor- 
rents*— mixed,  as  I  thought,  from  time  to  time,  with 
shrill  wailings,  resembling  the  cries  of  persoiss  in 
danger  or  distress — fell  mournfully  upon  my  ear.  .^t 
every  step  the  noise  of  the  dashing  wate.^  ocreased, 
and  I  now  perceived  that  I  had  entered  ar  immense 
rocky  cavern,  through  the  middle  of  which,  head- 
long as  a  winter-torrent,  the  dark  flood,  to  whose 
roar  I  had  been  listening,  poured  its  waters ;  while 
upon  its  surface  floated  grim  spectre-like  shapes, 
which,  as  they  went  by,  sent  forth  those  dismal 
shrieks  I  had  heard — as  if  in  fear  of  some  awful 
precipice  towards  whose  brink  they  were  hurrying. 

I  saw  plainly  that  across  that  torrent  must  be  my 
course.  It  was,  mdeed,  fearful;  but  in  courage 
and  perseverance  now  lay  my  only  hope.  What 
awaited  me  on  the  opposite  shore,  I  knew  not ; 
for  all  there  was  immersed  in  impenetrable  gloom, 
nor  could  the  feeble  light  which  I  carried  send  its 
glimmer  half  so  far.  Dismissing,  however,  all 
thoughts  but  that  of  pressing  onward,  I  sprung  from 
the  rock  on  which  I  stood  mto  the  flood,  trusting 
that,  with  my  right  hand,  I  should  be  able  to  buffet 
the  current,  while,  with  the  other,  as  long  as  a  gleam 
of  my  brand  remained,  I  might  hold  it  aloft  to  guide 
me  safely  to  the  shore. 

Long,  formidable,  and  almost  hopeless  was  the 
struggle  I  had  now  to  maintain ;  and  more  than 
once,  overpowered  by  the  rush  of  the  waters,  I  had 
given  myself  up,*  as  destined  to  follow  those  pale, 
death-like  apparitions,  that  still  went  past  me,  hur- 
rying onward,  with  mournful  cries,  to  find  their 
doom  in  some  invisible  gulf  beyond. 

At  length,  just  as  ciy  strength  was  neariy  ex* 


eei  (brAts  de  toseanx,  qal  r^paodent  alon  dam  Unt  \e  pais 
ane  laml^re  aassi  considerable  que  celle  du  Jonr  m^me.**— 
Maillety  torn.  i.  p.  63. 

*  The  Nile,  P/iny  tells  ns,  was  admitted  into  the  Pnaaild. 

«  **  On  ezer^lt,**  says  Dufuit^  **  les  nvipleodalres,  pea- 
dant  ploaiears  Joors,  i  traverser,  i  la  nafe,  use  gnada 


ill. 
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haoiled,  and  the  last  remaina  of  the  pine  braneh 
were  dropping  from  my  hand,  I  aaw,  oatatratehiiig 
towards  ine  into  the  water,  a  light  double  balua- 
trade,  with  a  flifrht  of  nlepa  between,  mnending, 
almoct  pcrpendiciilariy,  from  the  wave,  till  they 
aeemed  Imrt  in  a  denm  mans  of  clouds  above.  This 
frljmpw — for  it  was  nothing  more,  as  my  light 
exiHred  in  f^vinj;  it — lent  new  spring  to  my 
cotini;:e.  Having  now  both  hands  at  liberty,  so 
desperate  wore  my  ofSbrts,  that,  after  a  few  min- 
iittV  rtnii;irle,  I  fflt  my  brow  strike  agauMt  the 
stairway,  and,  in  an  instant,  my  feet  were  on  the 
steps. 

Rf'jnired  at  my  escape  from  that  perilous  flood, 
thoii^  I  knew  not  whither  the  stairway  led,  I 
promptly  aKcnded  the  Kteps.  But  this  feeling  of 
confidence  was  of  short  duration.  I  had  not 
mountiMl  far,  when,  to  my  horror,  I  perceived  that 
each  pncr<'fM\'e  step,  as  my  foot  left  it,  broke 
away  frum  beneatli  me,  lea\'in«r  me  in  mid-air, 
witli  no  other  alternative  than  that  of  still  mount- 
in:;  by  tiio  same  momentar>*  footing,  and  with  the 
appalling  doubt  wliether  it  would  even  endure  my 
tread. 

And  tliiw  did  I,  for  a  few  seconds,  continue  to 
ascend,  with  nothing  beneath  mo  but  that  awful 
riwr,  in  which — so  tranquil  ha^  it  now  become — 
I  could  hear  the  plash  of  the  falling  fragments,  as 
ever}*  step  in  succession  gave  way  from  under  my 
feet.     It  was  a  most  fearful  moment— but  even  slill 
worve  remained.     I  now  found  the  balustrade,  by 
wliirh  I  had  held  duriii!;  my  ajtcrni,  and  which  had 
hitlii»rto  apiH'jirrd  to  be  finn,  j:n>\vin(y  tremulous  in 
my  Ir.jiiil.  whiU*  tho  stop,  to  which  1  was  about  to 
tr.:>t   i"\N.!r.  iHttiTid  ii!i(!rr  my  foot.     Just  ihon,  a 
m-'in-  :it.ir\  tli-h.    a«<   ii'  o(  li^j^htiiini:,  l)n>k'»  around 
ii'.i-  :  :tii<i  I  s.iw.  haiiirm-r  out  of  f  '3  cloucN,  so  as  to  j 
Im«   li.m'ly    \Mthiu    my   narh,  a   hiv^o   hrazrn   rinn;'.  I 
IuM!:ic!.V'!\   I    strrtchril    forth    my  ann  to  fv'i/.o  it, 
an«l.  at  tin"  sam<^  in«<lant.  Ut\U  hahistrado  and  stops 
^MM-  way  h'Mioath   m«\  and   I  wa«*  l»  I'l  swiniriii:^  hy 
my  hands  m  I  ho  dark  viud.     As  it*,  too,  tiiis  niassy 
riuL:.  which   1  i:ras|H'<I,  was   hy  some   ma^ric  powrr  i 
huivi  d  \Mt!»  ail    the  winds  in  hoavon,  !i()  soonor  had  , 
I    :8ii.'.d    It    than,   like   the    toncln'ncj  of  a   sprinjr,  ! 
It   M-rmni   lo  iji\o  Kh>s('  to  ovory   variety  of  j^usls  , 
auvl    t«'mjH>ts,    that     vwr   strowod    tlio    pca-s!ioro  j 
\\a\i  \\  r.rks  or  iltad  ;  and,  as   1  swuui:  ahoiit,  tho  1 
sj>-'il  of  tlii.N  fit  III'  nial  strifo,  «\orv  now  hurM  of  its  ' 


I  know  not  how,faj  the 
up,  as  if  by  a  thoiaan 
round  and  ramd,  likA  a  i 
tinned  to  be  whnkd  fai  tl 
ing  chaoe,  till  my  bfmin  gi 
became  eonfneed,  and  I  i 
that  whed  of  the  infem 
EUemity  alone  ean  numbe 

Human  strength  eoukl 
trial  I  was  on  the  poii 
hoM,  when  suddenly  thu 
moderated; — ^my  whirl  tl 
ceased,  and  I  feJt  the  ring 
til! — happy  as  a  diipwrec 
touch  of  land — I  found  m] 
ground. 

At  the  same  moment,  a 
softness  filled  the  whole 
heard  in  dreams,  came  fit 
as  my  eyes  gradually  n 
vision,  a  scene  of  glory  ¥ 
most  too  bright  for  imagin 
real.  As  far  as  the  si^^^ht 
gardens  wero  seen,  opci 
tracts  of  light  and  verdi 
where  with  fountains,  tha 
of  life,  among  the  flow  en 
wanting,  that  the  fancy  c 
warmest  pictures  of  Elysiu 
or  promised.  Vistas,  open 
tinct  grandeur — streams, 
in  their  shadowy  course — 
leading,  by  mysterious  wii 
;:Iados  full  of  splendor  ai 
too.  (horo  ffll  a  li;rht,  fi 
rcsomhlinix  nothin;:^  that  il 
— a  sort  (»f  ixoldon  mf.K>nl 
radiance  of  day  with  tho  c 
ofnii^ht. 

Nor  wore  there  wanting 
loss  Panidise.  Throu^^h 
were  seen  wandorinij,  wit! 
of  happy  Fj>irits,  prouj>s  bo 
vonerahle  suid  of  lovely 
them,  the  Nile's  wliile  flo^ 
branches  of  the  ctern.d  pa 
over  tlin  verdant  lurf,  fai 
went  dancinj^  to  aerial  rr 
like  that  of  the  liirht,  invis 
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in  the  distanee,  than  my  wearineaB,  both  of  frame 
and  spirit,  was  forgotten.  A  thought  crosBed  me 
that  she,  whom  I  eonght,  might  haply  be  among 
them ;  and  notwithstanding  the  feeling  of  awe,  with 
^hich  that  unearthly  ncene  inspired  me,  I  was 
aboat  to  fly,  on  the  uistant,  to  ascertain  my  hope. 
But  while  in  the  act  of  making  the  efibrt,  I  felt  my 
robe  gently  pulled,  and  turning  round,  beheld  an 
aged  man  before  me,  whom,  by  the  sacred  hue  of 
his  garb,  I  knew  at  once  to  be  a  Hierophant  Pla- 
emg  a  branch  of  the  consecrated  palm  in  my  hand, 
he  said,  in  a  solemn  yoice,  **  Aspirant  of  the  Mys- 
teries, welcome!" — then,  regarding  me  for  a  few 
seconds  with  grave  attention,  added,  in  a  tone  of 
conrteonsnesB  and  interest,  **  The  victory  over  the 
body  hath  been  gamed ! — Follow  me,  young  Greek, 
to  thy  resting-place.'* 

1  obeyed  the  command  in  silence— and  the 
Priest,  turning  away  from  this  scene  of  splendor, 
into  a  secluded  pathway,  where  the  light  gradually 
faded  as  we  advanced,  led  me  to  a  small  pavilion, 
liy  the  side  of  a  whispering  stream,  where  the  very 
ifririt  of  slumber  seemed  to  preside,  and,  pointing 
•lently  to  a  bed  of  dried  poppy-leaves,  left  me  to 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Though  the  sight  of  that  splendid  scene,  whose 
^ories  opened  upon  me  like  a  momentary  glimpse 
into  another  worid,  had,  for  an  instant,  reanimated 
my  strength  and  spirit,  yet,  so  completely  was  my 
whole  frame  subdued  by  fatigue,  that,  even  had  the 
tonn  of  the  young  Priestess  herself  then  stood  be- 
iort  me,  my  limbs  would  have  sunk  in  the  effiirt  to 
reach  her.  No  sooner  bad  I  fallen  on  my  leafy 
oonch,  than  sleep,  like  a  sudden  death,  came  over 
me ;  and  I  lay,  for  hours,  in  that  deep  and  motion- 
lem  rest,  which  not  even  a  shadow  of  life  disturbs. 

On  awaking,  I  saw,  beside  me,  the  same  venera- 
ble personage,  who  had  welcomed  me  to  this  sub- 
temuean  world  on  the  preceding  night  At  the 
loot  of  my  couch  stood  a  statue,  of  Grecian  work- 
manship, representing  a  boy,  with  wings,  seated 
gracefully  on  a  lotus-flower,  and  having  the  fore- 
finger of  his  right  hand  pressed  to  his  lips.    This 

>  **  Enfln  Harpocrate  Atolt  araii  sor  le  loCnt,  qui  est  la 
plaate  du  Soleii.'*    Hut,  det  Jnift. 

•  For  the  two  caps  used  in  the  mysteries,  see  VHUttirt 
4t§  Jmifs,  liv.  iz.  e.  16. 

*  Osiris  voder  the  aame  of  Serapls,  was  supposed  to  rale 
•Mr  the  sQbtermDeaD  world ;  and  perfurmed  the  office  <^ 
fhrtiH  la  the  mythology  of  the  Effyptlaiis.    **  They  believed,** 


action,  together  with  the  glory  round  his  brows, 
denoted,  as  I  already  knew,  the  God  of  Silence  and 
light' 

Impatient  to  know  what  further  trials  awaited 
me,  I  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  Priest  ex- 
claimed, anxiously,  "  Hush  !'* — and,  pointing  to  the 
statue  at  the  foot  of  the  couch,  said« — **  Let  the 
spell  of  that  Spirit  be  upon  thy  lips,  young  stranger, 
till  the  wisdom  of  thy  instructora  shall  think  fit  to 
remove  it  Not  unaptly  doth  the  same  deity  pre- 
side over  Silence  and  Light ;  smce  it  is  only  out  of 
the  depth  of  contemplative  silence,  that  the  great 
light  of  the  soul.  Truth,  can  arise  V*' 

Little  used  to  the  language  of  dictation  or  in- 
struction, I  was  now  preparing  to  rise,  when  the 
Priest  again  restrained  me ;  and,  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, two  boys,  beautiful  as  the  yoong  Genii  of  the 
stars,  entered  the  pavilion.  They  were  habited  in 
long  garments  of  the  purest  white,  and  bore  each  a 
small  golden  chalice  in  his  hand.*  Advancing 
towards  me,  they  stopped  on  opposite  sMjios  of  the 
couch,  and  one  of  them,  presenting  to  me  his  chal- 
ice of  gold,  said, 'm  a  tone  between  singing  and 
speaking, — 

"  Drink  of  this  cap— Osiris*  sips 
The  same  in  his  halls  below ; 
And  the  same  he  gives,  to  cool  the  lips 
Of  the  Dead«  who  downward  go. 
**  Drink  of  this  rap— the  water  within 
Is  fresh  flrom  Lethe's  stream ; 
*Twi'li  make  the  past,  with  all  its  sin, 
And  all  its  pain  and  sorrows,  seem 
Like  a  long-forgotten  dream ! 
"The  pleasure,  whose  charms 
^       AresteepMin  wo; 
The  knowledge,  that  harms 
,  Thesoal  toknow; 

"The  hope,  that,  bright 
As  the  lake  of  the  waste. 
Allures  the  sight, 
Bat  mocks  the  taste ; 
**  The  love,  that  binds 
Its  innocent  wreath. 
Where  the  serpent  winds, 
In  venom,  beneath  ;— 
"  All  that,  of  evil  or  fklse,  by  thee 
Hath  ever  been  known  or  seen. 
Shall  melt  away  in  this  cap^  and  be 
Forgot,  as  it  never  had  been !" 

Unwilling  to  throw  a  slight  on  this  strange  cere- 
mony, I  leaned  forward,  with  all  due  gravity,  and 
tasted  the  cup ;  which  I  had  no  sooner  done  tbui 

says  Dr.  Prichard,  "  that  Sepis  presided  over  the  regloa  of 
departed  seals,  daring  the  period  of  their  absence,  when 
langaishing  wilhoni  bodies,  and  that  the  dead  were  deposit- 
ed In  his  palace.**    jSnsIfHt  •f  tAs  EgyptUm  Mftktltgf. 

*  "Frigidam  illam  aqoam  post  mortem,  tanqnam  Bebss 
poeolaro,  ezpeUtam.**  ZMy«v— The  Lethe  of  the  E^yptteM 
was  esUed  Amelee.    Bee  th^mit^  torn.  viil.  p.  631. 
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the  youBg  cap-bearer,  on  the  other  ade,*  invited  my 
attention;  and,  in  his  turn,  presenting  the  chalice 
which  he  held,  sung,  with  a4oice  Btill  sweeter  than 
that  of  his  companion,  the  following  strain : — 

"Drink  of  this  cnp— when  Isis  led 
Her  boy,  of  old,  to  the  beaming  ikyi 
She  mingled  a  dnoght  divloe,*  and  said— 
'  Drink  of  this  cap,  thoa*it  never  die !' 

**  Thus  do  I  say  and  sing  to  thee. 

Heir  of  that  boundless  heaven  on  high, 
Thongh  frail,  and  fall'n,  and  lost  thoa  be, 
Dilnk  of  this  enp,  thon'lt  never  die  !** 

Well  as  I  had  hitherto  kept  my  philoeophy  on  its 
guard  against  the  illusions  with  which,  I  knew,  this 
region  abounded,  the  young  cup-bearer  had  here 
touched  a  spring  of  imagination,  over  which  my 
philoeophy,  as  has  been  seen,  had  but  little  control. 
No  sooner  had  the  words,  "  thou  shalt  never  die," 
struck  on  my  ear,  than  the  dream  of  the  Garden 
came  fully  to  my  mind;  and,  starting  half-way 
from  the  couch,  I  stretched  forth  my  hands  to  the 
cup.  But,  recollecting  myself  instantly,  and  fearing 
that  I  had  betrayed  to  others  a  weakneas  fit  only 
for  my  own  secret  indulgence,  I  sunk  back  again, 
with  a  smile  of  affected  indifference  on  my  couch — 
while  the  young  minstrel,  but  little  interrupted  by 
my  movement,  still  contmued  his  stram,  of  which  I 
heard  but  the  concluding  words : — 

**  And  Memory,  too,  with  her  dreams  shall  come, 
Dreams  of  a  former,  happier  day. 
When  Heaven  was  still  the  Spirit's  home. 
And  her  winp  had  not  yet  (alien  away ; 
**  Glimpses  of  glory,  ne'er  forgot, 

That  tell,  like  gleams  on  a  sonset  sea, 
What  once  hath  been,  what  now  is  not. 
But,  oh !  what  again  shall  brightly  be." 

Though  the  assurances  of  immortality  contained 
in  these  verses  would  at  any  other  moment — vain 
and  visionary  as  I  thought  them — have  sent  my 
fancy  wandering  into  reveries  of  the  future,  the 
efibrt  of  self-control  I  had  just  made  enabled  me  to 
hear  them  with  indifference. 

Having  gone  through  the  form  of  tasting  his  sec- 
ond cup,  1  agaui  looked  anxiously  to  the  Hierophant, 
to  ascertam  whether  I  might  be  permitted  to  rise. 
His  assent  having  been  given,  the  young  pages 


>  "  Enfln  on  dlsoltqaMl  y  avoit  deux  eoapes.  Tune  en  haat 
et  I'autre  en  has.  Celal  qui  bavolt  de  la  coupe  d*en  has, 
avoit  toi^ars  soif,  ses  d6sirs  s'augmentoit  an  lieu  de  s*6tein- 
dre ;  mais  ceini  qui  bnvoit  de  la  coupe  en  haut.  6tolt  rempli 
et  content  Cette  premiere  coupe  6 tuit  la  connoissance  de  la 
Nature,  qui  ne  satisfait  jamais  plelnement  ceuz  qui  en  son- 
dent  les  mystdres ;  et  la  seconde  coupe,  dans  iaquelle  on 
devoit  boire  pour  n*avoir  Jamais  soif,  6toit  la  connolMance 
des  mystAres  du  ael."    BisL  ds»  Jwfs,  liv.  ix.  chap.  16. 

I  rhe  rvr  d^vamtut  ^apuaitov,  which,  acoording  to  Dlo- 
ions  Sicolos,  bis  prepared  for  her  son  Onis.—Llb.  i. 


brought  to  my  couch  a  robe  and  tu 
their  own,  were  of  linen  of  th«  piij 
having  assisted  to  clothe  me  in  thie  s^ 
then  placed  upon  my  bead  a  chapli 
which  the  symbol  of  Inittatioo,  a 
hopper,'  was  seen  shming  out  from  i 
leaves. 

Though  'deep  h&d  »->one  much 
frame,  something  more  was  still  wai 
ia  strength  *  and  it  was  not  without 
own  reveries  reflected,  how  moch 
than  even  the  young  page's  cop  i  *  n 
the  unpretending,  but  real,  repast 
me — fresh  fruiJi  from  the  Isle  of  < 
Nile,  the  delicate  flesh  of  the  desei 
wine  from  the  Vineyard  of  the  Qneei 
which  one  of  the  pages  fanned  with 
keep  it  cooL 

Having  done  justice  to  these  daini 
pleasure  I  heard  the  proposal  of  the 
should  walk  forth  together,  and  med 
scenes  without  I  had  not  foi^tti 
Elysium  that  last  night  welcomed 
gardens,  that  soft  imearthly  music 
above  all,  those  fair  forms  I  had  i 
about — as  if,  in  the  very  midst  of 
seeking  it  The  hope,  which  had  I 
I  me,  that,  among  those  bright  groups 
found  the  young  maiden  I  sought 
with  increased  strength.  I  had  littlt 
guide  was  leading  me  to  the  same 
and  that  the  form,  so  fit  to  mhabit 
appear  before  my  eyes. 

But  far  diflerent,  I  foimd,  was 
which  he  now  conducted  me  ; — 
whole  world  have  produced  a  srenc 
or  more  strange.  It  wore  tne  a] 
small,  solitary  valley,  enclosed,  on 
rocks,  which  seemed  to  rise,  al 
cularly,  till  they  reached  the  vei 
was,  indeed,  the  blue  sky  that  I  i 
tween  their  summits,  and  whoee  lig] 
and  nearly  lost  in  its  long  descent,  i 
ancholy  daylight  of  this  nether 
the  side  of  these  rocky  walls  descei 
whose    source  was    upon    earth,    ; 


*  Hor.  JipoU.—Tht  grasshopper  was  a 
the  sun,  as  being  musical. 

«  The  isle  Aniirrhodus,  near  Alexandrii 

*  Vide  .Athen.  Deijmos. 

*  "  On  s*(!toil  m6me  avis6,  depuis  la  pm 
de  ces  demenres,  de  percer  en  plosieors 
haut  les  terres  qui  les  couvroient ;  turn  pm 
titer  an  Jour  qui  n'auroU  jamaia  ete  an 
recevoir  un  air  salutalre,*'  Ice.    S4tJkM. 
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waten.  as  they  rolled  glaasOy  orer  the  edge  aboFOy 
a  gioam  of  radiance  rested,  showing  how  brilliant 
and  pore  was  the  sunshine  they  had  left  behind. 
From  thence,  gradually  growing  darker,  and  fre- 
quently broken  by  alternate  chasms  and  projec- 
tions, the  stream  fell,  at  last,  in  a  pale  and  thin  mist 
— the  phantom  of  what  it  had  been  on  earth — into 
a  small  lake  that  lay  at  the  base  of  the  rock  to  re- 
ceive it 

Nothing  was  ever  so  bleak  and  saddening  as  the 
appearance  of  this  lake.  The  usual  ornaments  of 
the  waten  of  Egypt  were  not  wanting  to  it :  the 
tall  lotus  here  uplifted  her  silvery  flowers,  and  the 
crimson  flamingo  floated  over  the  tide.  But  they 
looked  not  the  same  as  in  the  world  above ; — the 
flower  had  exchanged  its  whiteness  for  a  livid  hue, 
and  the  wings  of  the  bird  hung  heavy  and  colorless. 
Every  thing  wore  the  same  half-living  aspect ;  and 
the  only  sounds  that  disturbed  the  mournful  stillnesB 
were  the  wailing  cry  of  a  heron  among  the  sedges, 
and  that  din  of  the  fallmg  waters,  in  their  mklway 
struggle,  above. 

There  was,  indeed,  an  unearthly  sadness  in  the 
whole  scene,  of  which  no  heart,  however  light, 
could  resist  the  influence.  Perceiving  how  much 
I  was  afiected  by  it,  "  Such  scenes,"  remarked  the 
Priest,  "  are  best  suited  to  that  solemn  complexion 
of  mind,  which  becomes  him  who  approaches  the 
Great  Mystery  of  futurity.  Behold" — and,  in  say- 
ing thus  he  pointed  to  the  opening  over  our  heads, 
through  which,  though  the  sun  had  but  just  passed 
his  meridian,  1  could  perceive  a  star  or  two  twinkling 
in  the  heavens — "  in  the  same  manner  as  ^m  this 
giooroy  depth  we  can  see  those  fixed  stars,'  which 
are  invisible  now  to  the  dwf  Hers  on  the  bright  earth, 
even  so,  to  the  sad  and  self-humbled  spirit,  doth 
many  a  mystery  of  heaven  reveal  itself,  of  which 
they,  who  walk  in  the  light  of  the  proud  worid, 
know  not  !*' 

He  now  led  me  towards  a  rustic  seat  or  alcove, 
beside  which  stood  an  image  of  that  dark  Deity,* 
that  God  without  a  smile,  who  presides  over  the 
silent  kingdom  of  the  Dead.'  The  same  livid  and 
lifeless  hue  was  upon  his  features,  that  hung  over 
every  thing  in  this  dim  valley,  and,  with  his  right 
hand,  he  pointed  directly  downwards,  to  denote 
that  his  melancholy  kingdom  lay  there.    A  plan- 


1  "  On  voyoit  en  plein  Joar  par  ees  oaTertnres  les  AtoUss, 
et  mf  me  qnelqnes  plaadtes  en  leor  plai  grande  latitude  sep- 
tentriooale ;  et  les  prfttres  avoient  bient6t  pcofltA  de  ce  pM- 
Doinine,  poor  observer  i  divenet  heores  le  patiage  des 
Atoiles.**  SHMotr-Strabo  mentions  certain  caTes,  or  pits, 
eonstmcted  for  the  purpose  of  astronomical  ofaemi^tkMis, 
which  lay  In  the  Heliopolitan  prefecture,  beyond  HeUop- 
olis. 

*  SerapUt  Bol  Inferos.— Athenodortts,  scriptor  vetostas, 
apad  Clementem  Alexandrinni  In  PntrtfUeo,  ait  **slflia- 


tain* — tliat  favorite  tree  of  the  genii  ui  I^ath — 
stood  behind  the  statue,  and  spread  its  branches  over 
the  alcove,  in  which  the  Priest  now  seated  himself, 
and  made  a  sign  that  I  should  take  my  place  by 
his  side. 

After  a  long  pause,  as  if  of  thought  and  prep- 
aration,— *<  Nobly,"  said  be,  '*  young  Greek,  hast 
thou  sustained  the  first  trials  of  Initiation  What 
still  remains,  though  of  vital  import  to-  the  soul, 
brings  with  it  neither  pain  nor  peril  to  the  body. 
Having  now  proved  and  chastened  thy  mortal  (rame 
by  the  three  ordeals  of  Fire,  of  Water,  and  of  Air, 
the  next  task  to  which  we  are  called  is  the  purifi- 
cation of  thy  spirit — the  efiectual  cleansing  of  that 
inward  and  immortal  part,  so  as  to  render  it  fit  for 
the  reception  of  the  last  luminous  reveahnent,  when 
the  Veils  of  the  Sanctuary  shall  be  thrown  aside, 
and  the  Great  Secret  of  Secrets  unfolded  to  thy 
view ! — ^Towards  this  object,  the  primary  and  most 
important  step  is,  instruction.  What  the  three  puri- 
fying elements  thou  hast  passed  through  have  done 
for  thy  body,  instruction  will  effi^ct  for " 

'*  But  that  lovely  maiden  !*'  I  exclaimed,  burst- 
ing from  my  silence,  having  fallen,  during  his 
speech,  into  a  deep  revery,  in  which  I  had  forgot- 
ten him,  myself,  the  Great  Secret,  every  thing — 
but  her. 

Startled  by  this  profane  interruption,  he  cast  a 
look  of  alarm  towards  the  statue,  as  if  fearful  lest 
the  God  should  have  heard  my  words.  Then,  turn- 
ing to  me,  in  a  tone  of  mild  solenmity,  "  It  is  but 
too  plain,"  said  he, "  that  thoughts  of  the  upper 
world,  and  of  its  vain,  shadowy  delights,  still  engross 
thee  far  too  much  to  allow  the  lessons  of  Truth  to 
sink  profitably  into  thy  heart  A  few  hours  of 
meditation  amid  this  solemn  scenery — of  that  whole- 
some meditation,  Which  purifies,  by  saddening — may 
haply  diqwse  thee  to  receive,  with  due  feelings  of 
reverence,  the  holy  and  imperishable  knowledge  we 
have  m  stoif  for  thee.  With  this  hope  I  now  leave 
thee  to  thy  own  thoughts,  and  to  that  God,  before 
whose  cahn  and  mournful  eye  all  the  vanities  of  the 
world,  from  which  thou  comest,  wither !" 

Thus  saying,  he  turned  slowly  away,  and  paising 
behind  the  statue,  towards  which  he  had  pointed 
during  the  last  sentence,  suddenly*  and  as  if  by  en- 
chantment, disappeared  from  my  sight 

lacia  Serapidls  eonsplcna  esse  colors  ccmleoet  nifrieante.* 
Maerobina,  la  verbis  descrlptis,  §  6,  docet  nos  apod  ^gyp- 
tkM  **simalacra  solis  infera  fingi  colore  ccruleo.**  JakUm- 
9ki, 

•Osiris. 

«  This  tree  was  dedicated  to  the  Genii  of  the  Shades,  ftom 
Its  belaf  an  emblem  of  repose  and  eoollng  airs.  **Cul  im- 
Bslnet  mnsa  foliom,  qnod  ab  Islde  Infera  genilsqoe  ei  ad- 
dlctts  Bsann  gerl  solltom,  ombram  reqaiemque  et  aoras  tA- 
gidas  sabladlgitars  videtar.**    Zoiye. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

JlEUiO  now  left  to  my  own  solitary  thoughts,  I 
was  fully  at  leisure  to  reflect,  with  some  degree  of 
ooolneM,  upon  the  inconveniences,  if  not  dangera, 
of  the  situation  mto  which  my  love  of  adventure 
h«d  hurried  me  However  prompt  ray  imagination 
was  always  to  kindle,  in  its  own  ideal  sphere,  I 
have  ever  found  that,  when  brought  into  contact 
with  reality,  it  as  suddenly  cooled  ; — like  those  me- 
teors, that  appear  to  be  stars,  while  in  the  air,  but 
the  moment  they  touch  earth,  are  extinguished. 
And  such  was  the  feeling  of  disenchantment  that 
now  succeeded  to  the  wild  dreams  in  which  I  had 
been  indulging.  As  long  as  Fancy  had  the  field  of 
^he  future  to  herself,  even  immortality  did  not  seem 
too  distant  a  race  for  her.  But  when  human  in- 
struments interposed,  the  illusion  all  vanished.  From 
mortal  lips  the  promise  of  immortality  seemed  a 
mockery,  and  even  imagination  had  no  wings  that 
could  carry  beyond  the  grave. 

Nor  was  this  disappointment  the  only  feeling  that 
pained  and  haunted  me ; — the  imprudence  of  the 
step,  on  which  I  had  ventured,  now  appeared  in 
its  full  extent  before  my  eyes.  I  had  here  thrown 
myself  into  the  power  of  the  most  artful  priest- 
hood m  tha  world,  without  even  a  chance  of  being 
able  to  escape  from  their  toils,  or  to  resist  any 
machinations  with  which  they  might  beset  me. 
It  appeared  evident,  from  the  state  of  preparation 
in  which  I  had  found  all  that  wonderful  apparatus, 
by  which  the  terrors  and  splendors  of  Initiation 
are  produced,  that  my  descent  into  the  pyramid 
was  not  unexpected.  Numerous,  indeed,  and  active 
as  were  the  spies  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis, 
it  could  little  be  doubted  that  all  my  movements, 
since  my  arrival,  had  been  watchfully  tracked ; 
and  the  many  hours  I  had  employed  in  wandering 
and  exploring  around  the  pyramid,  betpiyed  a  curi- 
osity and  spirit  of  adventure  which  might  well  sug- 
gest to  these  wily  priests  the  hope  of  inveigling  an 
Epicurean  into  their  toils. 

I  was  well  aware  of  their  hatred  to  the  sect  of 
which  I  was  Chief; — that  they  considered  the 
Epicureans  as,  next  to  the  Christians,  the  most  for- 
midable enemies  of  their  craft  and  power.  "  How 
thoughtless,  then,"  I  exclaimed,  "to  have  placed 
myself  in  a  situation,  where  I  am  equally  helpless 
against  fraud  and  violence,  and  must  either  pretend 
to  be  the  dupe  of  their  impostures,  or  else  submit  to 
become  the  victim  of  their  vengeance  !"  Of  these 
alternatives,  bitter  is  they  both  were,  the  latter 
appeared  by  far  th«  more  welcome.  It  was  with  a 
Mush  that  I  even  looked  back  upon  the  mockeries 
I  had  already  yielded  to ;  and  the  prospect  of  being 


put  through  stni  further  ceremonials, 
tutored  and  preached  to  by  hypocrit 
much  despised,  appeared  to  me,  in  m^ 
of  mind,  a  trial  of  patience,  compaxed 
flames  and  whirlwinds  I  had  alread 
were  pastime. 

Often  and  impatiently  did  I  looli 
those  rocky  walls,  to  the  bright  sky 
to  rest  upon  their  summits,  as,  paci 
round,  through  every  part  of  the  vail 
ored  to  find  some  outlet  from  its  glo 
But  vain  were  all  my  endeavors ; — ll 
rier,  which  seemed  to  end  but  in  hea' 
itself  everywhere.  Neither  did  the 
young  maiden,  though  constantly  in  ; 
bring  with  it  the  least  consolation  or  h 
avail  was  it  that  she  perhaps  was  an 
this  region,  if  I  could  neither  behold 
catch  the  sound  of  her  voiee— if, 
preaching  priests  I  wasted  away  i 
presence  was,  alas,  difiusing  its  end 
where. 

At  length,  exhausted,  I  lay  dovn 
of  the  lake,  and  gave  myself  up  to 
choly  of  my  fancy.  The  pale  semi 
light,  which  had  hitherto  glimmered 
every  moment,  more  dim  and  disni 
rich  gleam,  at  the  summit  of  the 
faded  ;  and  the  sunshine,  like  the  w 
in  its  descent,  had  now  dwindled 
glimmer,  far  worse  than  darkness.  ' 
the  lake,  as  if  about  to  die  with  t^ 
sunk  dol^  their  heads;  and,  as  I 
statue,  the  deepening  shadows  gave  i 
sion  to  its  mournful  fefitures  as  cl 
soul. 

The  thought  of  death,  ever  ready  1 
to  my  imagination,  now  came,  with  i 
weight,  such  as  I  had  never  before 
fancied  myself  already  in  the  dark  vi 
grave — removed,  forever,  from  the 
and  with  nothing  but  the  blank  of  ai 
before  me.  It  had  happened,  I  kn< 
that  the  visitants  of  this  mysterioa 
after  their  descent  from  earth,  never 
of ; — being  condemned,  for  some  failo 
tiatory  trials,  to  pine  away  their  lives 
dungeons,  with  which,  as  well  as  wi 
region  abounded.  Such,  I  shuddered 
probably  be  my  own  destiny  ;  and  so 
the  thought,  that  even  the  courage  b 
been  hitherto  sustained  died  within  i 
already  giving  myself  up  to  helplet 
spair. 

At  length,   after    some   hours    of 
musing,  1  heard  a  rustling   in   the 
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behind  the  fftatue  ; ,  and  soon  after,  the  aound  of 
the  FHeet's  voice — ^more  welcome  than  I  had  ever 
thought  such  voice  could  be—brought  the  assurance 
that  I  W9B  not  yet  wholly  abandoned.  Finding 
his  way  to  me  through  the  gloom,  he  now  led 
me  to  the  same  spot,  on  which  we  had  parted  so 
many  hours  be£7*3 ;  and  addressing  me  in  a  voice 
thit  retains  so  ^ace  of  displeasure,  bespoke  my 
attention,  while  be  should  reveal  to  me  some  of 
those  divine  truths,  by  whose  infusion,  he  said, 
into  the  soul  of  man,  its  purification  can  alone  be 
efiected. 

The  valley  had  now  become  so  dark,  that  we 
could  no  longer,  as  we  sat,  discern  each  other's 
faces.    There  was  a  melancholy  in  the  voice  of  my 
iastmctor  that  well  accorded  with  the  gloom  around 
us:   and,  saddened  and  subdued,  I  now  listened 
t         with  resignation,  if  not  with  interest,  to  those  sub- 
it  lime,  but,  alas,  I  thought,  vain  tenets,  which,  with 
an  the  warmth  of  a  true  believer,  this  Hierophant 
1         expounded  to  me. 

t0  He  spoke  of  the  pre-existence  of  the  soul* — of  its 

abode,  from  all  eternity,  in  a  place  of  splendor  and 
bliss,  of  which  whatever  we  have  most  beautiful  in 
r>  our  conceptions  here  is  but  a  dim  transcript,  a 
^  clouded  remembrance.  In  the  blue  depths  of  ether, 
it  he  said,  lay  that  "  Country  of  the  Soul" — its  bound- 
ary alone  visible  in  the  line  of  milky  light,  which, 
as  by  a  barrier  of  stars,  separates  it  from  the  dark 
earth.  "  Oh,  realm  of  purity !  Home  o'f  the  yet 
nnfallen  Spirit! — where,  in  the  days  of  her  first 
innocence,  she  wafidered;  ere  yet  her  beauty 
was  soiled  by  the  touch  of  earth,  or  her  req>lendent 
wings  had  withered  away.  Methinks  I  see,"  he 
cried,  "  at  this  moment,  those  fields  of  radiance* — 
I  look  back,  through  the  mists  of  life,  into  that 
luminous  world,  where  the  souls  that  have  never 
lost  their  high,  heavenly  rank,  still  soar  with- 
out a  stain,  above  the  shadowless  stars,  and  there 
dwell  together  in  infinite  perfection  and  bliss !" 

As  he  spoke  those  words,  a  burst  of  pure„  brilliant 
light,'  like  a  sudden  opening  of  heaven,  broke 
through  the  valley  ;  and,  as  soon  as  my  eyes  were 
able  to  endure  the  splendor,  such  a  vision  c{  glory 
and  loveliness  opened  upon  them,  as  took  even  my 

1  For  a  fall  aecoantof  the  doctrines  which  are  here  repre- 
sented  as  having  been  taught  to  the  initiated  in  the  Egyptian 
nysteries,  the  reader  may  consult  Dujmit^  PriekariTt  Ama- 
if  sit  •/  tks  EgjfptittM  MftJkohff,  Itc  See.  **  L*on  d^convroit 
roriglne  de  T&me,  sa  chute  sor  la  terre,  i  travers  les  spheres 
et  les  6\imenn,  et  son  retoitr  au  lieu  de  son  origine  .... 
c'AtoIt  icl  la  partle  la  plus  m^taphysiqne,  et  que  ne  poorroit 
gnftie  entendre  le  common  des  Initios,  mals  doot  on  Ini  don- 
Boit  le  spectacle  par  des  figures  et  des  spectres  alI6goriqoet.** 

*  See  BeauMobrt^  lib.  ill.  c.  4,  for  the  "  terre  bienhetireiise 

•t  lanlneuse,'*  which  the  Manicheans  supposed  God  to  in- 

riato,  too,  speaks  (in  Phcd.)  of  a  pore  land  lying  la 


skeptical  spirit  by  surprise,  and  made  it  yield,  at 
once,  to  the  potency  of  the  speU. 

Suspended,  as  I  thought,  m  air,  and  occupying 
the  whole  of  the  opposite  region  of  the  valley,  tliere 
appeared  an  immense  orb  of  light,  withm  which, 
through  a  haze  of  radiance,  I  could  see  distinctly 
fair  groups  of  young  female  spirits,  who,  in  silent, 
but  harmonious  movement,  like  that  of  the  stars, 
wound  slowly  throtigh  a  variety  of  fanciful  evolu- 
tions ;  seeming,  as  they  linked  and  imlinked  each 
other's  arms,  to  form  a  living  labyrinth  of  beauty 
and  grace.  Though  their  feet  appeared  to  glide 
along  a  field  ot  light,  they  had  also  wings,  of  the 
most  brilliant  hue,  which  like  rainbows  over  water- 
falls, when  played  with  by  the  breeze,  reflected, 
every  moment,  a  new  variety  of  gtrj. 

As  I  stood,  gazing  with  wonder,  the  orb,  with  all 
its  ethereal  inmates,  began  gradually  to  recede  into 
the  dark  void,  lessening,  as  it  went,  and  becoming 
more  bright,  as  it  lessened ; — ^till,  at  length,  distant, 
to  all  appearance,  as  a  retiring  comet,  this  little 
world  of  Spirits,  in  one  small  point  of  intense 
radiance,  shone  its  last  and  vanished.  "  Go,"  ex- 
claimed the  rapt  Priest,  "  ye  happy  souls,  of  whose 
duelling  a  glimpse  is  thus  given  to  our  eyes, — go, 
wander  in  your  orb,  through  the  boundless  heaven, 
nor  ever  let  a  thought  of  this  perishable  world  come 
to  mingle  its  dross  with  your  divine  nature,  or  allure 
you  down  earthward  to  that  mortal  fall  by  which 
spirits,  no  less  bright  and  admirable,  have  been 
ruined !" 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which,  still  tmder  the  in- 
fluence of  wonder,  I  sent  my  fancy  wandering  after 
the  inhabitants  of  that  orb— almost  wishmg  myself 
credulous  enough  to  believe  in  a  heaven,  of  which 
creatures,  so  much  like  those  I  had  wozshipped  on 
earth,*Vere  mmates. 

At  length,  the  Priest,  with  a  mournful  sigh  at 
the  sad  contrast  he  was  about  to  draw  between  the 
happy  spirits  we  had  just  seen  and  the  fallen  ones 
of  earth,  resumed  again  his  melancholy  History  of 
the  SouL  Tracing  it  gradually,  from  the  first 
moment  of  earthward  desire^  to  its  final  eclipse  in 
the  shadows  of  this  world,  he  dwelt  upon  every 
stage  of  its  darkening  descent,  with  a  pathos  that 

the  pure  sky  (n|y  yiyir  maOapav  tv  KaBa^  KitcOai  oepayy,} 
the  abode  of  divinity,  of  innocence,  and  of  life.** 

s  The  power  of  producing  a  sudden  and  dazzling  eflbsion 
of  light,  which  was  one  of  the  arU  employed  by  the  contrivers 
of  the  ancient  Mysteries,  is  thus  described  in  a  fbw  words 
by  Apnleins,  who  was  himself  admitted  to  witness  the  Islae 
ceremonies  at  Corinth :— "  Nocte  medii  vidi  solem  candido 
comscantcm  lumine.** 

0  In  the  original  construction  of  this  work,  there  was  an 
episode  introduced  here,  (which  I  have  since  published  in 
a  more  extended  form,)  illustrating  the  doctrine  of  the 
fiUl  of  the  soul  by  the  Oriental  fable  of  the  Loves  of  the 
Angels. 
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sent  ndnMB  into  the  yery  depths  of  the  heart  The 
fint  downward  look  of  the  tpiiit  towards  earth— the 
tiemUe  of  her  wings  on  the  edge  of  Heaven — the 
giddy  fliide,  at  length,  flown  that  fatal  descent— and 
the  Lethean  cup,  midway  m  the  sky,  of  which 
when  she  has  once  tasted,  Heaven  is  forgotr- 
through  all  these  gradations  he  traced  mournfully 
her  fall,  to  that  last  stage  of  darkness,  when  wholly 
iimnersed  m  this  world,  her  celestial  nature  he* 
comes  changed,  she  no  longer  can  rise  above  earth, 
nor  even  remember  her  former  home,  except  by 
glimpses  so  vague,  that,  at  length,  mistaking  for 
hope  what  is  only,  alas !  recollection,  she  believes 
those  gleams  to  be  a  light  from  the  Future,  not  the 
Past 

«  To  retrieve  this  ruin  of  the  once-blessed  Soul 
— to  clear  away  from  around  her  the  clouds  of 
earth,  and,  restoring  her  lost  wings,'  facilitate  their 
"^ura  to  Heaven — such,*'  said  the  reverend  man, 
**  m  the  great  task  of  our  religion,  and  such  the 
triumph  of  those  divine  Mysteries,  in  whose  inmost 
depths  the  life  and  essence  of  that  holy  religion  lie 
treasured.  However  sunk,  and  changed,  and  cloud- 
ed may  be  the  Spirit,  yet  as  long  as  a  single  trace 
of  her  original  light  remains,  there  is  still  hope 
that *' 

Here  the  voice  of  the  Priest  was  interrupted  by  a 
strain  of  mournful  music,  of  which  the  low,  distant 
breathings  had  been,  for  some  minutes,  audible,  but 
which  now  gained  upon  the  ear  too  tbrillingiy  to  let 
it  listen  to  atfy  more  earthly  sound.  A  faint  light, 
too,  at  that  instant  broke  through  the  valley — 
and  I  could  perceive,  not  far  from  the  spot  where 
we  sat,  a  female  figure,  veiled,  and  crouching 
to  earth,  as  if  subdued  by  sorrow,  or  under  the 
influence  of  shame. 

The  f<N»ble  light,  by  which  I  saw  her,  came  from 
a  pale,  moonlight  meteor  which  had  gradually 
formed  itself  in  the  air  as  the  va»mc  approached, 
and  now  shed  over  the  rocks  and  the  lake  a  glim- 
mer as  cold  as  that  by  which  the  Dead,  in  their 
own  kingdom,  gaze  upon  each  other.  The  music, 
too,  which  appeared  to  rise  from  out  of  the  lake, 
full  of   the  breath  of   its  dark  waters,  i^ioke   a 


X  In  the  languafe  of  Plato,  Bleroclet,  ftc.,  to  "  restore  to 
the  seal  its  wings,"  is  the  main  object  both  of  religion  and 
philosophy. 

Damascims,  in  his  Life  of  Isidoms.  8a]rs,  *'  Ex  antiqalssimis 
Philosophis  Pythagorum  et  Platonem  Isidoms  tt  Deos  colnit, 
et  earum  aninfs  alatai  estt  dixit  qnas  in  lucnm  snper- 
coBlestem  ioque  campnm  veritatis  et  pratnm  elevatas,  divinis 
pntavlt  ideis  pasci.**    ^pud  PkoL  BMutkee. 

*  In  tracing  the  early  connection  of  spectacles  with  the 

ceremonies  of  religion,  VolUure  says,  *'  D  y  a  bien  plos ;  ies 

vAritables  grandes  tragedies,  Ies  representations  Imposantes 

I    et  tenibles,  etotent  Ies  roystSres  sacr6s,  qa*on  c6l6broU  dans 


despondency  in  every  note  whi^  no 
express ; — and  as  1  listened  to  its  to 
upon  that  fallen  Spirit,  (for  Boch, 
whispered,  was  the  form  before  os,) 
the  illusion  of  the  scene  take  pnswaiiiii 
with  almq^  painful  anxiety,  I  imt 
result 

Nor  had  I  gazed  long  before  tknt  f 
from  its  drooping  position ; — the  air 
bright,  and  the  pale  meteor  oyeriiead  i 
cheerful  and  living  light  The  yefl, 
fore  shrouded  the  face  of  the  figure 
mmute  more  transparent,  and  the  £ 
one,  gradually  disclosed  themselves^ 
blingly  watched  the  progreas  of  tl 
now  started  from  my  seat,  and  half 
is  she !"  In  another  minute,  thia  ^ 
thin  mist,  melted  away,  and  the  yoi 
the  Moon  stood,  for  the  third  time, 
my  eyes ! 

To  rush  instantly  towards  her  ^ 
pulse— but  the  arm  of  the  Priest  : 
back.  The  fresh  light,  which  had  I 
from  all  sides,  collected  itself  in  a 
around  the  spot  where  she  stood.  Ii 
choly  music,  strains  of  the  most 
were  heard ;  and  the  youngr  maidenj 
inhabitants  of  the  fairy  orb,  amid  i 
like  that  which  fell  upon  her  in  tl 
pended  slowly  into  the  air. 

"  'itay,  beautiful  vision,  stay  !*'  I 
breaking  from  the  hold  of  the  Friest, 
prostrate  on  the  ground — the  only  m 
could  express  the  admiration,  eren  1 
which  I  was  filled.  But  the  vanish 
me  not : — receding  into  the  darknes 
whose  heavenward  track  she  seemec 
form  lessened  by  degrees  away,  till  a 
more:  while,  gazing,  tOl  U)e  last  ] 
had  disappeared,  I  allowed  myself  i 
be  led  away  by  my  reverend  guid( 
me  once  more  on  my  bed  of  poppy. 
there  to  such  repose  as  it  was  poesib 
scene,  to  enjoy. 

Ies  pltis  Tastes  temples  dn  monde,  en  pi 
Initios ;  c*<itoit  \k  que  Ies  habits,  Ies  d^corat 
^toient  propres  an  si^t ;  et  le  qojet  etolt  la 
vie  future.**  Du  diver*  Ckan£emem»  mr 
gique. 

To  these  scenic  representations  In  the  E| 
there  Is  evidently  an  allnsion  In  the  vision 
the  Spirit  shows  him  the  abominalloas  w1 
had  learned  in  Fg^'pt :— '*  Then  said  he  nnt 
hast  thou  seen  what  the  ancients  of  the  1 
In  the  dark,  every  man  in  (Ac  cA«aift«F« 
Chap.  vilL 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Thk  apparition  with  which  I  had  been  Messed  in 
that  Valley  of  Visions — for  so  the  place  where  I 
had  witnessed  these  wonders  was  callec^— brought 
back  to  my  heart  all  the  hopes  and  fancies  in  which, 
during  my  descent  from  earth,  1  had  mdulged.  I 
had  now  seen  once  more  that  matchless  creature, 
who  had  been  my  guiding  star  into  this  mysterious 
realm ;  and  that  she  was  destined  to  be,  in  some 
way,  connected  with  the  further  revelations  that 
awaited  me,  I  saw  no  reason  to  doubt  There  was 
a  sublimity,  too,  in  the  doctrines  of  my  reverend 
teacher,  and  even  a  hope  in  the  promises  of  immor* 
tality  held  out  by  him,  which,  in  spite  of  reason, 
won  insensibly  both  upon  my  fancy  and  my  pride. 

The  Future,  however,  was  now  but  of  secondary 
comideration ; — ^the  Present,  and  that  deity  of  the 
Pkesent,  woman,  were  the  objects  that  engrossed 
my  whole  soul.  It  was,  indeed,  for  the  sake  of 
■ach  beings  alone  that  I  considered  immortality  de- 
arable,  nos  without  them,  would  eternal  life  have 
appeared  t)  me  worth  a  single  prayer.  To  every 
Ihrther  trial  of  my  patience  and  faith,  I  now  made 
tip  my  mind  to  submit  without  a  murmur.  Some 
kind  chance,  I  fondly  persuaded  myself,  might  yet 
bring  me  nearer  to  the  object  of  my  adoration,  and 
enable  me  to  address,  as  mortal  woman,  one 
nrho  had  hitherto  bee^  to  me  but  as  a  vision,  a 
riuMle. 

The  period  of  my  probation,  however,  was  neariy 
at  an  end.  Both  frame  and  spirit  had  now  stood 
tbf»  t/ial ;  and  as  the  crowning  test  of  the  purifica- 
tkm  of  the  latter  was  that  power  of  seeing  into  the 
woriJ  of  spirits,  with  which  I  had  proved  myself,  in 
the  Valley  of  Vinous,  to  be  endowed,  there  now 
ramained,  to  complete  my  Initiation,  but  this  one 
night  more,  when,  in  the  Temple  of  Isis,  and  in  the 
presence  of  her  unveiled  image,  the  last  grand  rev- 
elation of  the  Secret  of  Secrets  was  to  be  laid  open 
tome. 

I  passed  the  morning  of  this  day  in  company  with 
the  same  venerable  personage  who  had,  from  the 
first,  presided  over  the  ceremonies  of  my  instruction ; 
and  who,  to  inspire  me  with  due  reverence  for  the 
power  and  magnificence  of  his  religion,  now  con- 
ducted me  through  the  long  range  of  illuminated 
galleries  and  shrines,  that  extend  under  the  site 


>  **  Bernard,  Comta  de  la  Marche-Tr^vls&ne,  instmlt  par 
la  lecture  des  Uvm  ancient,  dit,  que  Hermes  troava  sept 
tablet  dans  la  valine d'liebron,  tur  lesqnelles  ttnlent  graves 
jss  prineipet  des  arts  llMranz.'*  FMet  Egfftitnnta.  Bee 
JakUmski  dt  ttdit  Harm. 

s  For  an  account  of  the  anlina.  worthip  of  the  Efypllaas, 
saa  D§  Ptmrn,  torn  IL 


upon  which  Memphis  and  the  P3rramid8  stanc,  and 
form  a  ootmterpart  under  groimd  to  that  mighty 
city  of  temples  upon  earth. 

He  then  descended  with  me,  still  lower,  into 
those  windmg  crypts,  where  lay  the  Seven  Tables 
of  stone,'  found  by  Hermes  m  the  valley  of  He- 
bron. <<  On  these  tobies,"  said  he,  **  m  written  all 
the  knowledge  of  the  antediluvian  race— the  de- 
crees of  the  stars  from  the  beginning  of  time,  the 
annals  of  a  still  earlier  worid,  and  all  the  marvellous 
secrets,  both  of  heaven  and  earth,  which  would  have 
been, 

*  tee  for  this  key. 
Lost  in  the  Universal  Sea.* " 

Returning  to  (oe  region  from  which  we  had  de- 
scended, we  next  visited,  in  succession,  a  scries  of 
small  shrines  representing  tho  various  objects  f^f 
adoration  throughout  Egypt,  and  thus  furnishing  to 
the  Priest  an  occasion  of  explaming  the  mysterious 
nature  of  animal  worship,  and  the  refined  doctrines 
of  theology  that  lay  veiled  under  its  forms.  Every 
shrine  was  consecrated  to  a  particular  faith,  and 
contained  a  living  image  of  the  deity  which  it 
adored.  Beside  tho  goat  of  Mendes,*  with  his  re- 
fulgent star  upon  his  breast,  I  saw  the  crocodile,  as 
presented  to  the  eyes  of  its  idolater  at  ArsinoS,  with 
costly  gems'  in  its  loathsome  ean,  and  rich  brace- 
lets of  gold  encircling  its  feet  Here,  floating 
through  a  tank  in  the  centre  of  a  temple,  the  sacred 
carp  of  Lepidotum  showed  its  silvery  scales ;  while, 
there,  the  Lriac  serpents^  trailed  languidly  over  the 
altar,  with  that  sort  of  movement  which  is  thought 
most  favorable  to  the  aspirations  of  their  votaries. 
In  one  of  the  small  chapels  we  found  a  beautiful 
child,  employed  in  feeding /and  watchhig  over  those 
golden  beetles,  which  are  allored  for  their  bright- 
ness, at  emblems  of  the  sun;  while,  in  another, 
stood  a  sacred  ibis  upon  its  Dodestal,  so  like,  in  plu- 
mage and  attitude,  to  the  bird  of  the  young  Priestesa, 
that  most  gladly  would  I  have  knelt  down  and 
worshipped  it  for  her  sake. 

After  visiting  all  these  various  shrines,  and  hear- 
ing the  reflections  which  they  suggested,  I  was  next 
led  by  my  guide  to  the  Great  Hall  of  the  Zodiac,  on 
whose  ceiling  was  delineated,  in  bright  and  undymg 
colors,  the  map  of  the  firmament,  as  it  appeared  at 
the  first  dawn  of  time.  Here,  in  pointing  out  the 
track  of  the  sun  among  the  spheres,  he  spoke  of 
the  analogy  that  exists  between  moral  and  phy- 


*  Herodotus  (Euterp.)  tells  as  that  the  people  aboat 
Thebes  and  Lake  Moerts  kept  a  namber  of  tame  crocodiles, 
which  they  worshipped,  and  dressed  them  oat  with  genu 
aad  golden  ornaments  In  their  ears. 

4  **  On  angnroit  biea  de  serpens  Isiaqaes,  UnqnMls  goA- 
tolent  Toffrande  et  se  trainoient  lentementautour  do  raolal.** 
X>«Pa«t0. 
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■cal  darkneai— of  the  sympathy  with  which  all 
spiritual  creatures  regard  the  sun,  so  as  to  sadden 
and  decline  when  he  sinks  into  his  wintry  hemi- 
sphere, and  to  rejoice  when  he  resumes  his  own 
empire  of  light  Hence,  the  festivals  and  hymns, 
with  which  most  of  the  nations  of  the  earth  are 
wont  to  welcome  the  resurrection  of  his  orb  in 
spring,  as  an  emblem  and  pledge  of  the  reascent 
of  the  soul  to  heaven.  Hence,  the  songs  of  sorrow, 
the  mournful  ceremonies' — like  those  Mysteries 
of  the  Night,*  upon  the  Lake  of  Sals — in  which 
they  brood  over  its  autumnal  descent  into  the 
shades,  as  a  t)'pe  of  the  Spirit's  fall  into  this  world 
'  of  death. 

In  discourses  such  as  these  the  houra  passed 
away  ;  and  though  there  was  nothing  in  the  light 
of  tl^  sunless  region  to  mark  to  the  eye  the  declme 
of  day,  my  own  feelings  told  me  that  the  night 
drew  near ; — nor,  in  spite  of  my  incredulity,  could 
I  refrain  from  a  slight  flutter  of  hope,  as  that  prom- 
ised moment  of  revelation  drew  nigh,  when  the 
Mystery  of  Mysteries  was  to  be  made  all  my  own. 
This  consummation,  however,  was  less  near  than 
I  expected.  My  patience  had  still  further  trials 
to  encounter.  It  was  necessary,  I  now  found,  that, 
during  the  greater  part  of  the  night,  I  should  keep 
watch  m  the  Sanctuary  of  the  Temple,  alone  and 
in  utter  darkness — thus  preparing  myself,  by  medi- 
tation, for  the  awful  moment,  when  the  irradiation 
from  behind  the  sacred  Veils  was  to  burst  upon 
me. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  we  left  the  Hall  of  the 
Zodiac,  and  proceeded  through  a  long  line  of  marble 
galleries,  where  the  lamps  were  more  thinly  scat- 
tered as  we  advanced,  till,  at  length,  we  found  our- 
selves in  total  darkness.  Here  the  Priest,  takmg 
.me  by  the  hand,  <ind  leading  me  down  a  flight  of 
steps,  into  a  place  where  the  same  deep  gloom  pre- 
vailed, said,  with  a  voice  trembling,  as  if  from  excees 
of  awe, — "  Thou  art  now  within  the  Sanctuary  of 
our  goddess,  Isis,  and  the  veils,  that  conceal  her 
sacred  image,  are  before  thee !" 

After  exhorting  me  earnestly  to  that  train  of 
thought  which  best  accorded  with  the  spirit  of  the 
place  where  I  stood,  and,  above  all,  to  that  full  and 
unhesitating  faith,  with  which  alone,  he  said,  the 
manifestation  of  such  mysteries  should  be  approach- 
ed, the  holy  man  took  leave  of  me,  and  reascended 
the  steps; — while,  so  spell-bound  did  1  feel  by 
that  deep  darkness,  that  the  last  sound  of  his 
footsteps  died  upon  my  ear,  before  I  ventured  to 


1  For  an  account  of  the  yarious  festivals  at  the  different 
periods  of  the  sun*s  proi^ss,  in  the  spring,  and  in  the  au- 
tumn, S4;o  Dupuis  and  Prickard. 

«  Vide  Atkenag.  Leg.  pre  Christy  p.  138. 


Stir  a  limb  from  the  position  in  wl 
me. 

The  prospect  of  the  long  watcl 
look  forward  to  was  dreadfuL  £vc 
if  in  an  active  form,  would  have  be< 
to  this  sort  of  safe,  but  dull,  probatio 
tience  was  the  only  virtue  put  to  the 
ascertained  how  far  the  space  arou] 
from  obstacles,  I  endeavored  to  beg 
pacing  up  and  down  within  those  lin 
tired  of  the  monotonous  echoes  of 
Findmg  my  way,  then,  to  what  I  U 
sive  pillar,  and  leaning  wearily  aga 
dered  myself  to  a  train  of  thoughts 
diflTerent  from  those  with  which  the  | 
had  hoped  to  inspire  me. 

"  If  these  priests,"  thought  I,  "  p 
secret  of  life,  why  are  they  then 
tims  of  death  ?  why  sink  into  the 
cup  of  immortality  in  theur  hands 
boasters,  the  eternity  they  so  lavish 
served  for  another,  a  future  world- 
source  of  all  priestly  promises — that 
airy  pledges  of  all  creeds.  Anothe 
where  doth  it  lie  ?  or,  what  spirit  he 
say  that  Life  is  there  7" 

The  conclusion  at  which,  half 
sionately,  I  arrived,  was  that,  life  be 
of  the  moment  never  to  come  agai 
vaguely  promised  for'  hereafter  oug 
by  the  wise  man  here.  And,  as  l 
ever  heard  of  from  these  visionary  pr 
such  certainty  of  happiness  as  tha 
beheld  last  night— "  Let  me,"  I  e 
tienUy,  striking  the  massy  pillar  till  i 
but  make  that  beautiful  Priestess 
here  willingly  exchange  for  her  ever 
mortality,  that  the  combined  wisdi 
Twelve  Temples  can  offer  me  !** 

No  sooner  had  I  uttered  these  w< 
mendous  peal,  like  that  of  thunder,' 
Sanctuary,  and  seemed  to  shake  its  ' 
every  side,  too,  a  succession  of  blu 
pierced,  like  lances  of  light,  through 
vealing  to  me,  at  intervals,  the  n 
which  I  stood — its  ceiling  of  azuri 
stars — its  colossal  columns,  toweri 
those  dark,  awful  veils,  whose  mass; 
fh)m  the  roof  to  the  floor,  covering 
of  the  Shrine  beneath  their  folds. 

So  weary  had  I  grown  of  my  tedi< 


*  Bee,  for  some  curious  remarks  on  the  i 
thunder  and  lightning  in  the  ancient  my 
tom.  i.  p.  323.  The  machine  with  which 
produced  on  the  stage  was  cailed  a  Ceran 
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thif  stomiy  and  fitful  illumination,  during  which  the 
Sanctuary  seemed  to  rock  to  its  base,  was  by  no 
means  an  unwelcome  interruption  of  the  monoto- 
nous trial  my  patience  had  to  suffer.  AAer  a  short 
interval,  however,  the  flashes  ceased; — the  sounds 
died  away,  like  exhausted  thunder,  through  the  abyss, 
and  darkness  and  silence,  like  that  of  the  grave, 
■ucceeded. 

Resting  my  back  once  more  against  the  pillar, 
and  fixing  my  eyes  upon  that  side  of  the  Sanctuary 
fion  which  the  promised  irradiation  was  to  burst,  I 
no^  resolved  to  await  t^e  awful  moment  in  patience. 
Resigned,  and  almost  immoveable,  I  had  remained 
thus  for  nearly  another  hour,  when  suddenly  along 
the  edges  of  the  mighty  Veils,  1  perceived  a  thin  rim 
of  light,  as  if  from  some  brilliant  object  under  them ; 
— HresembUng  that  border  which  encircles  a  cloud  at 
nuflet,  when  the  rich  radiance  from  behind  is  es- 
caping at  its  edges. 

This  indication  of  concealed  glories  grew  every 
instant  more  strong ;  till,  at  last,  vividly  marked  as 
it  was  upon  the  darkness,  the  narrow  fringe  of  lustre 
almost  pained  the  eye— giving  promise  of  a  fulness 
of  s{dendor  too  bright  to  be  endured.  My  expecta- 
tions were  now  wound  to  the  highest  pitch,  and  all 
the  skepticism,  into  which  I  had  been  cooling  down 
way  mind,  was  forgotten.  The  wonders  that  had 
presented  to  me  since  my  descent  from  earth — 
glimpse  into  Elysium  on  the  first  night  of  my 
ig — those  visitants  from  the  land  of  Spirits  in 
mysterious  valley — all  led  me  to  expect,  in  this 
and  brightest  revelation,  such  visions  of  glory 
:  Irnowledge  as  might  transcend  even  fancy  itself, 
leave  a  doubt  that  they  belonged  less  to  earth 
heaven. 

Wltile,  with  an  imagination  thus  excited,  I  stood 
waituig  the  result,  an  increased  g^uBh  of  light  still 
ntee  awakened  my  attention ;  and  I  saw  with  an 
intenseness  of  interest,  which  made  my  heart  beat 
alood,  one  of  the  comers  of  the  mighty  Veil  raised 
riowly  from  the  floor.  I  now  felt  that  the  Great 
Seciet,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  at  hand.  A  vague 
hope  even  croosed  my  mind — so  wholly  had  imagina- 
tion now  resumed  her  empire— that  tlie  splendid 
promise  of  my  dream  was  on  the  very  point  of  being 
nalized! 

With  surprise,  however,  and,  for  the  moment, 
with  some  disappointment,  I  perceived,  that  the 
comer  of  the  Veil  was  but  liAed  sufficiently 
the  ground  to  allow  a  female  figure  to  emerge 
mider  it — and  then  fell  over  its  mystic  splendors 
m  Qtteriy  dark  as  before.  By  the  strong  light,  too, 
thai  inoed  when  the  drapery  was  raised,  and  illu- 
fltf^H  the  profile  of  the  emerging  figure,  I  either 
MiTt  «r  fiuicied  that  I  saw,  the  same  bright  features 
tel  bid  aboady  so  often  mocked  me  with  their  mo- 


mentary charm,  and  seemed  destined,  mdeed,  to 
haunt  my  fancy  as  unavailingly  as  even  the  fond, 
vam  dream  of  Immortality  itself. 

Dazzled  as  I  had  been  by  that  short  gush  of 
splendor,  and  distrusting  even  my  senses,  when 
under  the  influence  of  so  much  excitement,  1  had 
but  just  begun  to  question  myself  as  to  the  reality 
of  my  impression,  when  I  heard  the  sounds  of 
light  footsteps  approachmg  me  through  the  gloom. 
In  a  second  or  two  more,  the  figure  stopped  before 
me,  and,  placing  the  end  of  a  riband  gently  in  my 
hand,  said,  in  a  tremulous  whisper,  **  Follow,  and  be 
sUenL" 

So  sudden  and  strange  was  the  adventure,  that, 
for  a  moment,  I  hesitated — ^fearing  that  my  eyes 
might  possibly  have  been  deceh^ed  as  to  the  object 
they  had  seen.  Casting  a  look  towards  the  Veil, 
which  seemed  bursting  with  its  luminous  secret,  I 
was  almost  doubting  to  which  of  the  two  chances 
1  should  commit  myself,  when  I  felt  the  riband  in 
my  hand  pulled  softly  at  the  other  extremity.  This 
movement,  like  a  touch  of  magic,  at  once  decided 
me.  Without  any  further  deUberation,  I  yielded 
to  the  silent  sununons,  and  following  my  guide, 
who  was  already  at  some  distance  before  me, 
found  myself  led  up  the  same  flight  of  marUe  steps, 
by  which  the  Priest  had  conducted  me  into  the 
Sanctuary.  Arrived  at  their  summit,  I  felt  the 
pace  of  my  conductress  quicken,  and  giving  one 
more  look  to  the  Veiled  Shrine,  whose  glories  we 
left  burning  uselessly  behind  us,  hastened  onward 
into  the  gloom,  full  of  confidence  m  the  belief,  that 
she,  who  now  held  the  other  end  of  that  clue,  was 
one  whom  I  was  ready  to  follow  devotedly  through 
the  world. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

WrrH  such  rapidity  was  I  hurried  along  by  my 
unseen  guide,  full  of  wonder  at  the  speed  with 
which  she  ventured  through  these  labyrinths,  that 
I  had  but  little  time  left  for  reflection  upon  the 
strangeness  of  the  adventure  to  which  I  had  com- 
mitted myself.  My  knowledge  of  the  character 
of  the  Memphian  priests,  as  well  as  some  fearful 
rumors  that  had  reached  me,  concerning  the  fate 
that  often  attended  unbelievers  m  their  hands, 
awakened  a  momentar>'  suspicion  of  treachery  m 
my  mmd.  But,  when  I  recalled  the  face  of  my 
guide,  as  I  had  seen  it  m  the  small  chapel,  with 
that  divine  look,  the  very  memory  of  which  brongfat 
polity  into  the  heart,  I  found  my  sospidons  all  vaniah* 
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I  was  uow  standing^,  I  found,  on  the  small  island 
hi  the  centre  of  Lake  Mceris ;'  and  that  sanetnary) 
woere  we  had  jost  emerged  from  darkneas,  formed 
jMirt  of  the  mins  of  an  ancient  temple,  which  was, 
(as  I  have  since  learned,)  in  the  grander  days  of 
Memphis,  a  place  of  pilgrimage  for  worshippers 
from  all  parts  of  Egypt  The  fair  Lake,  itself,  oat 
of  whose  waters  once  rose  pavilions,  palaces,  and 
even  lofty  pyramids,  was  still,  though  divested  of 
many  of  these  wonders,  a  scene  of  interest  and 
splendor  such  as  the  whole  world  could  not  equal. 
While  the  shores  still  sfHirkled  with  mansions  and 
temples,  that  bore  testimony  to  the  luxury  of  a  living 
raee« — the  voice  of  the  Past,  speaking  out  of  un- 
nmnbered  ruins,  whose  summits,  here  and  there,  rose 
blackly  above  the  wave,'  told  of  times  long  fled,  and 
generations  long  swept  away,  before  whose  giant 
remains  all  the  glory  of  the  present  stood  humbled. 
Over  the  southern  bank  of  the  Lake  hung  the  dark 
relics  of  the  Lab}Tinth  ; — its  twelve  Royal  Palaces, 
fopresenting  the  mansions  of  the  Zodiac — ^its  thun- 
dering portals*  and  constellated  halls,  having  left 
nothuig  now  behind  but  a  few  frowning  ruins, 
which,  contrasted  with  the  soft  groves  of  acacia  and 
olive  around  them,  seemed  to  rebuke  the  luxuriant 
■Duies  of  nature,  and  threw  a  melancholy  grandeur 
over  the  whole  scene. 

The  effects  of  the  air,  m  reanimating  the  young 

Priestess,  were  lees  speedy  than  I  had  expected  ; — 

her  eyes  were  still  closed,  and  she  remained  pale 

•nd  insensible.    Alarmed,  I  now  rested  her  head 

(which  had  been,  for  some  time,  supported  by  my 

arm)  against  the  base  of  one  of  the  columns,  with 

my  cloak  for  its  pillow,  while  I  hastened  to  procure 

tome  water  from  the  Lake.    The  temple  stood  high, 

md  the  descent  to  tho  shore  Was  precipitous.    But, 

my  Epicurean  habits  having  but  little  impaired  my 

•etJvity,  I  soon  descended,  with  the  lightness  of  a 

deoeit  deer,  to  the  bottom.    Here,  plucking  from  a 

j(fty  bean-tree,  whose  flowers  stood,  shining  like 

gtAdi  above  the  water,  one  of  those  large  hollowed 

iBmYOS  that  serve  as  cups*  for  the  Hebes  of  the  Nile, 

M.   fined  it  from  the  Lake,  and  hurried  ba^k  with  the 

^Bool   draught  towards  the  Temple.    It  was  not, 

fc^ywever,  without  some  difficulty  that  I  at  last  sue- 

^^^eded  in  bearing  my  rustic  chalice  steadily  up  the 

more  than  once  did  an  unlucky  slip  waste 


a  The  position  here  given  to  Lake  MobHs,  In  making  It  the 
llata  boondary  of  the  city  of  Memphis  to  the  tooth, 
•poods  exactly  with  the  site  assigned  to  it  by  Malllet  :— 
Sftleinphis  avoit encore  i  son  midi  nn  vaste  reservoir,  par  oik 
it  ce  qni  pent  senrir  k  la  commodity  et  d  I'agrement  de  la 
lal  Atoit  voltnrA  abondamment  de  toutes  les  parties  de 
Ce  lac  qui  la  tenninolt  de  ce  c6t4-iV*  ^c.  Itc— 
II.  p.  7. 
■•  On  volt  sar  ia  rive  orientate  des  antiqult^s  qni  soot 
entlirement  soos  let  eanx.**— £</zMi. 


all  its  contents,  and  as  often  did  I  return  impatienlly 
to  refill  it 

During  this  time,  the  young  maiden  was  fast 
recovering  her  animation  and  consciousness;  and, 
at  the  moment  when  I  appeared  above  the  edge  of 
the  steep,  was  just  rising  from  the  steps,  with  her 
hand  pressed  to  her  forehead,  as  if  confusedly  re- 
calling the  recollection  of  what  had  occurred.  No 
sooner  did  she  observe  me,  than  a  short  cry  of  alarm 
broke  from  her  lips.  Looking  anxiously  round, 
as  though  she  sought  for  protection,  and  half- 
audibly  uttering  the  words,  "Where  is  he?**  she 
made  an  effort,  as  I  approached,  to  retreat  into 
the  Templo. 

Already,  however,  I  was  by  her  side,  and  taking 
her  hand,  as  she  turned  away  from  me,  gently  in 
mine,  asked, "  Whom  dost  thott  seek,  fail  rriestessr 
— thus,  for  the  first  tne,  breaking  the  silence  she 
had  enjoined,  and  in  a  tone  that  might  have  re- 
assured the  most  timid  spirit  But  my  words  had 
no  efi*ect  m  calming  her  apprehension.  Trembling, 
and  with  her  eyes  still  averted  towards  the  Temple, 
she  continued  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  alarm, — 
"Where  can  he  be7->that  venerable  Athenian, 
that  philosopher,  who ** 

"  Here,  here,"  I  exclaimed,  anxiomly,  interrupt- 
ing her—"  behold  him  still  by  thy  side— the  same, 
the  very  same,  who  saw  thee  steal  from  under  the 
VeOs  of  the  Sanctuary,  whom  thou  hast  guided  by 
a  clue  through  those  labyrinths  below,  and  who 
now  only  waits  his  command  from  those  lips,  to  de- 
vote himself  through  life  and  death  to  thy  service." 
As  I  spoke  these  words,  she  turned  slowly  round, 
and  looking  timidly  in  my  face,  while  her  own 
burned  with  blushes,  said,  in  a  tone  of  doubt  and 
wonder,  "  Thou  !'*  and  then  hid  her  eyes  in  her 
hands. 

I  knew  not  how  to  interpret  a  reception  so  un- 
expected. That  some  mistake  or  disappointment 
had  occurred  was  evident ;  but  so  inexplicable  did 
the  whole  adventure  appear  to  me,  that  it  was  in 
vain  to  think  of  unravelling  any  part  of  it  Weak 
and  agitated,  she  now  tottered  to  the  steps  of  the 
Temple,  and  there  seating  herself,  with  her  fore- 
head against  the  cold  marble,  seemed  for  some 
moments  absorbed  in  the  most  anxious  thought; 
while  silent  and  watchful  I  awaited  her  decision, 

s  "  Quorandam  antem  domomm  (in  Lahyrtatho)  tails  est 
titas,  nt  adaperlentibna  fores  tonitmnm  iotas  terribile  ex* 
tetaf— P/wy. 

*  Strnbo.  According  to  the  French  translator  of  Strabo, 
It  was  the  frnlt  of  the /aba  Mgjfptiac^  not  the  leaf,  that  was 
nsed  for  this  purpose.  *'Le  ffi^Mpctr,**  he  says,  "devoit 
s*enteodre  de  la  capsule  on  fruit  de  cette  plante,  dont  les 
Egyptiens  se  senroient  comme  d*un  vase,  Imaglnanto  w  i*eaa 
da  Nil  y  devenolt  dcUcleose.** 
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though,  at  the  same  time,  with  a  feeling  which  the 
molt  proved  to  be  prophetic— that  my  deetmy 
was,  firom  thenceforth,  linked  inseparably  with  hers. 

The  inward  struggle  by  which  she  was  agitated, 
though  yiolent,  was  not  of  long  continuance.  Start- 
ing suddenly  from  her  seat,  with  a  look  of  terror  to- 
vnada  the  Temple,  as  if  the  fear  of  immediate  pur- 
suit had  alone  decided  her,  she  pointed  eagerly  to- 
wards the  East,  and  exclaimed,  "To  the  Nile, 
without  delay !"— clasping  her  hands,  after  she  had 
thus  spoken,  with  the  most  suppliant  fervor,  as  if  to 
soften  the  abruptness  of  the  mandate  she  had  given, 
and  appealing  to  me  at  the  same  time,  with  a 
look  that  would  have  taught  Stoics  themselves 
tendeme^B. 

I  lost  not  a  moment  in  obeymg  the  welcome 
command.  With  a  thousand  wild  hopes  naturally 
crowding  upon  my  fancy,  at  the  thoughts  of  a 
voyage,  under  such  auspices,  1  descended  rapidly  to 
the  sliore,  and  hailing  one  of  those  boats  that  ply 
upon  the  Lake  for  hire,  arranged  q>eedily  for  a 
passage  down  the  canal  to  the  Nile.  Having  learn- 
ed, too,  from  the  boatmen,  a  more  easy  path  up  the 
rock,  I  hastened  back  to  the  Temple  for  my  fair 
charge;  and,  without  a  word  or  look,  that  could 
alarm,  even  by  its  kindness,  or  disturb  the  innocent 
confidence  which  she  now  evidently  reposed  in  me, 
led  her  down  by  the  winding  path  to  the  boat 

Every  thing  around  looked  sunny  and  smiling 
as  we  embarked.  The  morning  was  in  its  first 
freshness,  and  the  path  of  the  breeze  might  clearly 
be  traced  over  the  Lake,  as  it  went  wakening  up 
the  waten  from  their  deep  of  |be  night  The  gay, 
golden-winged  birds  that  haunt  these  shores,  were, 
in  every  direction,  skimming  along  the  Lake  ;  while, 
with  a  graver  consciousness  of  beauty,  the  swan 
and  the  pelican  were  seen  dressing  their  white 
plumage  in  the  mirror  of  its  wave.  To  add  to 
the  liveliness  of  the  scene,  there  came,  at  intervals, 
on  the  breeze,  a  sweet  tinkling  of  musical  instru- 
ments from  boats  at  a  distance,  employed  thus 
early  in  pursuing  the  fish  of  these  waters,*  that 
allow  themselves  to  be  decoyed  into  the  nets  by 
music. 

The  vessel  I  had  selected  for  our  voyage  was  one 
of  those  small  pleasure-boats  or  yachts' — so  much 
in  use  among  the  luxurious  navigators  of  the  Nile — 
in  the  centre  of  which  rises  a  pavilion  of  cedar  or 
cypress  wood,  adorned  richly  on  the  outside,  with 
religious  emblems,  and  gayly  fitted  up,  within,  for 
feasting  and  repose.  To  the  door  of  this  pavilion  I 
n«w  led  my  companion,  and,  after  a  few  words  of 


I  JElian,  lib.  vl.  33. 

•  Calleil  Thalameges,  ttom  the  pavilion  on  the  declc.- 
Vlde«ra&0 


kindness — tempered  cautioosly  i 
serve  as  the  deep  tenderness  of  n 
her  would  admit — left  her  to  o 
rest,  which  the  agitation  of  h( 
required. 

For  myself,  though  repose  was 
sary  to  me,  the  state  of  fefmei 
been  so  loog  kept,  appeared  to 
Having  thrown  myself  on  the  d 
under  an  awning  which  the  8a£ 
me,  I  continued,  for  some  hours, 
day-dream — sometimes  passing  in 
of  that  subterranean  drama,  ani 
my  eyes  fixed  in  drowsy  yacancy 
ly  the  impressions  of  the  brigh 
which  we  passed. 

The  banks  of  the  canal  wer 
wooded.  Under  the  tufta  of  the 
polm  were  seen  the  orange  an^ 
lacing  their  boughs ;  while,  hen 
tamarisks  thickened  the  shade, 
edge  of  the  bank,  the  willow  of  i 
mg  its  graceful  branches  into 
casionally,  out  of  the  depth  of  i 
shone  a  small  temple  or  pleasure- 
and  then,  an  opening  in  their  liii< 
the  eye  to  wander  over  extensive 
with  beds  of  those  pale,  sweet  ros 
district  of  Egypt  is  so  celebrated. 

The  activity  of  the  morning  ] 
every  direction.  Flights  of  dx. 
were  fluttering  among  the  leav 
heron,  which  had  been  roosting 
date-tree,  now  stood  sunning  it 
green  bank,  or  floated,  like  livt 
flood.  The  flowers,  too,  both  o 
looked  all  just  freshly  awakened  ; 
the  superb  lotus,  which,  having  ri 
sun  from  the  wave,  was  now  hole 
for  a  full  draught  of  his  light. 

Such  were  the  scenes  that  noi 
sented  themselves,  and  mingled  w 
eries  that  floated  through  my  x 
with  its  high,  capacious  sail,  swep 
Though  the  occurrences  of  tlie  h 
not  but  appear  to  me  one  co 
wonders,  yot  by  far  the  greatest  ] 
that  she,  whose  first  look  had  sent 
heart — ^whom  I  had  thought  of 
restlessness  of  passion,  that  won 
danger  and  wrong  to  obtain  its 
now  at  this  moment  resting  sac 


*  As  April  is  the  senson  for  gather 
MalU-Brun*»  Economical  Calendar,)lh€ 
of  course,  mean  to  say  that  he  saw  the 
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1,  while  graarding  her,  even  from  myself,  I 
tioiiIesB  at  its  threshold, 
nwhile,  the  sun  had  reached  his  meridian 
The  husy  hum  of  the  moming  had  died 
l!y  away,  and  all  around  was  sleeping  in  the 
Iness  of  noon.  The  Nile-gooee,  having  fold- 
her  splendid  wings,  was  lying  motionless  on 
idow  of  the  sycamores  in  the  water*  Even 
ible  lizards  upon  the  bank'  appeared  to  move 
nbly,  as  the  light  fell  on  their  gold  and  azure 
Overcome  as  I  was  with  watching,  and 
with  thought,  it  was  not  long  before  I 
to  the  becalming  influence  of  the  hoar. 
g  fixedly  at  the  pavilion — as  if  once  more  to 
myself  that  I  was  in  no  dream  or  trance,  but 
le  young  Egyptian  was  really  there — I  felt 
es  close  as  I  gazed,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
ito  a  profound  sleep. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

vas  by  the  canal  through  which  we  now 
that,  in  th6  more  prosperous  days  of  Mem- 
10  commerce  of  Upper  Egypt  and  Nubia  was 
rted  to  her  magnificent  Lake,  and  from  thence, 
paid  tribute  to  the  queen  of  cities,  was  poured 
^ain,  through  the  Nile,  into  the  ocean.  The 
of  this  canal  to  the  river  was  not  direct,  but 
ing  in  a  southeasterly  direction  towards  the 
and  in  calms,  or  with  adverse  winds,  the 
?  was  tedious.  But  as  the  breeze  was  now 
r  freshly  from  the  north,  there  was  every 
:t  of  our  reaching  the  river  before  nightfall. 
fj  too,  as  our  galley  swept  along  the  flood, 
ion  was  so  smooth  as  to  bo  hardly  felt ;  and 
et  gurgle  of  the  waters,  and  the  drowsy  song 

boatman  at  the  prov,  were  the  only  sounds 
iturbed  the  deep  silence  ^  *hich  prevailed. 

sun,  indeed,  had  nearly  sunk  behind  the 
I  hills,  before  the  sleep,  into  which  these 
had  contributed  to  lull  me,  was  broken ;  and 
It  object  on  which  my  eyes  rested,  in  wa- 
iras  that  fair  young  Priestess — seated  within  a 
ivhich  shaded  the  door  of  the  pavilion,  and 


or  pt  Tazur  brillent  en  bandes  longitadinalei  sar 
7s  entSer,  et  lenr  qaene  est  da  pios  beav  blea  e^leste.** 

1  canal,**  says  MaillH^  "  tris-profond  et  ti^s-larfs  y 
t  Ics  eaux  du  Nil.** 

iclenneroent  on  {KMrtoit  lea  eanz  da  Nil  jatqQ*4  det 
I  fort  dlolgn^es,  et  aartoot  chec  lea  princeaaca  da  aang 
omdea,  marl6ea  daai  dea  famlUea  ^trmng^rM.**— X>« 


bendmg  intently  over  a  small  volume  that  lay  un- 
rolled on  her  lap. 

Her  face  was  but  half-turned  towards  me ;  and 
as  she,  once  or  twice,  raised  her  eyes  to  the  warm 
sky,  whose  light  fell,  softened  through  the  trellis, 
over  her  cheek,  I  found  all  those  feelings  of  rever« 
ence,  which  she  had  inspired  me  with  in  the  chapel, 
return.  There  was  even  a  purer  and  holier  charm 
around  her  countenance,  thus  seen  by  the  natural 
light  of  day,  than  m  those  dim  and  unhallowed  re- 
gions below.  She  was  now  looking,  too,  direct  to 
the  glorious  sky,  and  her  pure  eyes  and  that  heav- 
en, so  worthy  of  each  other,  met 

After  contemplating  her  for  a  few  moments,  with 
little  less  than  adoration,  I  rose  gently  firom  my 
resting-place,  and  approached  the  pavilion.  But  the 
mere  movement  had  startled  her  from  her  devotion, 
and,  blushing  and  confused,  she  covered  the  volume 
with  the  folds  of  ^er  robe. 

In  the  art  of  winning  upon  female  confidence,  I 
had  long,  of  course,  been  schooled ;  and,  now  that 
to  the  lessons  of  gallantry  the  inspiration  of  love  was 
added,  my  ambition  to  please  and  to  interest  could 
hardly  fail,  it  may  be  supposed,  of  success.  I  sooa 
found,  however,  how  much  less  fluent  is  the  heart 
than  the  fancy,  and  how  very  different  may  be  the 
operations  of  making  love  and  feeling  it  In  the 
few  words  of  greeting  now  exchanged  between  us, 
it  was  evident  that  the  gay,  the  enterprising  Epi- 
curean was  little  less  embarrassed  than  the  secluded 
PrieJBtees  ;'-7-And,  after  one  or  two  inefiTectual  eflSnts 
to  converse,  the  eyes  of  both  turned  bashfully  away, 
and  we  relapsed  into  silence. 

From  this  situation — the  result  of  timidity  on  one 
side,  and  of  a  feeling  altogether  new  on  the  othep— 
v*e  were,  at  length,  relieved,  after  an  interval  of 
estrangement,  by  the  boatmen  announcing  that  the 
Nile  was  in  sight  The  countenance  of  the  young 
Egyptian  brightened  at  this  mtelligence ;  and  the 
smile  with  which  I  congratulated  her  upon  the  speed 
of  our  voyage  was  responded  to  by  anoUier  from  her, 
so  full  of  gratitude,  that  alreculy  an  instinctive  sym- 
pathy seemed  established  between  us. 

We  were  now  on  the  point  of  entering  that  sacred 
river,  of  whose  sweet  waters  the  esdle  drinks  in  his 
dreams — ^for  a  draught  of  whose  flood  the  royal 
daughters  of  the  Ptolemies,*  when  far  away,  on  for- 


The  water  thas  convoyed  to  other  laoda  was,  as  we  any 
collect  from  Javenal,  chiefly  Inteoded  for  the  oas  of  tks 
Temples  of  laia,  eatabllahed  In  tboie  eooatiias. 
81  Candida  Jaaaerit  lo, 
Iblt  ad  .Agyptl  finem,  calidaqoe  petltaa 
A  Merofl  portablt  aqaaa,  at  ipargat  la  ad# 
laldla,  antlqoo  qaa  proxlma  awfit  orilL 
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eign  thrones,  haTe  been  known  to  sigli  in  the  midst 
of  their  splendor.  As  our  boat,  with  dackened  sail, 
was  gilding  into  the  cnrrent,  an  mqniry  from  the 
boatmen,  whether  they  should  anchor  for  the  night 
in  the  Nile,  first  reminded  me  of  the  ignorance  m 
which  I  still  remained,  with  respect  to  the  mothre  or 
destination  of  our  voyage.  Embarrassed  by  their 
question,  I  directed  my  eyes  towards  the  Priestess, 
whom  I  saw  waiting  for  my  answer  with  a  look  of 
anxiety,  which  this  silent  reference  to  her  wishes  at 
once  dispelled  Unfolding  eagerly  the  volume  with 
which  I  had  seen  her  so  much  occupied,  she  took 
from  between  its  folds  a  small  leaf  of  papyrus,  on 
which  there  appeared  to  be  some  faint  lines  of  draw- 
ing, and  after  looking  upon  it  thoughtfully  for  a 
few  moments,  placed  it,  with  an  agitated  hand,  m 
mine. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  boatmen  had  taken  in  their 
sail,  and  the  yacht  drove  slowly  down  the  river  with 
the  current ;  while,  by  a  light  which  bad  been  kin- 
dled at  sunset  on  the  deck,  I  stood  examining  the 
leaf  that  the  Priestess  had  given  me— her  daik  eyes 
fixed  anxiously  on  my  countenance  all  the 'while. 
The  lines  traced  upon  the  papyrus  were  so  faint  as  to 
be  almost  invisible,  and  I  was  for  some  time  wholly 
unable  to  form  a  conjecture  as  to  their  import  At 
length,  however,  I  succeeded  in  making  out  that 
they  were  a  sort  of  map,  or  outlines — traced  slightly 
and  unsteadily  with  a  Memphian  reed — of  a  part 
of  that  mountainous  ridge  by  which  Upper  £^gypt  is 
bounded  to  the  east,  together  with  the  names,  or 
rather  emblems,  of  the  chief  towns  in  its  immediate 
neighborhood. 

It  was  thither,  I  now  saw  dwrly,  that  the  young 
Priestess  wished  to  pursue  her  course.  Without 
further  delay,  therefore,  I  ordered  the  boatmen  to 
set  our  yacht  before  the  wind,  and  ascend  the  cur- 
rent My  command  was  promptly  obeyed:  the 
white  sail  again  rose  into  the  regi<m  of  the  breeze, 
and  the  satisfaction  that  beamed  in  every  feature 
of  the  fair  Egyptian  showed  that  the  quickness  with 
which  I  had  attended  to  her  wishes  was  not  unfelt 
by  her.  The  moon  had  now  risen ;  and  though  the 
current  was  against  us,  the  Etesian  wmd  of  the 
season  Uew  strongly  up  the  river,  and  we  were  soon 
floatmg  before  it,  through  the  rich  plains  and  groves 
of  the  Said. 


1  **  Le  nom  da  mattre  y  6toit  ^crlt,  pendant  la  nnit,  en 
lettres  de  fen.**— .¥at//et. 

*  Called  Alassontes.    For  their  brittleness  Martial  U  an 
authority:— 

Telle,  pner,  callces,  tepidiqne  toreumata  Nill, 
Et  mihl  securi  pocula  trade  manu. 
**  Sana  parier  ici  dea  coupes  d'un  Tcrre  portd  Jasqu^i  la 
pantb  da  crjrstal,  ni  de  celles  qa*on  appeloit  Alassontes,  et 


The  love  with  whwh  this  siiiqilo 
me,  was  partly,  perhaps,  from  th 
and  situations  in  which  I  had  seen 
gled  with  a  tinge  of  superstitious  ai 
fluence  of  which  I  felt  the  natural 
spirit  repressed.  The  few  worcfa 
between  us  on  the  subject  of  our  i 
what  loosened  this  spell ;  and  whal 
vacity  and  confidence  was  more  tl: 
by  the  tone  of  deep  sensibtlity  whic 
kened  in  their  place. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far,  befo 
of  lights  at  a  distance,  and  the  shi 
works,  at  intervals,  into  the  air,  ^i| 
were  then  approaching  one  of  th« 
marts,  which  it  is  the  custom,  at  th 
upon  the  Nile.  To  me  the  scene  i 
to  my  young  companion  it  was  < 
world ;  and  the  mixture  of  alarm 
which  she  gazed,  from  under  he: 
busy  scene  into  which  we  now  sai 
of  innocence  to  her  beauty,  which  i 
ened  its  every  charm. 

It  was  one  of  the  widest  parts  c 
the  whole  surface,  from  one  bank  1 
covered  with  boats.  Along  the  li 
.island,  in  the  middle  of  the  stream, 
galleys  of  the  principal  traders — 1; 
zaars,  bearing  each  the  name  of  it 
zoned  in  letters  of  flame,  npon  '■ 
their  decks  were  spread  out,  in  g 
products  of  the  loom  and  needle  of 
pets  of  Memphis,  and  likewise  those 
for  which  \he  female  emhroidereis  < 
celebrated,  and  to  which  the  name  o 
a  traditional  chann.  In  each  of  the 
exhibited  some  branch  of  Egyptian 
vases  of  the  fragrant  porcelain  of  C 
frail  crystal,*  whose  hues  change  '. 
pigeon's  plumage— enamelled  amoi 
the  head  of  Anubis,  and  necklaces 
the  black  beans  of  Abyssinia.' 

While  Commerce  was  thus  displi 
luxuries  m  one  quarter,  in  erery  otl 
Pleasure,  in  all  its  countless  sbapei 
the  waters.  Nor  was  the  festivity 
river  alone ;  as  along  the  banks  of  U 


qa*on  snppoee  avoir  repr^sent^  des  figiue 
changeoient  suivant  I'aspect  sons  leqael 
pea  prds  comnie  ee  qa*on  nomme  valgi 
pigeon,**  &c.— />«  Pauw. 

*  The  bean  of  the  Glycine,  which  is  sa 
Strang  into  necklaces  and  bracelets,  la  gi 
the  name  of  the  black  bean  of  Abyasiaia. 
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ih»  ihoresy  illuminated  manaoiiB  were  seen  glittering 
through  the  trees,  from  whence  sounds  of  music  and 
merriment  came.  In  some  of  the  boats  were  bands 
of  minstrels,  who,  from  time  to  time,  answered  each 
ether,  like  echoes,  across  the  wave ;  and  the  notes 
cf  the  lyre,  the  flageolet,  and  the  sweet  lotus-wood 
flute,'  were  heard,  in  the  pauses  of  revehy,  dying 
along  the  waters. 

Meanwhile,  from  other  boats  stationed  in  the  least 
lighted  places,  the  workers  of  fire  sent  forth  their 
wonders  into  the  air.  Bursting  out  suddenly  firom 
time  to  time,  as  if  in  the  very  exuberance  of  joy, 
these  sallies  of  flame  appeared  to  reach  the  sky,  and 
there,  breaking  into  a  shower  of  sparkles,  shed  such 
a  splendor  around,  as  brightened  even  the  white 
Arabian  hills— making  them  shine  as  doth  the  brow 
of  Mount  Atlas  at  night,'  when  the  fire  firom  his  own 
bosom  is  playing  around  its  snows. 

The  of^rtunity  this  mart  afiSxded  us,  of  provid- 
ing ourselves  with  some  less  remarkable  habili- 
ments than  those  in  which  we  had  escaped  from 
that  nether  world,  was  too  seasonable  not  to  be 
gladly  taken  advantage  of  by  both.  For  myself, 
the  strange  mystic  garb  which  I  wore  was  suffi- 
ciently concealed  by  my  Grecian  mantle,  which  I 
had  fortunately  thrown  round  me  on  the  night  of 
my  watch.  But  (he  thin  veil  of  my  companion 
was  a  far  less  efficient  disguise.  She  had,  indeed, 
flung  away  the  golden  beetles  from  her  hair ;  but 
the  sacred  robe  of  her  order  was  still  too  visible,  and 
the  stars  of  the  bandelet  shone  brightly  through  her 
Teil. 

Most  gladly,  therefore,  did  she  avail  herself  of 
this  opportumty  of  a  change  ;  and,  as  she  took  from 
out  a  casket — which,  with  the  volume  I  had  seen 
ber  reading,  appeared  to  be  her  only  treasure--a 
■mall  jewel,  to  give  in  exchange  for  the  simple  gar- 
ments she  had  chosen,  there  fell  out,  at  the  same 
time,  the  very  cross  of  silver  which  I  had  seen  her 
kiss,  as  may  be  remembered,  in  the  monumental 
chapel,  and  which  was  afterwards  pressed  to  my 
own  lips.  This  link  between  us,  (for  such  it  now 
appeared  to  my  imagination,)  called  up  again  in  my 
heart  all  the  burning  feelings  of  that  moment; — 
and,  had  I  not  abruptly  turned  away,  my  agitation 
would  have  but  too  plainly  betrayed  itself. 

The  object,  for  which  we  had  delayed  in  this  gay 
scene,  having  been  accomplished,  th««  sail  was  again 


I  See  Jtf.  FiUoUau  on  UU  mnncMl  inttruwuntM  ^  Vim 

*  SolinuM  ipeaks  of  the  i nowy  lammlt  of  Blount  Atlas 
flittering  with  flames  at  night  In  the  aceoont  of  the  Pefl- 
pliu  of  Hanno,  a«  weli  as  in  that  of  Eodozns,  we  read,  that 
aa  those  navigators  were  coasting  this  part  of  Africa,  tor- 
iMls  of  light  were  seen  to  fall  on  the  sea. 

■  "per  lacrymas,  vero,  laidis  intelligo  eflavia  qoadam 


spread,  and  we  proceeded  on  our  oouxse  up  the 
river.  The  sounds  and  the  lights  we  had  left  be^ 
hind  died  gradually  away,  and  we  now  floated 
along  m  moonlight  and  silence  once  more.  Sweet 
dews,  worthy  of  being  called  <*  the  tears  of  lais,'** 
fell  refreshingly  through  the  air,  and  every  plant 
and  ibwer  sent  its  fragrance  to  meet  them.  The 
wind,  just  strong  enough  to  bear  us  smoothly 
against  the  current,  scarce  stirred  the  shadow  of 
the  tamaiib^  on  the  water.  As  the  inhabitants 
from  all  quarters  were  collected  at  the  night-fair, 
the  Nile  was  more  than  usually  still  and  solitary 
Such  a  silence,  indeed,  prevailed,  that,  as  we  glided 
near  the  sliore,  we  could  hear  the  rustling  of  the 
acacias,*  as  the  chameleons  ran  up  their  stems.  It 
was,  altogether,  such  a  night  as  only  the  climate  of 
Egypt  can  boast,  when  the  whole  scene  aictmd  lies 
lulled  in  that  sort  of  bright  tranquillity,  which  may 
be  imagined  to  light  the  slumbers  of  those  happy 
qnrits,  who  are  said  to  rest  in  the  Volley  of  the 
Moon,*  on  their  way  to  heaven. 

By  such  a  light,  and  at  such  an  hour,  seated,  side 
by  side,  on  the  deck  of  that  bark,  did  we  pursue 
our  course  up  the  lonely  Nilo— each  a  mystery  to 
the  other— our  thoughts,  our  objects,  our  very  names 
a  secret ; — separated,  too,  till  now,  by  destinies  so 
different ;  the  one,  a  gay  voluptuary  of  the  Gar- 
den of  Athens ;  the  other,  a  secluded  Priestess 
of  the  Temples  of  Memphb; — and  the  only 
relation  yet  established  between  us  bebg  thf^ 
dangerous  one  of  k»ve,  passionate  love,  on  one  skle, 
and  the  most  feminine  and  confiding  dependence  on 
the  other. 

The  passing  advoture  of  the  night-fair  had  not 
only  dispelled  a  little  our  mutual  reserve,  but  had 
luckily  furnished  us  with  a  subject  on  which  we 
oouki  converse  without  embarraasment  From  this 
topic  I  took  care  to  lead  her,  without  any  inter- 
ruption, to  others — ^being  fearful  lest  our  former 
silence  should  return,  and  the  music  of  her  voice 
again  be  lost  to  me.  It  was  only,  indeed,  by  thus 
indirectly  unburdening  my  heart  that  I  was  enabled 
to  avoid  the  disclosure  of  all  I  thought  and  felt ; 
and  the  restless  rapidity  with  which  I  flew  fh>m 
subject  to  subject  was  but  an  efiSirt  to  escape  from  ; 
the  only  one  in  which  my  heart  was  really  inter- 
ested. 

"How  bright  and  happy,"  said  I— pointing  up 


Lone,  qoibos  tantam  vim  videntiu  triboiise  iEgyptL**  .te- 
WMMlrt'.— He  is  of  opinion  that  the  saperstiaon  of  the  JVW- 
ta,  or  miraculous  drop,  Is  a  relic  of  the  veneration  paid  to 
the  dews,  as  the  tears  of  Isls. 

4  TVevete  #/  CoflMM  JUamgUa. 

•  Plutarch,  Dnruia,  torn.  x.  The  Manteheaas  held  ths 
same  belief.— Bee  Benuokn,  p.  505 
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to  Sothis,  the  fair  Star  of  the  Waters,^  which  was 
joBt  then  ehining  briUiantly  over  our  heads — "  How 
bright  and  happy  this  world  ought  to  be,  if,  as  your 
Elgyptian  sages  assert,  yon  pure  and  beautiful  lu- 
minary was  its  birth-star!"*  Then,  still  leaning 
back,  and  letting  my  eyes  wander  over  the  firma- 
ment, as  if  seeking  to  disengage  then  from  the  fas- 
cination which  they  dreaded — "  To  .he  study,"  I 
exclaimed,  "  for  ages,  of  skies  like  this,  may  the 
pensiye  and  mystic  character  of  your  nation  be 
traced.  That  mixture  of  pride  and  melancholy 
which  naturally  arises  at  the  sight  of  those  eternal 
lights  shining  out  of  darkness ; — ^that  sublime,  but 
saddened,  anticipation  of  a  Future,  which  steals 
sometimes  over  the  soul  in  the  silence  of  such  an 
hour,  when,  though  Death  appears  to  reign  in  the 
deep  stillness  of  earth,  there  are  yet  those  beacons 
of  Immortality  burning  in  the  sky." 

Pausing,  as  I  uttered  the  word  "immortality," 
with  a  sigh  to  think  how  little  my  heart  echoed  to 
my  lips,  I  looked  in  the  face  of  my  companion, 
and  saw  that  it  had  lighted  up,  as  I  spoke,  into  a 
glow  of  holy  animation,  such  as  Faith  alone  gives  ; 
— such  as  Hope  herself  wears,  when  she  is  dream- 
ing of  heaven.  Touched  by  the  contrast,  and  gaz- 
ing upon  her  with  mournful  tenderness,  I  found  my 
arms  half  opened,  to  clasp  her  to  my  heart,  while 
the  words  died  away  inaudibly  upon  my  lips, — 
«  Thou,  too,  beautiful  maiden !  must  thou,  too,  die 
forever  r 

My  self-command,  I  felt,  had  neariy  deserted 
me.  Rising  abruptly  from  my  seat,  I  walked  to 
the  middle  of  the  deck,  and  stood,  for  some  mo- 
ments, unconsciously  gazing  upon  one  of  those  fires, 
which — according  to  the  custom  of  all  who  travel 
by  night  on  the  Nile— our  boatmen  had  kindled, 
to  scare  away  the  crocodiles  from  the  vessel.  But 
it  was  in  vain  that  I  endeavored  to  compose  my 
spirit  Every  efibrt  I  made  but  more  deeply  con- 
vinced me,  that,  till  the  mystery  which  hung  round 
that  maiden  should  be  solved — till  the  secret,  with 
which  my  own  bosom  labored,  should  be  disclosed — 
it  was  fruitless  to  attempt  even  a  semblance  of  tran- 
quillity. 

My  resolution  was  therefore  taken ; — to  lay  open, 
at  once,  the  feelings  of  my  own  heart,  as  far  as 
such  revealraent  might  be  hazarded,  without  start- 
ling the  timid  innocence  of  my  companion.  Thus 
resolved,  I  resumed  my  seat,  with  more  com- 
posure, by  her  side;  and  taking  from  my  bosom 
the  small  mirror  which  she  had  dropped  iu  the 
Temple,  and  which  I  had  ever  since  worn  sus> 
ponded  round  my  neck,  presented  it  with  a  trom- 


'  'Tipayttyov  is  the  epUhe    applied  to  this  star  by  Plu- 
tarch, dt  hid. 


bling  hand  to  her  view.  The  boatmen  I 
kindled  one  oi  th«ir  night-fires  near  ns,  and  i 
as  she  leaned  forward  to  look  at  the  minor, 
on  her  face. 

The  quick  Uudi  of  suipiise  with  which 
cognised  it  to  be  hers,  and  her  look  of  bu 
eager  inquiry,  in  raising  her  eyea  to  mine,  \ 
peals  to  which  I  was  not,  of  comae,  tard] 
Bwering.  Begimung  with  the  first  moment 
saw  her  m  the  Temple,  and  paauigr  has 
with  words  that  burned  as  they  went,  over 
pression  which  she  had  then  left  upon  n 
and  fancy,  I  proceeded  to  describe  the  pa 
of  my  descent  into  the  pyramid — ^my  snip 
adoration  at  the  door  of  the  chapel — my  ei 
with  the  Trials  of  Initiation,  so  myvterion 
pared  for  me,  and  all  the  various  visionary 
I  had  witnessed  in  that  region,  till  the  nxune 
I  had  seen  her  stealing  from  under  the  Veil 
proach  me. 

Though,  in  detailing  these  events,  I  had 
little  of  the  feelings  they  had  awakened  i 
though  my  lips  had  sent  back  many  a  sente 
uttered,  there  was  still  enough  that  coold  n 
subdued  nor  disguised,  and  which,  like  tl 
from  under  the  veils  of  her  own  laia,  glowed 
every  word  that  I  qx>ke.  When  I  toll 
scene  in  the  chapel — of  the  silent  interns' 
I  had  witnessed  between  the  dead  and  the 
the  maiden  leaned  down  her  head  and  i 
from  a  heart  full  of  tears.  It  seemed  a  pk 
her,  however,  to  listen ;  and,  when  she  k 
me  again,  there  was  an  earnest  and  afii 
cordiality  in  her  eyes,  as  if  the  knowledgi 
having  been  present  at  that  moomfnl  sc 
opened  a  new  source  of  sympathy  and  int 
between  us.  So  neighboring  are  the  Ibm 
Love  and  of  Sorrow,  and  so  impeioeptiUy 
often  mingle  their  streams. 

Little,  indeed,  as  I  was  guided  by  ait  or  d 
my  manner  and  conduct  towards  th^  mr%tu 
not  all  the  most  experienced  gallantry  of  t 
den  could  have  dictated  a  policy  half  so  i 
as  that  which  my  new  master.  Lore,  no! 
me.  The  same  ardor  which,  if  shown  at  o 
without  reserve,  might  probably  have  at 
heart  so  little  prepared  for  it,  being  now 
and  softened  by  thf  timidity  of  real  love, 
way  without  alarm,  and,  when  most  difl 
success,  was  then  most  sorely  on  its  way  to 
Like  one  whose  slumbere  are  gradually  br 
sweet  music,  the  maiden's  heart  was  ai 
without  being  disturbed.    She  followed  thi 

*  'H  Zw0cws  nvaroXn  ysmnmi  KaTapj^nmrn,  r^ 
K09fL0¥.^Pcrfkyr.  ds  Aidn  AV«9^ 
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ol  the  chann,  unconBcious  whither  it  led,  nor  was 
eren  aware  of  the  flame  she  had  lighted  in  another's 
bosom,  till  startled  by  the  reflection  of  it  glimmering 
in  her  own. 

Impatient  as  I  was  to  ap^pal  to  her  generosity 
and  sympathy,  for  a  similar  proof  of  confidence  to 
that  which  I  had  just  given,  the  night  was  now  too 
iu  advanced  for  me  to  impose  upon  her  such  a  task. 
After  exchanging  a  few  words,  in  which,  though 
little  met  the  eai,  there  was,  on  both  sides,  a  Ume 
and  manner  that  spoke  far  more  than  language,  we 
took  a  lingering  leave  of  each  other  for  the  night, 
with  every  prospect,  I  fondly  hoped,  of  being  still 
together  m  our  dreams. 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

It  was  so  near  the  dawn  of  day  when  we  parted 
that  we  found  the  sun  sinking  westward  when  we 
rejoined  each  other.  The  smile,  so  frankly  cordial, 
with  which  she  met  me,  might  have  been  taken  for 
tlie  greeting  of  a  long-mellowed  friendship,  did  not 
.the  blush  and  the  cast-down  eyelid  that  followed 
betray  symptoms  of  a  feeling  newer  and  leas  calm. 
For  myself,  lightened  as  I  was,  in  some  degree,  by 
the  avowal  which  I  had  made,  I  was  yet  too  con- 
•dous  of  the  new  aspect  thus  given  to  our  intercourse, 
not  to  feel  some  little  alarm  at  the  prospect  of  re- 
turning to  the  theme.  We  were  both,  therefore, 
afike  willing  to  allow  our  attention  to  be  diverted, 
by  the  variety  of  strange  objects  that  presented 
thenwelves  on  the  way,  from  a  subject  that  evidently 
both  were  alike  unwilling  to  approach. 

The  river  was  now  all  stirring  with  commerce 
and  life.  Every  instant  we  met  with  boats  descend- 
ing the  current,  so  wholly  independent  of  aid  from 
•ail  or  oar,  that  the  mariners  sat  idly  on  the  deck  as 
they  shot  along,  either  singing  or  playing  upon  their 
double-reeded  pipes.  The  greater  number  of  these 
boats  canle  laden  with  those  large  emeralds,  from 
the  mine  in  the  desert,  whose  colors,  it  is  said,  are 
brightest  at  the  fall  of  the  moon ;  while  some  brought 
cargoes  of  frankincense  from  the  acacia  groves  near 
the  Red  Sea.  On  the  decks  of  others,  that  had  been, 
m  we  learned,  to  the  Golden  Mountains'  beyond 


:  Vide  WUford  on  Egypt  and  tJU  MSU,  Asiatic  Resean  be*. 

**  A  r^poqne  de  la  crue  le  Nil  Vert  charrie  les  planchefl 

tfaa  boU  qui  a  one  odear  lemblable  4  cella  de  Tencens.* 
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Syene,  were  heaped  blocks  and  fragments  of  that 
sweet-emelling  wood,'  which  is  yearly  washed  down, 
by  the  Green  Nile  of  Nubia,  at  the  season  of  the 
floods. 

Our  companions  up  the  stream  were  far  leas  nu- 
merous. Occasionally  a  boat,  returmng  lightened 
from  the  fair  of  last  night,  shot  rapidly  past  us,  with 
those  high  sails  that  catch  every  breeze  from  over 
the  hills ; — while,  now  and  then,  we  overtook  one 
of  those  barges  full  of  bees,'  that  are  sent  at  thib 
season  to  colonize  the  gardens  of  tho  «QUth,  and 
take  advantage  of  the  firet  flowers  after  the  munda- 
tion  has  passed  away. 

For  a  short  time,  this  constant  rir'xxy  of  objects 
enabled  us  to  divert  so  far  our  conversation  as  to 
keep  it  from  lighting  upon  the  one,  sole  subject, 
round  which  it  constantly  hovered.  But  the  effort, 
as  might  be  expecled,  was  not  long  successful.  As 
evening  advanced,  the  whole  scene  became  more 
solitary.  We  less  frequently  ventured  to  look  upon 
each  other,  and  our  intervals  of  silence  grew  more 
long. 

It  was  near  sunset,  when,  in  passing  a  small 
temple  on  the  shore,  whose  porticoes  were  now  full 
of  the  evening  light,  we  saw  issuing  from  a  thicket 
of  acanthus  near  it,  a  train  of  young  maidens  grace- 
fully linked  together  in  the  dance  by  stems  of  the 
lotus  held  at  arms'  length  between  them.  Their 
tresses  were  also  wreathed  with  this  gay  emblem 
of  the  season,  and  in  such  profusion  were  its  white 
flowen  twisted  around  their  waists  and  arms,*  that 
they  might  have  been  taken,  as  they  lightly  bounded 
along  the  bank,  for  Nymphs  of  the  Nile,  then  freshly 
risen  from  their  bright  gardens  under  the  wave. 

After  lookmg  for  a  few  minutes  at  this  sacred 
dance,  the  maiden  turned  away  her  eyes,  with  a 
look  of  pain,  as  if  the  remembrances  it  recalled 
were  of  no  welcome  nature.  This  momentary  re- 
trospect, this  glimpse  into  the  past,  appeared  to  ofi*er 
a  sort  of  clue  to  the  secret  for  which  I  panted  ; — 
and  accordingly  I  proceeded,  as  gradually  and  deli- 
cately as  my  impatience  would  allow,  to  avail  my- 
self of  the  opening.  Her  own  frankness,  however, 
relieved  me  from  the  embarrassment  of  much  ques- 
tioning. She  appeared  even  to  feel  that  the  confi- 
dence I  sought  was  due  to  mo;  and  beyond  the 
natural  hesitation  of  maidenly  modesty,  not  a  shade 
of  reserve  or  evasion  appeared. 

To  attempt  to  repeat,  in  her  own  touching  words, 
the  simple  story  which  she  now  related  to  me,  would 


4  "  On  les  volt  comroe  Jadis  caeiUir  dans  les  champs  det 
tiges  da  lotas,  signes  da  dc^bordement  et  presages  de  Taboa- 
dance ;  Us  s*envcloppent  les  bras  et  le  corps  arcc  les  loofoes 
tiges  flenries,  et  parconrent  les  mes,*'  kx.—DitariftUfm  im 
7Vi>sa«x  d«§  IMtf  pmr  M,  Cttlmu 
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be  like  endeaYoring,to  note  down  some  unpremedita- 
ted strain  of  musi:,  with  all  those  fugitive  graces, 
those  felicities  of  the  moment,  which  no  art  ran  re- 
store, as  they  first  met  the  ear.  From  a  feeling,  too, 
of  humility,  she  had  omitted  in  her  short  narrative 
several  ptartieulars  relating  to  herMlf,  which  I  after- 
wards learned; — while  others,  not  less  unportant, 
she  but  slightly  passed  over,  from  a  fear  of  ofifending 
the  prejudices  of  her  heathen  hearer. 

I  shall,  therefore,  give  her  story,  not  as  she,  her- 
self, sketched  it,  but  as  it  was  afterwards  filled  up  by 
a  pious  and  venerable  band — ^far,  far  more  worthy 
than  mine  of  being  associated  with  the  memory  of 
such  purity. 


CrrORT  OF  ALETHB. 

«  Thk  mother  of  this  maiden  was  the  beautiful 
Theora  of  Alexandria,  who,  though  a  native  of  that 
city,  was  descended  from  Grecian  parents.  When 
very  young,  Theora  was  one  of  the  seven  maidens 
selected  to  note  down  the  discourses  of  the  eloquent 
Origeo,  who,  at  that  period,  presided  over  the  School 
of  Alexandria,  and  was  in  all  the  fulness  of  his  fame 
both  among  Pagans  and  Christians.  Endowed  richly 
with  the  learning  of  both  creeds,  he  brought  the 
natural  light  of  philosophy  to  illustrate  the  mysteries 
of  faith,  and  was  then  only  proud  of  his  knowledge 
of  the  wisdom  of  this  worid,  when  he  found  it  min- 
ister usefully  to  the  triumph  of  divme  truth. 

**  Although  he  had  courted  in  vain  the  crown  of 
martyrdom,  it  was  held,  through  his  whole  life,  sus- 
pended over  his  head ;  and,  in  more  than  one  per- 
secution, he  had  shown  himself  cheerfully  ready  to 
die  for  that  holy  faith  which  he  lived  but  to  testify 
and  uphold.  On  one  of  these  occasions,  his  tor- 
mentors, having  habited  him  like  an  Egyptian  priest, 
placed  him  upon  the  st)p8  of  the  Temple  of  Serapis, 
and  commanded  that  le  should,  in  the  manner  of 
the  Pagan  ministers,  present  palm-branches  to  the 
multitude  who  went  up  into  the  shrine.  But  the 
courageous  Christian  disappointed  their  views.  Hold- 
ing forth  the  branches  with  an  unshrinking  hand,  he 
cried  aloud, '  Come  hither,  and  take  the  branch, — 
not  of  an  Idol  Temple,  but  of  Christ' 

"  So  indefatigable  was  this  learned  Father  in  his 
studies,  that,  while  composing  his  Commentary  on 
the  Scriptures,'  he  was  attended  by  seven  scribes  or 
notaries,  who  relieved  each  other  in  recording  the 
dictates  of  his  eloquent  tongue;  while  the  same 
number  of  young  females,  selected  for  the  beauty  of 


1  It  iras  during  the  composition  of  his  great  critical  work, 
the  Bexapla,  that  Origen  employed  these  female  scribes. 


their  penmanship,  were  employed 
transcribing  the  precious  leaves. 

<*  Among  the  scribes  00  select 
young  Theora,  whose  parents,  tb< 
the  Pagan  worship,  were  not  mun 
the  acoomplisfaments  ft  thebr  daagfa 
in  a  task,  which  they  looked  on  ai 
caL  To  the  maid  herself,  however 
brought  far  other  feelings  and  00 
read  anxiously  as  she  wrote,  and  i 
so  eloquently  illustrated*  found  tli 
grees,  from  the  page  to  her  heart. 
the  written  words  afi^cted  her,  thi 
the  lips  of  the  great  teacher  himsel 
frequent  opportunities  of  hearing, 
deeply  mto  her  mind.  There  wai 
lunity  and  gentleness  in  his  views  < 
to  the  tender  hearts  and  lively  imi 
men,  never  failed  to  appeal  with  < 
Accordingly,  the  list  of  his  femal 
merous ;  £od  the  names  of  Barbara 
and  others,  bear  honorable  testimoo 
over  that  sex. 

"  To  Theora  the  feeling,  with  wl 
inspired  her,  was  like  a  new  sool- 
of  q>iritual  existence,  never  befc 
eloquence  of  the  comment  she  ws 
admiration  of  the  text ;  and  when 
of  a  Catechumen  of  the  school,  wh 
by  her  mnocent  zeal,  she,  for  the  i 
posBBssor  of  a  copy  of  the  Scriptiu 
sleep  for  thinkuig  of  her  sacred  i 
mixtiue  of  pleasure  and  fear  she  h* 
and  was  like  one  who  had  receii 
under  her  roof,  and  felt  fearful  oi 
vinity  to  the  worid. 

"  A  heart  so  awake  would  havi 
sectu^d  to  the  faith,  had  her  opporl 
the  sacred  word  continued.  Bi 
arose  to  deprive  her  of  this  advai 
Origen,  long  harassed  and  thwarte 
the  tyranny  of  Demetrius,  Bisho 
was  obliged  to  relinquish  his  scb 
Egypt  The  occupation  of  the 
therefore,  at  an  end :  her  intercou 
lowers  of  the  new  faith  ceased  ;  an 
thusiasm  of  her  heart  gave  way 
impressions. 

"Among  other  earthly  feeling] 
not  a  little  to  wean  her  though 
religion.  While  still  very  young, 
wife  of  a  Greek  adventurer,  wl 
Egypt  as  a  purchaser  of  that   r 
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which  the  needief  of  Penia  are  rmdled  by  the 
looms  9f  the  NOe.  Having  taken  his  yoong  bride 
to  Memphis,  which  was  still  the  great  mart  of  this 
merchandise,  he  there,  in  the  midst  of  his  specu- 
iataonsy  died — leaving  his  widow  on  the  point  of 
beconung  a  mother,  while,  as  yet,  bat  in  her  nine- 
teenth year. 

**  For  single  and  unprotected  females,  it  has 
been,  at  all  times,  a  favorite  resource,  to  seek  for 
emplo3rment  in  the  service  of  some  of  those  great 
tonnes  by  which  so  large  a  portion  of  the  wealth 
wad  power  of  Egypt  is  absorbed.  In  most  of 
tliese  institutions  there  exists  an  order  of  Priest- 
Mses,  which,  though  not  hereditary,  like  that  of  the 
Priests,  is  provided  for  by  ample  endowments,  and 
oonferi  that  dignity  and  station,  with  which,  in  a 
goremment  so  theocratic.  Religion  is  sore  to  invest 
even  her  humblest  handmaids.  From  the  general 
policy  of  the  Sacred  College  of  Memphis,  we  may 
take  for  granted,  that  an  accomplished  female,  like 
Theon,  found  but  little  difficulty  in  bemg  elected 
one  of  the  Priestesses  of  Isis;  and  it  was  in  the 
wnice  of  the  subterranean  shrines  that  her  ministry 
chiefly  Uy. 

**  Here,  a  month  or  two  after  her  admission,  she 
gmve  birth  to  Alethe,  who  first  opened  her  eyes 
•OMmg  the  unholy  pomps  and  specious  miracles  of 
this  mysterious  region.  Though  Theora,  as  we  have 
wen,  had  been  diverted  by  other  feelings  from  her 
#nt  enthusiasm  for  the  Christian  faith,  she  had 
jwver  wholly  forgot  the  impression  then  made  upon 
Imht.  The  sacred  volume,  which  the  pious  Cate- 
«biimen  had  given  her,  was  still  treasured  with 
eare;  and,  though  she  seldom  opened  its  pages, 
there  was  always  an  idea  of  sanctity  associated 
with  it  in  her  memory,  and  often  would  she  sit  to 
look  upon  it  with  reverential  pleasure,  recalling 
the  happiness  she  had  felt  when  it  was  first  made 


"  The  leisure  of  her  new  retreat,  and  the  lone 
nelancholy  of  widowhood,  led  her  still  more  fre- 
quently to  indulge  in  such  thoughts,  and  to  recur 
to  those  consoling  truths  which  she  had  heard  in 
the  school  of  Alexandria.  She  now  began  to  peruse 
eageriy  the  sacred  volume,  drinking  deep  of  the 
Ibuntaan  of  which  she  before  but  tasted,  and  feel- 
ing— ^what  thousancb  of  mourners,  since  her,  have 
Mt— that  Christianity  is  the  true  and  only  religion 
of  the  sorrowful. 

«  This  study  of  her  secret  honn  became  stiU  more 
dear  to  her,  as  well  from  the  peril  with  which,  at 
that  period,  it  was  attended,  as  from  the  necessity 

t  De  Panw,  who  differs  in  oploion  from  tbote  who  siip- 
fossd  women  to  be  eligible  to  the  hlfber  sacerdotal  offices  in 
VffpC,  thus  entuneratet  the  tasks  to  whkh  their  snperin- 
iMinMs  was,  aa  he  thinks,  eooflned :— **  Les  flnnmsa  n*oot 


she  felt  henelf  under  of  concealing  from  those 
around  her  the  precious  light  that  had  been  thus 
kindled  in  her  own  heart.  Too  timid  to  encounter 
the  fierce  penecution  which  awaited  all  who  were 
suspected  of  a  leaning  to  Chri^anity,  she  continued 
to  officiate  in  the  pomps  and  ceremonief  of  the 
Temple ; — though,  often,  with  such  remorse  of  soul, 
that  she  would  pause,  in  the  midst  of  the  rites,  and 
pray  inwardly  to  God,  that  he  would  forgive  this 
profanation  of  his  Spirit 

**  In  the  mean  time  her  daughter,  the  young 
Alethe,  grew  up  still  lovelier  than  herself,  and  added, 
every  hour,  both  to  her  happiness  and  her  fears. 
When  arrived  at  a  sufficient  age,  she  was  taught, 
like  the  other  children  of  the  Priestesses,  to  take  a 
share  in  the  service  and  ceremonies  of  the  shrines. 
The  duty  of  some  of  these  young  servitors*  was  to 
look  after  the  flowers  for  the  altar ; — of  others,  to 
take  care  that  the  sacred  vases  were  filled  every 
day  with  fresh  water  from  the  Nile.  The  task  of 
some  was  to  preserve,  m  perfect  polish,  those  silver 
unages  of  the  Mcou  which  the  priests  carried  in 
processions;  while  others  were,  as  we  have  seen, 
employed  in  feeding  the  consecrated  animals,  and 
in  keeping  their  plumes  and  scales  bright  for  the 
admiring  eyes  of  their  worshippers. 

"  The  office  allotted  to  Alethe-— the  most  honor- 
able of  these  minor  ministries— was  to  wait  upon 
the  sacred  birds  of  the  Moon,  to  feed  them  daily 
with  those  eggs  frt>m  the  Nile  which  they  loved, 
and  provide  for  their  use  that  purest  water,  which 
alone  these  delicate  birds  will  touch.  This  em- 
ployment was  the  deUght  of  her  childish  liouis; 
and  that  ibis,  which  Alciphron  (the  Epicurean) 
saw  her  dance  round  in  the  Temple,  was,  of  all 
the  sacred  flock,  her  especial  favorite,  and  had  been 
daily  fondled  and  fed  by  her  frvm  infancy. 

**  Music,  as  being  one  of  the  chief  spells  of  tliis 
enchanted  region,  was  an  accomplishment  required 
of  all  its  ministrants ;  and  the  harp,  the  lyre,  and 
the  sacred  flute,  sounded  nowhere  so  sweetly  as 
through  these  subterranean  gardens.  The  chief 
object,  mdeed,  in  the  education  of  the  youth  of 
the  Temple,  was  to  fit  them,  by  every  grace  of  art 
and  nature,  to  give  eflect  to  the  illusion  of  tliooe 
shows  and  phantasms,  in  which  the  entire  charm 
and  secret  of  Initiation  lay. 

*'  Among  the  means  employed  to  support  the  old 
system  of  superstition,  against  the  infidelity  and, 
still  more,  the  new  Faith  that  menaced  it,  was  an 
increased  dkflay  of  splendor  and  marvels  in  those 
mysteries  for  which  Egypt  has  so  long  been  cele- 

pa  toat  an  plus  dans  Tordre  secondaire  s*aeqnitttr  qos  de 
qaelqnes  emplols  sans  conseqoencs ,  cooime  de  nottxrlr  dts 
scarabees,  des  roosaralgnet  et  d*aatrts  petiu  anliaai 
sscsfta.**— Ton.  L  sect.  S. 
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Mud     Ot   thflK 

had,  iin^irr 

Etuupe,  iltat  At  Itttigtii  Htm 

m  ridt  ^r  twin;  ^i]H?^  bf  Hi  pi«f«iif ; 

enkr  «U1]  (d  nak  tm  ttw  fint  Pliiatfhooil  in  ||»» 

woflil,  il  bf«anii>  mcf  iry  for  thiai»  of  E|[3ffi  la 

fvnudA  ulill  Ih9  b0«t  UjiipQitOf& 

**  A0cord«glf  r  v^^vr  OMrtrtnaM  tat  «a  eoeU 
d^ifw^  ^  laher  tHcato  i^wy  WittiifiLu  Uioi  lib« 
wotukiful  kiKjuriwlgi?  of  lii«  Pfete*^  In  p^vittofaiiyi 
n«cliauk«(  and  di^iiirit^*  e«iiJ4  eomm^d— *b« 
bvB^  faMo  «etkin  |o  h^iflit«u  |li«  el^!i«t  of  their 
tfyilHTiwi,  aad  ffrn  an  air  0f  mehaotmmt  lo  ffviry 
Ihiiiig  eaiiu«ct<Hil  wilJi  thc^tti 

iM9  whkih  Ui«  Idliili  ipm  fto?ivod— 1aiiiii4»cif 
?oufin*i  Ih^  1<>*diiijr  ilCnolion  of  thiMo  cvn'motii^*  \ 
iiad  to  muil^f  it  ripHniiiy  aMlii  to  the  trxuiH  ol 
lb*  Qitn  of  plraMti^  and  tfte  htrnginiiinti  of  the 
Hilf?riiw1i1  wu  thp  j^fval  nhjt*rt  to  wUteh  IIki  at« 
l«»Uei&  of  file  gaovd  QoUi^  wac  devoli^  Bf  the 
lotttiaM*  tf  Ibi  FHMtt  if  M<^niphiii  or^r  tbo«  of 
ih«  othf!r  Tcstnplea  tbey  hftd  ■iipee«deii  bi  fjctendinf 
lU^ir  «iiht«»rraiii*«n  fratiXtfTf  both  to  Ibe  north  an4 
nodbi  M»  M  to  tndutld,  within  tli^ir  afPf^JljrhtrMf 
^mwJW«  mrn^  vf  ilu*  ic^rdt^w  tjica^iLtfi'd  fur  tht  um 
if  l^atfMf  INnvH*  i^hnavv. 
*■  n«  beaiil J  «f  the  ^-oauf  Aleiljt,  tbft  l^iiehine 
«l  bar  feioai  and  Iba  aMuUiKty  that 
I  IbgnifliBnl  baf  tvviy  look  mud  movi^tne^nt^ 
r  m.  IMWjyt  «Bsii4ar|-  id  ni«h  apprab  to 
ba  bad  b^^^Df  ai^^tsfiltH^ly,  \n 
ttAietit4  from  aniang  h^r  fair 
th*  mart:  woifthv  rfptt«pulativt*  of 
ipiriiiMl  l»vvl»a«w»  m  thmt  p«ctuf«»  of  Ely«4t]n) — 
lb*»  ■Cff^ww  of  Aiiotb«f  worid'-bir  whioh  uol  only 
tba  it*fv,  byl  tba  fnaaati,  of  th«  «Kil«d  Aspinmlj 


*T9  Iba  imiaerxit  child  hrviwlf  thesm  shown 
im  fmbmt^  But  1M  ll)«om,  irlto  kn^w  too  wc^U 
I  to  wbi^  tiwr  WW*  wiWjTient,  thw 
•f  all  Lhat  *l)v  b«Td  wa«  a  prp^tyd 
«f  bocrw  and  rvimv*^  Oftpii  vrould  ffhc-^ 
m^tm  AJil^  ift0od  wttiliBX  b^Avf*  h^r.  amiyodt  per- 
t  ai  a  ifint  if  the  EI>^au  worM-^tiim  away. 
%  ihwitbitfc  ftam  Ihn  h^iif)'  child,  dmoirt 
fatwn^af  aba  «av  tb^a^X  lb«  nbadowa  of  vtt  de- 
■ewtduif  atat  ibal  {ftaoiwit  brow,  aa  aho  gaxod 
upot)  It. 

*'  \^  ttin  rntf^ltrct  of  th*  >fl«B|r  itiaid  Ufcaine 
Hwn^  iit*(iV(i  a  ad  itMnuriiijj,  ihr  ftpprphonsiflns  atjd 
dijReuItfw  .jf  th«>  motlw  ineivainl.  Afraid  to 
fortiniiiujcnifl  h*r  ^ttu  |vi-<.'H>tta  srert^U  Irist  &h(^ 
«hciLjld  im'»4vi*  hor  rh*td  ia  ih*  danir^ra  lliAi  en- 
compassed  it,  tihf^  yr^x  frit  H  (tf  h*  iw  Irw  a  cruelly 
than  a  crime  to  1^4%^.  jii?t  wholly  iinmrwd  in  tho 


la  Ibia 
to  lier  waa 
tlutt 
pwra   |iaf1ketaa  of   tmth    i^liicifa 
«r    an    reUgtoiki  f-^hoie    fed 
of  vrbich  God  tbaa  m 
de^tuto,  ai$d  whidit  m  all 
to  than  wliQ  aougla  ftfler  ft. 
bbtbiy, 

'*  Tho  unity  and  pedfct  j.  iiiJiiaw  al 
Iho  fait  «r  UiK  humiia  kdeiI  into  i 
g^wtth  tb«  dMtaiiaa  of  lb 

Biai-ffiit  t0  tha  i 
itot^al  aalnlioBa   fn^  the  no' 
ItMia  atomemliiry  ipwoda  « 
wUabTlie^m  had  beaid 
hnr  ChfiathiTi   Irae^hcr,  ky  nbo,  aba 
nndcf  lite  tiieology  (*f  E^jypt  ;  and  to  J 
i»  ilit^tr  jiiRrr?»rt   punly*    iifioii   tbe 
■Qpctptible  pdpil*  «rji«,  Ui  derAnit  of  m 
Ughtii,  hM  «l«  nmbition  bod  eai^ 

*-  Il  wai  geft*fally  tlicir  bniwi,  aflw 
rooniui^  to  the  aervke  of  tbe  Tempk 
eT«EiiBgi  awl  ntghto  ia  ott«  of  thoao  « 
above  gntinid,  4ltoUrd«  wltlun  llift  pi 
Sftiin-d  t'n3»rfr*,  to  some  of  the 
FneMcmm,  Hh«,  oui  of  the  i^ach 
i!up(>Tst\ikmt  wUeh  pmsLicd  ihcuit  i 
below,  «h«  emlvavorcd  to  la/ortDi  oa  fi 
veottire,  the  mind  of  her  btf[osT?d  p 
Butumllf   3nd    instincth 


Jt   \ta 


aii  plant!  long  fchoi  tjp  in  daxkiie 
light  b  \fi  ia  npoa  !hf*ni,  tnclino 
iLa  niyL 

^-^  Fi*&r|uently,  or  Ih^y  sat  tO|^lh«-r 
at  sight  J  admidn^  that  glorious  «a» 
whflaa  bpEiuty  fijirt  mkli^J  muikiod 
ihe  would  expl^^in  to  Hjo  yoiing  Ik 
gradatiotu  of  error  it  waa  that  ihe 
trtinafcrrvd  from  the  Creator  l»  the 
■tin  lower  and  lowr^r  iu  the  scale  of 
Qt  length T  prcsumcMi  to  deify  njan,  at 
Oioiwirdui  of  invefwionii,  hcavea  waa 
TDtitor  of  earth,  reflecting  back  all  i\ 
fi^aluti^a. 

**  Evvn  m  the  Temple  itiself^  the 
er  wonid  endeavor  to  interptno  he 
among  Ihft  idolatmuD  ceremoniea  i 
were  tugagcd.  Vtla^n  the  favonte 
took  its  elation  uik>ii  the  diritie,  a 
mnidea  wha  icea  appjvt^chinrf,  wltii 
cf  woPBhip,  the  very  hird  which  s 
with  hut  an  hour  befort.'^Tt'lK^n  ih^ 
whi<rh  «h«  heraelf  had  plucked,  e^ei 
&  Btidden  sacrpdnt^ai  Id  her  cyt^,  s 
piicsl  had  brtatheJ  hpQtt  it—^oii   atl 


fll 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


701 


Theon,  though  with  fear  and  trembling,  would  Ten- 
tore  to  suggest  to  the  youthfolvworBhipper  the  dis- 
tinction that  should  be  drawn  between  the  sensHiIe 
object  of  adoration,  and  that  spiritual,  unseen 
Deity,  of  which  it  was  but  the  remembrancer  or 
type. 

"  With  sorrow,  howeTer,she  soon  discovered  that, 
in  thus  but  partially  letting  in  light  upon  a  mind 
far  too  ardent  to  rest  satisfied  with  such  glimmer- 
ings, she  but  bewildered  the  heart  which  she  meant 
to  guide,  and  cut  down  the  feeble  hope  around 
which  its  faith  twined,  without  substituting  any 
other  support  in  its  place.  As  the  beauty,  too,  of 
Alethe  began  to  attract  all  eyes,  new  fears  crowded 
upon  the  mother's  heart ; — ^feais,  in  which  she  was 
but  too  much  justified  by  the  characters  of  some  of 
those  around  her. 

*<  In  this  sacred  abode,  as  may  eamly  be  concehred, 
morality  did  not  always  go  hand  in  hand  with  reli- 
gion. The  hypocritical  and  ambitious  Orcus,  who 
was,  at  this  period,  High  Priest  of  Memphis,  was 
a  man,  in  every  respect,  qualified  to  preside  over 
a  system  d  such  splendid  fraud.  He  had  reached 
that  efiecthre  time  of  life,  when  enough  of  the 
warmth  and  vigor  of  youth  remains  to  give  anima- 
tion to  the  counsels  of  age.  But,  in  his  instance, 
youth  had  left  only  the  baser  passions  behind,  while 
age  but  brought  with  it  a  more  refined  maturity  of 
mischiefl  The  advantages  of  a  faith  appealmg 
almost  wholly  to  the  senses,  were  well  understood 
by  him ;  nor  had  he  failed  either  to  discover  that,  in 
Older  to  render  religion  subservient  to  his  own  mter- 
ests,  he  must  shape  it  adroitly  to  the  interests  and 
passions  of  others. 

**  The  state  of  anxiety  and  remorse  in  which  the 
mind  of  the  hapless  Theora  was  kept  by  the  scenes, 
however  artfully  veiled,  which  she  daily  witnessed 
around  her,  became  at  length  intolerable.  No  perils 
that  the  cause  of  truth  could  bring  with  it  would  be 
half  so  dreadful  as  this  endurance  of  sinfulness  and 
dsceit  Her  child  was,  as  yet,  pure  and  innocent ; 
but,  without  that  sentinel  of  the  soul.  Religion,  how 
loBg  might  she  continue  so  7 

"This  thought  at  once  decided  her:  all  other 
feaiB  vanished  before  it.  She  reeolved  instantly  to 
lay  open  to  Alethe  the  whole  secret  of  her  soul ;  to 
make  this  child,  who  was  her  only  hope  on  earth, 
the  sharer  of  all  her  hopes  ui  heaven,  and  then  fly 
with  her,  as  soon  as  possible,  from  this  unhallowed 
flpot,  to  the  far  desert — ^to  the  mountains — to  any 
place,  however  desolate,  where  God  and  the  con- 
•dousnesB  of  innocence  might  be  with  them. 

"  The  promptitude  with  which  her  young  pupil 
caught  from  her  the  olivine  truths  was  even  beyond 
what  she  expected.  It  was  like  the  Ughting  of  one 
tofch  at  another,  so  prepared  was  Alethe*s  muid  for 


the  illumination.  Amply,  indeed,  was  the  anxious 
mother  now  repaid  for  all  her  misery,  by  this  per- 
fect communion  of  love  and  faith,  and  by  the  delight 
with  which  she  saw  her  beloved  child — ^like  the 
young  antelope,  when  first  led  by  her  dam  to  the 
well— drink  thirstily  by  her  side,  at  the  #ource  of  all 
life  and  truth. 

"  But  such  happmess  was  not  long  to  last  The 
anxieties  that  Theora  had  sufiSMred  began  to  prey 
upon  her  health.  She  felt  her  strength  daily  de- 
cline ;  and  the  thoughts  of  leaving,  alone  and  un- 
guarded in  the  world,  that  treasure  which  she  had 
just  devoted  to  Heaven,  gave  her  a  feeling  of  despair 
which  but  hastened  the  ebb  of  life.  Had  she  put  in 
practice  her  revolution  of  flying  ftam  this  place,  her 
child  might  have  been  now  beyond  the  reach  of  all 
she  dreaded,  and  in  the  solitude  of  the  desert  would 
have  found  at  least  safety  from  wrong.  But  the 
very  happiness  she  had  felt  in  her  new  task  diverted 
her  from  this  project ; — and  it  was  now  too  late,  for 
she  was  already  dying. 

"She  still  continued,  however,  to  conceal  the 
state  of  her  heakh  from  the  tender  and  sanguine 
girl,  who,  though  observing  the  traces  of  disease  on 
her  mother's  cheek,  little  knew  that  they  were  the 
hastening  footsteps  of  death,  nor  even  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  ever  losing  what  was  so  dear  to 
her.  Too  soon,  however,  the  moment  of  separa- 
tion arrived;  and  while  the  anguish  and  dismay 
of  Alethe  were  in  proportion  to  the  security  in 
which  she  had  indulged,  Theora,  toe  ^elt,  with 
bitter  regret,  that  she  had  sacrificed  to  her  fond  con- 
sideration much  precious  time,  and  that  there  now 
remained  but  a  few  brief  and  painful  moments,  for 
the  communication  of  all  those  wishes  and  instruc- 
tions on  which  the  future  destiny  of  the  young 
orphan  depended. 

*'  She  had,  indeed,  time  for  littie  more  than  to 
place  the  sacred  volume  solemnly  in  her  hands ;  to 
implore  that  she  would,  at  all  risks,  fly  from  this 
unholy  place ;  and,  pointing  in  the  direction  of 
the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to  name,  with  her  last 
breath,  the  venerable  man,  to  whom,  under  Heaven, 
she  looked  for  the  protection  and  salvation  of  her 
child. 

**  The  first  violence  of  feeling  to  which  Alethe 
gave  way  was  succeeded  by  a  fixed  and  teariess 
grief,  which  rendered  her  insensible,  for  some  time, 
to  the  dangers  of  her  situation.  Her  sole  comfort 
consisted  in  visiting  that  monumental  chapel  where 
the  beautiful  remains  of  Theora  lay.  There, 
night  after  night,  in  contemplation  of  those  placid 
features,  and  in  prayers  for  the  peace  of  the  de- 
parted spirit,  did  she  pass  her  lonely  and — however 
sad  they  were — ^happiest  hours.  Though  the  mystic 
emblems  that  decorated  that  chapel  were  but  ill- 
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■oited  tb  the  dumber  of  a  Christian,  there  was  one 
among  them,  the  Cross,  which,  by  a  remarkable 
coincidence,  is  an  emblem  alike  common  to  the 
Gentile  and  the  Christian— being,  to  the  former,  a 
ihadowy  type  of  that  immortality,  of  which,  to  the 
latter,  it  is  a  substantial  and  assuring  pledge. 

"  Nightly,  upon  this  cross,  which  she  had  often 
ieen  her  lost  mother  kiss,  did  she  breathe  forth  a  so- 
lemn and  heartfelt  vow,  never  to  abandon  the  faith 
which  that  departed  spirit  had  bequeathed  to  her. 
To  such  enthusiasm,  indeed,  did  her  heart  at  such 
moments  rise,  that,  but  for  the  last  injunctions  from 
those  pallid  lips,  she  would,  at  once,  have  avowed 
her  perik>us  secret,  and  boldly  pronounced  the 
words,  *  I  am  a  Christian,'  among  those  benighted 
shrines! 

"  But  the  will  of  her,  to  whom  she  owed  more 
than  life,  was  to  be  obeyed.  To  escape  from  this 
haunt  of  superstition  must  now,  she  felt,  be  her  first 
object ;  and,  in  plannmg  the  means  of  effecting  it, 
her  mind,  day  and  night,  was  employed.  It  was 
with  a  loathing  not  to  be  concealed,  that  she  now 
found  herself  compelled  to  resume  her  idolatrous 
services  at  the  shrine.  To  some  of  the  offices  of 
Theora  she  succeeded,  as  is  the  custom,  by  in> 
heritance ;  and  in  the  performance  of  these  tasks — 
sanctified  as  they  were  in  her  eyes  by  the  pure 
spirit  she  had  seen  engaged  in  them — there  was  a 
sort  of  melancholy  pleasiure  in  which  her  sorrow 
found  reliefl  But  the  part  she  was  agam  forced  to ' 
take,  in  the  scenic  shows  of  the  M3rsteries,  brought 
with  it  a  sense  of  degradation  and  wrong  which  she 
could  no  longer  endure. 

**  Already  had  she  formed,  in  her  own  mind,  a 
plan  of  escape,  in  whicht.  her  acquaintance  with  all 
the  windings  of  this  mystic  realm  gave  her  confi- 
dence, when  the  solenm  reception  of  Alciphron,  as 
an  Initiate,  took  place. 

<*  From  the  first  moment  of  the  landing  of  that 
philosopher  at  Alexandria,  he  had  become  an  object 
of  suspicion  and  watchfulness  to  the  inquisitorial 
Orcus,  whom  phLoanphy,  in  any  shape,  naturally 
alarmed,  but  to  whom  the  sect  over  which  the 
young  Athenian  presided  was  particularly  obnoxious. 
The  accomplishments  of  Alciphron,  his  popularity, 
wherever  he  went,  and  the  bold  freedom  with  which 
he  indulged  his  wit  at  the  expense  of  religion,  were 
all  faithfully  reported  to  the  High  Prie6t  by  his 
spies,  and  awakened  in  his  mind  no  kindly  feelings 
towards  the  stranger.  In  dealing  with  an  infidel, 
such  a  personage  as  Orcus  could  know  no  other 
alternative  but  that  of  either  converting  or  destroy- 
ing him ;  and  though  his  spite,  as  a  man,  would 
have  been  more  gratified  by  the  latter  proceeding, 
his  pride,  as  a  priest,  led  him  to  prefer  the  triumph 
of  the  former. 


«The  first  descent  of  the  Ef 
pyramid  became  qitedily  known,  i 
immediately  given  to  the  priests  bi 
they  had  discovered  that  the  yoc 
Athens  was  the  intmder,  and  thai 
continued  to  linger  round  the  pyn 
served  to  look  often  and  wistfully  U 
it  was  concluded  that  his  cniiosity 
to  try  a  second  descent ;  and  O: 
good  chance  which  had  thus  broo 
mto  his  net,  resolved  not  to  sofier 
precious  to  be  wasted. 

"  Instantly,  the  whole  of  tha 
chinery,  by  which  the  phantasnu 
Initiation  are  produced,  were  pat  i 
tion  throughout  that  subterraneat 
increased  stir  and  vigiju«ce  awake] 
mates,  by  this  more  than  ordinary 
sources  of  priestcraft,  rendered  tii* 
of  Alethe*s  purpose,  at  such  a  m 
difficult  Wholly  ignorant  of  the 
which  it  had  been  her  own  fortiu 
tracting  the  young  philosopher  do 
she  but  heard  of  him  vaguely,  as  th( 
Grecian  sect,  who  had  been  led,  1 
or  accident,  to  expose  himself  to 
Initiation ;  and  whom  the  prieati 
were  endeavoring  to  ensnare  in  th 
art  and  lure  witb  which  their  « 
gifted  them. 

"  To  her  mind,  the  image  of  a 
as  Alciphron  had  been  represented 
sociated  with  ideas  of  age  and  reve 
than  once,  the  possibility  of  his  Im 
mental  to  her  deliverance  flawed 
heart  in  which  she  could  not  refra 
Often  had  she  been  told  by  Thi 
Grentile  sages,  who  had  laid  the 
humbly  at  the  foot  of  the  Croes 
Initiate,  she  feared,  could  haitUj 
number,  yet  the  rumors  which  t 
from  the  servants  of  the  Temple, 
contempt  for  the  errors  of  Heathi 
hope  she  might  find  tolerance,  if  j 
her  appeal  to  him. 

"  Nor  was  it  solely  with  a  v 
chance  of  deliverance  that  she  th 
in  her  thoughts  with  the  plan  whi 
The  look  of  proud  and  self-gratula 
which  the  High  Priest  had  mentloi 
as  he  styled  him,  when  giving  her  i 
scene  she  was  to  act  before  the  ] 
valley,  too  plainly  informed  her  of 
that  hung  over  him.  She  knew 
the  hapless  candidates  for  Initiatio 
doomed  to  a  durance  worse  than  tl 
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tw  bat  a  word,  a  whisper  breathed  aj^ainst  the 
■acred  absurdities  that  they  witnessed  ;  aud  it  was 
evident  to  her  that  the  venerable  Greek  (for  saoh 
her  fancy  represented  Alciphron)  was  no  less  m- 
terested  in  escaping  from  the  snares  and  perils  of 
this  region  than  herBeld 

<'Hv  cwn  resolution  was,  at  all  events,  fixed 
Tliat  visionary  scene,  in  which  she  had  appeared 
before  Alciphron — little  knowing  how  ardent  were 
the  heart  and  imagination  over  which  her  beauty,  at 
that  moment,  exercised  its  mfluence— was,  she  sol- 
emnly resolved,  the  very  last  unholy  service,  that 
superstition  or  imposture  should  ever  command  of 
her. 

<*On  the  following  night  the  Aspirant  was  to 
watch  in  the  Great  Temple  of  Isis.  Such  an  op- 
portunity of  approaching  and  addressing  hi^  might 
never  come  again.  Should  he,  from  compasnon  for 
ber  situation,  or  a  sense  of  the  danger  of  his  own, 
consent  to  lend  his  aid  to  her  flight,  most  gladly 
would  she  accept  it — well  assured  that  no  danger 
or  treachery  she  might  risk  could  be  half  so  odious 
and  fearful  as  those  which  she  left  behind.  Should 
be,  on  the  contrary,  reject  the  proposal,  her  deter- 
mination was  equally  fixed — to  trust  to  that  Grod 
whose  eye  watches  over  the  innocent,  aud  go  forth 
alone. 

"To  roach  the  island  in  Lake  Moeris  was  her 
fint  great  object ;  and  there  occurred  fortunately,  at 
this  time,  a  mode  of  effecting  her  purpose,  by  wnich 
both  the  difficulty  and  dangers  of  the  attempt  would 
be  much  diminished.  The  day  of  the  annual  visita- 
tion of  the  High  Priest  to  the  Place  of  Weeping*— 
M  that  island  in  the  centre  of  the  Lake  is  called — 
was  now  fast  approaching ;  and  Alethe  knew  that 
the  self-moving  car,  by  which  the  High  Priest  and 
one  of  the  Hierophants  are  conveyed  down  to  the 
diambers  under  the  Lake,  stood  then  waiting  in 
readiness.  By  availing  herself  of  this  expedient,  she 
would  gain  the  double  advantage  both  of  facilitating 
her  own  flight,  and  retarding  the  speed  of  her  pur- 


**  Having  paid  a  last  visit  to  the  tomb  of  her  be- 
loved mother,  and  wept  there,  long  and  passionately, 
till  her  heajt  almost  failed  in  the  struggle— having 
paused,  too,  to  give  a  kiss  to  her  favorite  ibis,  which, 
although  too  much  a  Christian  to  worship,  she  was 
•till  child  enough  to  love— ehe  went  early,  with  a 
'  trembling  step,  to  the  Sanctuary,  and  there  hid  her- 
self in  one  of  the  recesses  of  the  Shrine.  Her  m- 
tention  was  to  steal  out  from  thence  to  Alciphron, 
while  it  was  yet  dark,  and  before  the  illumination 
of  the  great  Statue  behmd  the  Veils  had  begun. 
But  her  fears  delayed  her  till  it  was  almost  too  late ; 

>  Vkto  Wilford,  Jtiatie  R-tarthu,  vol.  Ul.  p.  340. 


— already  was  the  image  lighted  up,  and  still  slie 
remained  trembling  in  her  hiding-place. 

"  In  a  few  mmutes  more  the  mighty  Veils  would 
have  been  withdrawn,  and  the  glories  of  that  scene 
of  enchantment  laid  open — when,  at  length,  sum- 
moning all  her  courage,  and  taking  advantage  of  a 
momentary  absence  of  those  employed  in  preparing 
this  splendid  mockery,  she  stole  from  under  the  Veil, 
and  found  her  way,  through  tbe  gjoom,  to  the  Epi- 
cureaiL  There  was  then  no  time  for  explanation ; 
— she  had  but  to  trust  to  the  simple  words,  *  Follow, 
and  be  silent ;'  and  the  implicit  readiness  with  which 
she  found  them  obeyed  filled  her  with  no  less  sur- 
prise than  tho  philosopher  himself  had  felt  in  hearing 
them. 

"In  a  second  or  two  they  were  on  their  way 
tliiough  the  subterranean  windings,  leaving  the 
ministers  of  Isis  to  waste  their  splendors  on  vacancy, 
through  a  long  series  of  miracles  and  visions  which 
they  now  exhibited — unconscious  that  he,  whom 
the)'  were  taking  such  pains  to  dazzle,  was  already, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  young  Christian,  far  re- 
moved Iteyond  the  reach  of  their  deceiving  speUs." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

Such  was  the  singular  story,  of  which  this  inno- 
cent girl  now  gave  me,  in  her  own  touching  lan- 
guage, the  outline. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  as  she  finished  her  nar- 
rative. Fearful  of  encountering  the  expression  of 
those  feelings  with  which,  she  could  not  but  observe, 
I  was  afiected  by  her  recital,  scarcely  had  she  con- 
cluded the  last  sentence,  when,  rising  abruptly  from 
her  seat,  slie  hurried  into  the  pavilion,  leaving  me 
with  the  words  fast  crowding  for  utterance  to  my 
lips. 

Oppressed  by  the  various  emotions  thus  sent  back 
upon  my  heart,  I  lay  down  on  the  deck  in  a  state 
of  agitation,  that  defied  even  the  most  distant  ap- 
proaches of  sleep.  While  every  word  she  had  ut- 
tered, every  feeling  she  expressed,  but  ministered 
new  fuel  to  that  flame  which  consumed  mo,  and  to 
describe  which,  passion  is  far  too  weak  a  word, 
there  was  also  much  of  her  recital  that  disheartened 
and  alarmed  me.  To  find  a  Christian  thuo  under 
the  garb  of  a  Memphian  Priestess,  was  a  discovery 
that,  had  my  heart  been  less  deeply  interested, 
would  but  have  more  powerfully  stimulated  my  im- 
agination and  pride.    But,  when  I  recollected  tho 
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ftwterity  of  tlie  faith  she  had  embraced— the  tender 
and  Bacred  tie  osBociated  with  it  in  her  memory, 
and  the  devotion  of  woman*!  heart  to  objects  thus 
consecrated — her  very  perfections  but  widened  the 
distance  between  us,  and  all  that  most  kmdled  my 
passion  at  the  same  time  chilled  my  hopes. 

Were  we  to  be  left  to  each  other,  as  on  this  silent 
rWer,  in  sach  undisturbed  communion  of  thoughts 
and  feelings,  I  knew  too  well,  I  thouglit,  both  her 
sez*s  nature  and  my  own,  to  feel  a  doubt  that  loye 
would  ultimately  triumph.  But  the  severity  of  the 
guardianship  to  which  I  must  resign  her — that  of 
some  monk  of  the  desert,  some  stem  Solitary — the 
influence  such  a  monitor  would  gain  over  her  mind 
— and  the  horror  with  which,  ere  long,  he  might 
teach  her  to  regard  the  reprobate  infidel  upon  whom 
she  now  smiled — m  all  this  prospect  I  saw  nothing 
but  despair.  After  a  few  short  hours,  my  dream 
of  happiness  would  be  at  an  end,  and  such  a 
dark  chasm  must  then  open  between  our  fates,  as 
wodld  dissever  them,  wide  as  earth  from  heaven, 
asunder. 

It  was  true,  she  was  now  wholly  in  my  power. 
I  feared  no  witnesses  but  those  of  earth,  and  the 
solitude  of  the  desert  was  at  hand.  But  though  I 
acknowledged  not  a  heaven,  I  worshipped  her  who 
was,  to  me,  its  type  and  substitute.  If,  at  any  mo- 
ment, a  smgle  thought  of  wrong  or  deceit,  towards 
one  so  sacred  arose  in  my  mind,  one  look  from  her 
innocent  eyes  averted  the  sacrilege.  Even  pas- 
sion itself  felt  a  holy  fear  in  her  presence — like  tlie 
flame  trembling  in  thd  breeze  of  the  sanctu- 
ary— and  Love,  pure  Love,  stood  in  place  of  Reli- 
gion. 

As  long  as  I  knew  not  her  story,  I  could  indulge, 
at  least,  in  dreams  of  the  future.  But,  now — what 
expectation,  what  prospect  remained?  My  single 
chance  of  happiness  lay  in  the  hope,  however  de- 
lusive, of  being  able  to  divert  her  thoughts  from  the 
fatal  project  she  meditated;  of  weaning  her,  by 
persuasion  and  argument,  from  that  austere  faith, 
which  I  had  before  hated  and  now  feared ;  and  of 
attaching  her,  perhaps,  alone  and  unluiked  as  she 
was  in  the  world,  to  my  own  fortunes  forever ! 

In  the  agitation  of  these  thoughts,  I  hud  started 
from  my  resting  place,  and  continued  to  pace  up 
and  down,  under  a  bummg  sun,  till,  exhausted  both 
by  thought  and  feeling,  I  sunk  down,  amid  that 
blaze  of  light,  into  a  sleep,  which  to  my  fevered 
brain  seemed  a  sleep  of  fire. 

On  awaking,  I  found  the  veil  of  Alethe  laid  care- 
fully over  my  brow ;  while  she,  herself,  sat  near 
me,  under  the  shadow  of  the  sail,  looking  anxiously 
upon  that  leaf,  which  her  mother  had  given  her, 
and  employed  apparently  in  comparing  its  outlines 
with  the  course  of  the  river,  as  well  as  with  the 


forms  of  the  rocky  hOls  by  which  we  w< 
She  looked  pale  and  trouUed,  and  torn 
meet  me,  as  if  she  had  long  and  impatie 
for  my  waking. 

Her  heart,  it  was  plain,  had  been  dis 
its  security,  and  was  beginning  to  take 
own  feelings.  But,  though  vaguely  codi 
peril  to  which  she  was  exposed,  her  re) 
usual  in  such  cases,  increased  with  her 
upon,  me,  far  more  than  on  henelf,  did  i 
depend  for  saving  her.  To  reach,  as  m 
siUe,  her  asylum  in  the  desert,  was  nov 
object  of  her  entreaties  and  wishes  ;  a: 
reproach  which  she  expressed  at  having, 
moment,  sufiered  her  thoughts  to  be  di 
this  sacred  puipose,  not  only  revealed  thi 
she  had  forgotten  it,  but  betrayed  eren 
ing  consciousness  of  the  6ause. 

Her  sleep,  she  said,  had  been  broken  h 
dreams.  Every  moment  the  shade  of 
had  stood  before  her,  rebuking,  with  mo 
her  delay,  and  pointmg,  as  she  had  doi 
to  the  eastern  hills.  Bunting  into  teai 
cusmg  recollection,  she  hastily  place 
which  she  had  been  examining,  in  m] 
implored  that  I  would  ascertain,  witboul 
delay,  what  portion  of  our  voyage  was 
formed,  and  in  what  space  of  time  we 
to  accomplish  it 

f  I  had,  still  less  than  herself,  taken  n 
place  or  distance ;  and  could  we  have 
glide  on  in  this  dream  of  happiness,  s 
have  thought  of  pausing  to  ask  where  f 
But  such  confidence  was  far  boo  sacr 
ceived ;  and,  reluctant  as  I  naturally  i 
on  an  inqmry  which  might  soon  dns^ 
last  hope,  her  wish  was  suflicient  to  sup 
the  selfishness  of  love,  and  on  the  ini 
ceeded  to  obey  her  wilL 

There  stands  on  the  eastern  hank  of 
the  north  of  AntmoS,  a  high  and  steei 
pending  over  the  flood,  which  has  bom 
from  a  prodigy  connected  with  it,  the  n 
Mountain  of  the  Birds.  Yearly,  it  is 
certain  season  and  hour,  large  flocks  < 
semble  in  the  ravine,  of  which  this  rock 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  are  there  oh 
through  the  mysterious  cerenoony  of  iu 
its  beak  into  a  particular  cleft  of  the  f 
cleft  closes  upon  one  of  their  number,  w 
rest  of  the  birds  take  wing,  and  leave  1 
victim  to  die. 

Through  the  ravine,  rendered  fame 
charm — for  such  the  multitude  consid 
ran,  in  ancient  times,  a  canal  from  tl 
some  great  and  forgotten  city,  now  bi 
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denrt  To  a  short  difltance  firom  the  river  this 
canal  still  exists,  but,  after  baviog  passed  through 
the  defile,  its  scanty  waters  disappear,  and  are 
wboUy  lost  under  the  sands. 

It  was  in  the  neighborhood  of  this  place,  as  I 
could  collect  from  the  delineations  on  the  leaf- 
where  a  flight  of  birds  represented  the  name  of  the 
mountain — that  the  abode  of  the  Solitary,  to  whom 
Alethe  was  about  to  consign  herself,  was  situated. 
Little  as  I  knew  of  the  geography  of  Egypt,  it  at 
once  struck  me,  that  we  had  long  since  left  this 
mountain  behind;'  and,  on  inquiring  of  our  boat- 
men, I  found  my  conjecture  confirmed.  We  had, 
indeed,  passed  it  on  the  preceding  night;  and,  as 
the  wind  had  been,  ever  since,  blowing  strongly 
from  the  north,  and  the  sun  was  already  sinking  to- 
wards  the  horizon,  we  must  be  now,  at  least,  a 
day's  sail  to  the  southward  ofthe  spot 

This  discovery,  I  confess,  filled  my  heart  with  a 
feeling  of  joy  which  I  found  it  difficult  to  conceal 
It  seemed  as  if  fortune  was  conspiring  with  love  in 
my  behalf,  and,  by  thus  delaying  the  moment  of 
oar  separation,  afforded  me  a  chance  at  least  of 
happiness.  Her  look  and  manner,  too,  when  in- 
formed of  our  mistake,  ratiier  encouraged  than 
chilled  this  secret  hope.  In  the  first  moment  of 
astonishment,  her  eyes  opened  upon  me  with  a 
•oddenness  of  splendor,  under  which  I  felt  my  own 
wink  as  though  lightning  had  crossed  them.  But 
■he  again,  as  suddenly,  let  their  lids  fall,  and,  after  a 
ijuiver  of  her  lip,  which  showed  the  conflict  of  feel- 
ing then  going  on  within,  crossed  her  arms  upon 
her  bosom,  and  looked  down  silently  upon  the  deck ; 
tier  whole  countenance  sinking  into  an  expression, 
nd,  but  resignnd,  as  if  she  now  felt  that  fate  was  on 
the  nde  of  wrong,  and  saw  Love  already  stealing 
between  her  soul  and  heaven. 

I  was  not  slow,  of  course,  in  availing  myself  of 
what  I  fancied  to  be  the  irresolution  of  her  mind. 
Boty  still,  fearful  of  exciting  alarm  by  any  appeal  to 
feelings  of  regard  or  tenderness,  I  but  addressed 
myeelf  to  her  imagination,  and  to  that  love  of 
Borelty  and  wonders,  which  is  ever  ready  to  be 
awakened  within  the  youthful  breast  We  were 
sow  approaching  that  region  of  miracles,  Thebes. 
"^  In  a  day  or  two,*'  said  I,  "  we  shall  see,  towering 
jabove  the  waters,  Uie  colossal  Avenue  of  Sphinxes, 
4Uid  the  bright  Obelisks  of  the  Sun.  We  shall  visit 
plain  of  Menmon,  and  behold  those  mighty 


The  voyaees  on  the  Nile  are,  under  favorable  circnin- 

aeet,  perfonned  with  considerable  rapidity.    "  En  cinq  oa 

Joors,**  says  MaiUet^  "on  poarroit  alst^ment  remonter  do 

loro  da  Nil  ises  cataractes,  on  descendre  des  cata- 

JaM|a*4  la  mer.**    The  great  uncertainty  of  the  navi- 

is  proved  by  what  Belioni  tells  as  :—**  Nous  ne  mimes 

fols  que  deux  joors  et  demi  poor  ialre  le  tnijet  da  Caire 


statues  that  fling  their  shadows'  at  sunrise  over  the 
Libyan  hills.  We  shall  hear  the  image  of  the  Son 
of  the  Morning  responding  to  the  first  touch  of  light 
From  thence,  in  a  few  hours,  a  breeze  like  this  will 
tranq>ort  us  to  those  sunny  islands  near  the  cata- 
racts ;  there,  to  wander,  among  the  sacred  palm- 
groves  of  Phike,  or  sit,  at  noontide  hour,  in  those 
cool  alcoves,'  which  the  waterfjBill  of  Syene  shadows 
under  its  arch.  Oh,  who  is  there  that,  with  scenes 
of  such  loveliness  within  reach,  would  turn  coldly 
away  to  the  bleak  desert,  and  leave  this  fair  worid, 
with  all  its  enchantments,  shining  unseen  and  unen- 
joyed?  At  least" — I  added,  taking  tenderiy  her 
hand  in  mine—"  let  a  few  more  days  be  stolen  from 
the  dreary  fate  to  which  thou  hast  devoted  thyself, 
and  then " 

She  had  heard  but  the  last  few  words— the  rest 
had  been  lost  upon  her.  Startled  by  the  tone  of 
tenderness  mto  which,  in  despite  of  all  my  resolves, 
I  had  suflfered  my  voice  to  soften,  she  looked  for  an 
instant  with  passionate  earnestness  into  my  face ; — 
then,  dropping  upon  her  knees  with  her  clasped 
hands  upraised,  exclaimed, — **  Tempt  me  not,  in 
the  name  of  God  I  implore  thee,  tempt  me  not  to 
swerve  from  my  sacred  duty.  Oh!  take  me  in- 
stantly to  that  desert  mountain,  and  I  will  bless  thee 
forever." 

This  appeal,  I  felt,  could  not  be  resisted— even 
though  my  heart  were  to  break  for  it  Having 
sOently  intimated  my  assent  to  her  prayer,  by  a 
slight  pressing  of  her  hand  as  I  raised  her  from  the 
deck,  I  proceeded  immediately,  ns  we  were  still  in 
full  career  for  the  south,  to  give  orders  that  our 
sail  should  be  instantly  lowered,  and  not  a  moment 
lost  in  retracing  our  course. 

In  giving  these  directions,  however,  it,  for  the 
first  time,  occurred  to  me,  that,  as  I  had  hired  this 
yacht  in  the  neighborhood  of  Memphis,  wtiere  it 
was  probable  the  flight  of  the  yoimg  Priestess  wouki 
be  most  vigilantly  tracked,  we  should  run  the  risk 
of  betraying  to  the  boatmen  the  place  of  her  retreat ; 
— ^and  there  was  now  a  most  favorable  opportunity 
for  taking  precautious  against  tliis  danger.  De- 
siring, therefore,  that  we  should  be  landed  at  a  small 
village  on  the  shore,  under  pretence  of  paying  a 
visit  to  some  shrine  in  the  neighborhood,  I  there 
dismissed  our  barge,  and  was  relieved  from  fear  of 
further  observation,  by  seeing  it  again  set  sail,  and 
resume  its  course  fleetly  up  the  current 


4  Bfelawi,  auquel,  dans  notre  second  voyage,  noas  mvioos 
employe  dix-hoit  Jours.** 

*  **  Eiies  ont  prAs  de  vingt  mitres  (61  pieds)  d*«1*TatkNi ; 
et  an  lever  da  soleil,  icon  ombres  immenaes  s^itendont  aa 
loin  sur  la  chalne  Libyenne."  Description  gimtraU  4$ 
Tkibti  par  MM,  Jotlois  et  Desviliiert. 

9  Ptttii  Lmeaa. 
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From  the  boats  of  all  descriptions  that  lay  idle 
betide  the  bank,  I  now  selected  one,  in  every  re- 
spect, suited  to  my  purpose — being,  in  its  shape  and 
accommodations,  a  miniature  of  our  former  veseel, 
but,  at  the  same  time,  so  light  and  small  as  to  be 
manageable  by  myself  alone,  and  requiring,  with 
the  advantage  of  the  current,  little  more  than  a 
hand  to  steer  it  This  boat  I  succeeded,  without 
much  difficulty,  in  purchasing,  and,  after  a  short 
delay,  we  wore  again  afloat  down  the  current ; — ^the 
sun  just  then  sinking,  in  conscious  glory,  over  his 
own  golden  shrines  in  the  Libyan  waste. 

The  evening  was  calmer  b,nd  more  lovely  than 
any  that  had  yet  smiled  upon  our  voyage ;  and,  as 
we  left  the  shore,  a  strain  of  sweet  melody  came 
soothingly  over  our  ears.  It  was  the  voice  of  a 
young  Nubian  giri,  whom  we  saw  kneeling  before 
an  acacia,  upon  the  bank,  and  singing,  while  her 
companions  stood  around,  the  wild  song  of  invoca- 
ti<m,  which,  in  her  country,  they  address  to  that 
enchanted  tree  :— 

**0h!  Abyssinian  tree, 

We  pray,  we  pray  to  thee ; 
By  the  glow  of  thy  golden  fruit, 
And  the  violet  hue  of  thy  flower, 

And  the  greeting  mate 

Of  thy  boagh*8  salute 
To  the  stranger  who  seeks  thy  bower.^ 

"  Oh !  Abyssinian  tree, 

How  the  traveller  blesses  thee. 
When  the  night  no  moon  allows, 
And  the  sunset  hovr  is  near. 

And  thon  bend*st  thy  boughs 

To  kiss  his  brows, 
Saying,  *  Come,  rest  thee  here.' 

Oh !  Abyssinian  tree, 

Thus  bow  thy  head  to  me !" 

In  the  burden  of  this  song  the  companions  of  the 
young  Nubian  jomed ;  and  we  heard  the  words, 
"  Oh !  Abyssinian  tree,"  dying  away  on  the  breeze, 
long  after  the  whole  group  had  been  lost  to  our 
eyes. 

Whether,  in  the  new  arrangement  which  I  had 
mado  for  our  voyage,  an  '  motive,  besides  those 
which  I  professed,  had  a  share,  I  can  scarcely,  even 
myself— so  bewildered  were  then  my  feelings — 
determine.  But  no  sooner  had  the  current  borne 
us  away  from  all  human  dwellings,  and  we  were 
alone  on  the  waters,  with  not  a  soul  near,  than  I 
felt  how  closely  such  solitude  draws  hearts  toge- 
ther, and  how  much  more  we  seemed  to  belong  to 
each  other,  than  when  there  were  eyes  around 
us. 

The  same  feeling,  but  without  the  same  sense  of 

^  See  an  account  of  this  sensitive  tree,  which  bends  down 
Its  branches  to  those  who  approach  it,  in  M.  Jomard*s  De* 
•cription  of  Syene  and  the  Cataracts. 


its  danger,  was  manifest  in  every 
Alethe.  The  consciousness  of  th 
which  she  had  made  appeared  to 
heart  on  the  score  of  duty — whili 
with  which  she  saw  I  attended  t 
was  felt  with  all  that  trusting  g 
woman,  is  the  day-spring  of  love, 
fore,  happy,  innocently  happy  ;  a 
and  even  affectionate,  mireserve 
while  it  rendered  my  trust  mor 
also  far  more  difficult 

It  was  only,  however,  upon  sul 
with  our  situation  or  fate,  that  si 
interchange  of  thought,  or  that  fa 
to  answer  mine.  The  moment 
destiny  that  awaited  us,  all  her 
and  she  became  saddened  and  sil 
scribed  to  her  the  beuuty  of  my  o 
its  founts  of  inspiration  and  fie! 
eyes  sparkled  with  sympathy,  an 
softened  into  fondness.  But  wh 
whisper,  that,  in  that  glorious  cou 
love  and  liberty  awaited  her ;  wl 
contrast  tho  adoration  and  blisB  sIk 
with  the  gloomy  austerities  of  th< 
was  hastening — it  was  like  the  cc 
cloud  over  a  summer  sky.  Her  ] 
listened ; — I  waited  in  vain  for 
when,  half  pla^-fully  reproaching  ] 
I  stooped  to  take  her  hand,  I  cou 
tears  fast  falling  over  it. 

But  even  this — feeble  as  was  tl 
— was  still  a  glimpse  of  happiness, 
boded  that  I  should  lose  her,  it  ah 
I  was  loved.  Like  that  lake,  in  t 
whose  waters  are  half  sweet,  1 
my  fate  to  be  a  compound  of  bliss 
very  pain  well  worth  all  ordinary  \ 

And  thus  did  the  hours  of  that 
^hile  ever}*  moment  shortened  o 
and  the  current  seemed  to  flow  w 
than  any  that  ever  yet  hurried  U 
feature  of  the  whole  scene  but  live 
freshly  in  my  memory ; — ^the  hn 
the  water; — the  rippling  sound 
without  oar  or  sail,  it  went,  like  a 
ment,  down  the  stream  ; — ^the  scei 
beside  us  upon  the  deck,  and  th 
which  its  light  fell,  revealing,  a1 
some  new  charm — some  blush  or 
tiful  than  tho  last ! 

Often,  while  I  sat  gazing,  for;g 
in  this  world,  our  boat,  left  whoU; 

3  The  province  of  ArsinoC,  no 
'  Patd  Lucas. 
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drive  from  its  coarse,  and  bearing  us  away  to  the 
liank,  get  entangled  in  the  water  flowers,  or  be 
esQght  in  some  eddy,  ere  I  perceived  where  we 
were.  Once,  too,  when  the  rustling  of  my  oar 
among  the  flowers  had  startled  away  from  the  bank 
tome  wild  antelopes,  that  had  stolen,  at  that  still 
boor,  to  drink  of  the  Nile,  what  an  emblem  did  I 
fhmk  it  of  the  young  heart  then  beside  me — tastmg, 
fcr  the  first  time,  of  hope  and  love,  and  so  soon, 
alas,  to  be  scared  from  their  sweetness  forever ! 


=« 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  night  was  now  far  advanced — the  bend  of 
•or  course  towards  the  left,  and  the  closing  in  of  the 
ecwtem  hills  upon  the  river,  gave  warning  of  onr 
approach  to  the  hermit's  dwelling.  Every  minute 
BOW  appeared  like  the  last  of  existence ;  and  I  felt 
a  iiuking  of  despair  at  my  heart,  which  would  have 
been  intolerable,  had  not  a  resolution  that  suddenly, 
and  88  if  by  inspiration,  occurred  to  me,  presented  a 
glinipse  of  hope,  which,  in  some  degree,  calmed  my 
IbelingB. 

Mach  as  I  had,  all  my  life,  despised  hypocrisy — 
Ae  very  sect  I  had  embraced  being  chiefly  recom- 
amnded  to  me  by  the  war  they  continued  to  wage 
wqpoa  the  cant  of  all  others — it  was,  nevertheless, 
in  hypocrisy  that  I  now  scrupled  not  to  take  refuge 
ftom  that  calamity  which  to  me  was  far  woree  than 
•ither  shame  or  death,  my  separation  from  Alethe. 
In  my  de^air,  I  adopted  the  humiliating  plan — 
deeply  humiliating  as  I  felt  it  to  be,  even  amid  the 
joy  with  which  I  welcomed  it — of  oflTering  myself 
to  this  hermit  as  a  convert  to  his  faith,  and  thua 
becoming  the  fellow-disciple  of  Alethe  under  his 


Vntn  the  moment  I  resolved  upon  this  plan  my 

felt  lightened.     Though  having  fully  before 

eyes  the  mean   labyrinth  of   imposture  into 

"-^^^^pvhieh  it  would  lead  me,  I  thought  of  nothing  but 

"  >  chance  of  our  continuing  still  together.     In  this 

e,  all  pride,  all  philosophy,  was  forgotten,  and 

•Viery  thing  seemed  tolerable,  but  the  prospect  of 

ioaiiig  her. 

Thus  resolved,  it  was  with  somewhat  less  reluc- 

*^lit  feelings  that  I  now  undertook,  at  the  anxious 

"^iNare  of  my  companion,   to  ascertain  the  site  of 

^laaU  well-known  mountain  in  the  neighborhood  of 

i  the  anchoret's  dwelling  lay.    We  had  already 

one  or  two  stupendous  rocks,  which  stood, 


oetached,  like  fortresses,  over  the  river's  brink,  and 
which  in  some  degree  corresponded  with  the  de- 
scription on  the  leaf.  So  little  was  there  of  life  now 
stirring  along  the  shores,  that  I  had  begun  almost  to 
despair  of  any  assistance  from  inquiry,  when,  on 
looking  to  the  western  bank,  I  saw  a  boatman 
among  the  sedges,  towing  his  small  boat,  with  some 
difficulty,  up  the  current  Hailing  him  as  we  pass- 
ed, I  asked, — "  Where  stands  the  Mountain  of  the 
Birds?*" — and  he  had  hardly  time,  as  he  pointed 
above  us,  to  answer  "  There,"  when  we  perceived 
that  we  were  just  then  entering  into  the  shadow, 
which  this  mighty  rock  flings  acroas  the  whole  ot 
the  flood. 

In  a^  few  moments  we  had  reached  the  mouth  of 
the  ravine,  of  which  the  Mountain  of  the  Birds 
forms  one  of  the  sides,  and  through  which  the 
scanty  ccnal  from  the  NUe  flows.  At  the  sight  of 
this  awj'ul  chasm,  within  some  of  whose  dreary  re- 
cesses (if  we  had  rightly  interpreted  the  leaf)  the 
dwelling  of  the  Solitary  was  to  be  found,  our  voices 
sunk  at  once  into  a  low  whisper,  while  Alethe 
turned  round  to  me  with  a  look  of  awe  and  eager- 
ness, as  if  doubtful  whether  I  had  not  already  dis- 
appeared from  her  side.  A  quick  movement,  how- 
ever, of  her  hand  towards  the  ravine,  told  too  plain- 
ly that  her  purpose  was  still  unchanged.  Inune- 
diately  checking,  therefore,  with  my  oars,  the 
career  of  our  boat,  I  succeeded,  after  no  small  exer- 
tion, in  turning  it  out  of  the  current  of  the  river,  and 
steering  into  this  bleak  and  stagnant  canal. 

Our  transition  from  life  and  bloom  to  the  very 
depth  of  desolation  was  immediate.  While  the  water 
on  one  side  of  the  ravine  lay  buried  in  shadow,  the 
white  skeleton-like  crags  of  the  other  stood  aloft  in 
the  pale  glare  of  moonlight.  The  sluggish  stream 
through  which  we  moved  yielded  sullenly  to  the 
oar,  and  the  shriek  of  a  few  water-birds,  which  we 
had  roused  from  their  fastnesses,  was  succeeded  by 
a  silence,  so  dead  and  awful,  that  our  lips  seemed 
afraid  to  disturb  it  by  a  breath  ;  and  half-whispered 
exclamations,  "  How  dreary  I" — **  How  dismal !" — 
were  almost  tlie  only  words  exchanged  between 
us. 

We  had  proceeded  for  some  time  through  this 
gloomy  defile,  when,  at  a  short  distance  before  us, 
among  the  rocks  upon  which  the  moonlight  fell, 
we  could  perceive,  on  a  ledge  elevated  but  a  little 
above  the  canal,  a  small  hut  or  cave,  which,  from 
a  tree  or  two  planted  around  it,  had  some  appear- 
ance of  being  the  abode  of  a  human  being.  **  This, 
then,"  thought  I,  *'  is  the  home  to  which  she  is  dee- 


>  There  has  been  roach  controversy  among  the  Arabian 
writers,  with  respect  to  the  site  of  this  mountain,  for  which 
see  Quatrewurt,  iota.  i.  art  jfaiMin. 
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Uned !" — ^A  chill  of  despair  came  again  over  my 
heart,  and  the  oarsi  as  I  sat  gazing,  lay  motionless 
in  my  hands. 

I  foand  Alethe,  too,  whose  eyes  had  caught  the 
same  object,  drawing  closer  to  my  side  than  she  had 
yet  ventured.  Laying  her  hand  agitatedly  upon 
mine,  "  We  must  here,"  said  she,  "  part  forever." 
I  turned  to  her  as  she  spoke ;  there  was  a  tender- 
ness, a  despondency,  in  her  countenance,  that  at 
once  saddened  and  mflamed  my  soul  "  Part  T  I 
exclaimed,  passionately — "  No  I — the  same  God 
shall  receive  us  both.  Thy  faith,  Alethe,  shall,  from 
this  hour,  be  mine ;  and  I  will  live  and  die  ;n  this 
desert  with  thee !" 

Her  surprise,  her  delight,  at  these  words  was  .ike 
a  momentary  delirium.  The  wild,  anxious  smile, 
with  which  she  looked  into  my  face,  as  if  to  ascer- 
tain whether  she  had  indeed  heard  my  words  aright, 
bespoke  a  happiness  too  much  for  reason  to  bear. 
At  length,  the  fulness  of  her  heart  found  relief  in 
tears ;  and,  murmuring  forth  an  incoherent  blessing 
on  my  name,  she  let  her  head  fall  languidly  and 
powerlessly  on  my  arm.  The  light  from  our  boat- 
fire  shone  upon  her  face.  I  saw  her  eyes,  which  she 
had  closed  for  a  moment,  again  opening  upon  mo 
with  the  same  tenderness,  and — merciful  Providence, 
how  I  remember  that  moment ! — was  on  the  pomt 
of  bending  down  my  lips  towards  hers,  when,  sud- 
denly, in  the  air  above  us,  as  if  coming  direct  from 
heaven,  there  burst  forth  a  strain  of  choral  music, 
that  with  its  solemn  sweetness  filled  the  whole 
valley 

Breaking  away  from  my  caress  at  these  super- 
natural sounds,  the  maiden  threw  herself  trembling 
upon  her  knees,  and,  not  .daring  to  look  up,  ex- 
claimed wildly,  "  My  mother,  oh  my  mother !" 

It  was  the  Christian's  morning  hymn  that  we 
heard ; — the  same,  as  I  learned  afterwards,  that,  on 
their  high  terrace  at  Memphis,  she  had  been  taught 
by  her  mother  to  sing  to  the  rising  sun. 

Scarcely  less  startled  than  my  companion,  I 
looked  up,  and  saw,  at  the  very  summit  of  the  rock 
above  us,  a  light,  appeanug  to  come  from  a  small 
opening  or  window,  through  which  those  sounds 
likewise,  that  had  appeared  to  me  so  supernatural, 
issued.  There  could  be  no  doubt,  that  we  had  now 
found — if  not  the  dwelliug  of  the  anchoret — at  least, 
the  haunt  of  some  of  the  Christian  brotherhood  of 
these  rocks,  by  whose  assistance  we  could  not  fail  to 
find  the  place  of  his  retreat 

The  agitation,  into  which  Alethe  had  been  thrown 
by  the  first  burst  of  that  psalmody,  soon  yielded  to 
the  softening  recollections  which  it  brought  back; 
and  a  calm  came  over  her  brow,  such  as  it  had 
never  before  worn,  since  we  met  She  seemed  to 
feel  as  if  she  had  now  reached  her  destined  haven, 


and   hailed,  as  the  voice   of  1 
solemn  sounds  by  which  she  wm 

In  her  tranquillity,  however,  ] 
yet  sympathizmg.  Full  of  imp; 
that  awaited  her  as  well  as  mi 
boat  close  to  the  base  of  the  roc 
directly  under  that  lighted  wine 
to  explore  my  way  up  to  whicl 
mediate  object  Having  hositil] 
structions  from  Alethe,  and  mad 
the  name  of  the  Christian  w 
sprang  upon  the  bank,  and  was 
ing  a  sort  of  path,  or  stairway,  c 
rock,  and  leading,  as  I  found,  b] 
the  steep. 

After  ascending  for  some  tlr'ie 
space  or  ledge,  which  the  hand 
ceeded  in  converting  into  a  gard 
planted,  here  and  there,  with  fi 
Around  it,  too,  I  could  perceive, 
mering  light,  a  number  of  small 
into  some  of  which,  human  bemj 
trance ;  while  others  appeared  o 
sions  than  those  tombs  of  the  S 
are  seen  ranged  around  Lake  M 

I  was  still,  I  found,  but  half-i 
nor  was  there  visible  any  farther 
ing  my  course,  as  the  monntaii 
almost  perpendicularly,  like  a 
however,  on  exploring  more  d 
behind  the  sliade  of  a  fig-tre 
wood,  resting  firmly  against  the 
an  easy  and  safe  asceut  up  the  i 

Having  ascertained  tlius  far, 
to  the  boat  for  Alethe,  whom 
already  at  her  short  solitude 
her  up  the  stairway  to  this  qui 
lodged  there  securely,  amid  its 
I  pursued  my  way  upward  to 
rock. 

At  the  top  of  t|ie  long  ladder 
another  ledge  or  platform,  some 
the  first,  but  planted  in  the  e 
trees,  and,  as  I  could  perceive  I 
of  morning  and  the  moon,  embel 
I  was  now  near  tlie  smnmit ; — 
another  short  ascent,  and,  as  a 
rock  supplied,  as  before,  the  mea 
was  in  a  few  miuutes  at  the  of 
the  light  issued. 

I  had  ascended  gently,  as  we 
awe  at  the  whole  scene,  as  (hn: 


1  The  monira  of  Mount  Slnal  (Ska 
over  near  four  acres  of  the  naked  ru 
dens  and  orchards. 
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tD  duBtmb  rndely  the  rites  on  which  I  intraded. 
My  approach,  therefore,  beiug  unheard,  an  oppor- 
tunity was,  for  some  moments,  affi>rded  me  of  ob- 
«rnng  the  group  within,  before  my  appearance  at 
the  window  was  discovered. 

In  the  middle  of  the  apartment,  which  seemed 
to  hare  been  once  k  Pagan  oratory,  there  was  col- 
lected an  assembly  of  about  seven  or  eight  persons, 
■ome  male,  some  female,  kneeling  in  silence  round 
a  small  altar ; — while,  among  them,  as  if  presiding 
over  their  solemn  ceremony,  stood  an  aged  man, 
who,  at  the  moment  of  my  arrival,  was  presenting 
to  one  of  the  female  worshippers  an  alabaster  cup, 
which  she  applied,  with  profound  reverence,  to  her 
lips.  The  venerable  countenance  of  the  minister, 
as  he  pronounced  a  short  prayer  over  her  head, 
wore  an  expression  of  profound  feeling  that  showed 
how  wholly  he  was  absorbed  in  that  rite ;  and  when 
wbe  had  drank  of  the  cup— which  I  saw  had  eiv> 
graven  on  its  side  the  image  of  a  head,'  with  a  glory 
round  it — the  holy  man  bent  down  and  kissed  her 
forehead.' 

After  this  parting  salutation,  the  whole  group 
rose  sQently  from  their  knees ;  and  it  was  then,  for 
the  first  itme,  that,  by  a  cry  of  terror  from  one  of 
the  women,  the  appearance  of  a  stranger  at  the 
window  was  discovered.  The  whole  assembly 
seemed  startled  and  alarmed,  except  him,  that  su- 
perior person,  who,  advancing  from  the  altar,  with 
■■  unmoved  look,  raised  the  latch  of  the  door  ad- 
joining to  the  window,  and  admitted  me. 

There  was,  in  this  old  man's  features,  a  mixture 
of  elevation  and  sweetness,  of  simplicity  and  energy, 
which  commanded  at  once  attachment  and  homage ; 
•md  half  hoping,  half  fearing,  to  find  in  him  the 
destined  guardian  of  Alethe,  I  looked  anxiously  in 
bii  face,  as  I  entered,  and  pronounced  the  name 
••  Melanius !" — "  Melanius  is  my  name,  young 
•tranger,"  he  answered ;  "  and  whether  in  friend- 
flfaip  or  in  enmity  thou  comest,  Melanius  blesses 
thee.''  Thus  saying,  he  made  a  sign  with  his  right 
hand  above  my  head,  while,  with  involuntary  re- 
spect, I  bowed  benvith  the  benediction. 

**  Let  this  volume,"  I  replied,  "  answer  for  the 
peacefulneas  of  my  mission*' — at  the  same  time, 
placing  in  his  hands  the  copy  of  the  Scriptures 
which  had  been  his  own  gill  to  the  mother  of  Alethe, 
and  which  her  child  now  brought  as  the  credential 


1  There  was  nsaally,  TertuUUn  tells  as,  the  image  of 
Christ  on  the  commaDion-cups. 

*  "  We  are  rather  disposed  to  infer,*'  sajrs  the  late  Bitk^ 
^f  Uneoln^  in  his  very  sensible  work  on  Tertallian,  **  that, 
at  the  eonclQslon  of  all  their  meetings  for  the  purpose  of 
Jefotfoi,  the  early  Christians  wen  accostoaied  to  give  the 


of  her  claims  on  his  protection.  At  the  sight  of  this 
sacred  pledge,  which  he  instantly  recognised,  the 
solenmity  that  had  at  first  marked  his  reception  of 
me  softened  into  tenderness.  Thoughts  of  other 
times  appeared  to  pass  through  his  mind ;  and  as, 
with  a  sigh  of  recollection,  he  took  the  book  from 
my  hands,  some  words  on  the  outer  leaf  caught  his 
eye.  They  were  few — but  contained,  most  proba- 
bly, the  la6t  wishes  of  the  dying  Theora ;  for,  as  he 
read  tliem  over  cageriy,  I  saw  tean  in  his  aged 
eyes.  "  The  trust,"  he  said,  with  a  faltering  voice, 
"  is  precious  and  sacred,  and  God  will  enable»  I  hope, 
his  servant  to  guard  it  faithfully." 

Durin^r  this  short  dialogue,  the  other  persons  of 
the  assembly  had  departed — being,  as  I  alterwaids 
learned,  brethren  from  the  neighboring  bank  of  the 
Nile,  who  came  thus  secretly  before  daybreak,'  to 
join  in  woiVLi'q)ping  their  God  Fearful  lest  their 
descent  down  the  rock  might  alarm  Alethe,  I  hur- 
ried briefly  over  the  few  words  of  explanation  that 
remained,  and  leaving  the  venerable  Christian  to 
follow  at  his  leisure,  hastened  anxiously  down  to 
rejoin  the  young  maiden.  ^ 


CHAPTER  XVI 

Melanius  was  one  of  the  first  of  those  xealoiis 
Christians  of  Egypt,  who,  following  the  recent  ex- 
ample of  the  hermit,  Paul,  bade  farewell  t9  aO  the 
comforts  of  social  existence,  and  betook  themsehree 
to  a  life  of  contemplation  in  the  desert  Less  selfirii, 
however,  in  his  piety,  than  most  of  these  ascetics, 
Melanius  forgot  not  the  world  in  leaving  it  He 
knew  that  man  was  not  bom  to  live  wholly  for  him- 
self;  that  his  relation  to  htunan  kind  was  that  of 
the  link  to  the  cham,  and  that  even  his  solitude 
should  be  turned  to  the  advantage  of  others.  In 
flying,  therefore,  from  the  din  and  disturbance  of 
life,  he  sought  not  to  place  himself  beyond  the  reach 
of  its  sympathies,  but  selected  a  retreat  where  he 
could  combine  all  the  advantages  of  solitude  with 
those  opportunities  of  being  useful  to  his  fellow-men. 


kiss  of  peace,  in  token  of  the  brotherly  love  labslsting  be- 
tween them." 

s  It  was  among  the  accusations  of  Celmu  against  the 
Christians,  that  they  held  their  assemblies  privately,  and 
eontrary  to  law ;  and  one  of  the  speaken,  in  the  eorioos 
work  of  Minueiut  IVix,  calls  the  Chiistiaas  **  latebroaa  et 
InelAigax  aatio.'* 
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whieh  a  neigfaborfaood  to  their  populow   haunts 
would  afibid. 

That  taste  for  the  gloom  of  suhtcrranean  recesses, 
which  the  race  of  Misraim  inherit  from  their  Ethi- 
opian anceston,  had,  by  hollowing  out  all  Egypt 
mto  caverns  and  crypts,  supplied  these  Christian 
anchorets  with  an  ample  choice  of  retreats.  Ac- 
cordingly, some  found  a  sheher  in  the  grottoes  of 
EHethya ;— others,  among  the  royal  tombs  of  the 
Thebald.  In  the  middle  of  the  Seven  Valleys,* 
where  the  sun  rarely  shines,  a  few  have  fixed  their 
dim  and  melancholy  retreat;  while  otheis  have 
sought  the  neighborhood  of  the  red  Lakes  of  Nitria,' 
and  there,  like  those  Pagan  solitaries  of  old,  who 
fixed  their  dwelling  among  the  palm-trees  near  the 
Dead  Sea,  pass  their  whole  lives  m  musmg  amidst 
the  sterility  of  nature,  and  seem  to  find,  in  her  deso- 
lation, peace. 

It  was  on  one  of  the  mountains  of  the  Said,  to 
the  east  of  the  river,  that  Melanius,  as  we  have 
seen,  chose  his  place  of  seclusion — having  all  the 
life  and  fertility  of  the  Nile  on  one  side,  and  the 
lose,  dismal  barrenness  of  the  desert  on  the  other. 
Half  way  down  this  mountain,  where  it  impends 
over  the  ravine,  he  found  a  series  of  caves  or  grot- 
toes dog  out  of  the  rock,  which  had,  in  other  times, 
mmistered  to  some  purpose  of  mystery,  but  whose 
use  had  long  been  forgotten,  and  their  recesses 
abandoned. 

To  this  place,  after  the  banishment  of  his  great 
master,  Origen,  Melanius,  with  a  few  faithful  fol- 
lowers, retired,  and  there,  by  the  example  of  his 
innocent  life,  as  well  as  by  his  fervid  eloquence,^ 
succeeded  in  winning  crowds  of  converts  to  his 
faith.  Placed,  as  he  was,  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  rich  city,  AntinoS,'  though  he  mingled  not 
with  its  multitude,  his  name  and  his  fame  were 
ever  among  them,  and,  to  all  who  sought  after  in- 
struction or  consolation,  the  cell  of  the  hermit  was 
always  open. 

Notwithstanding  the  rigid  abstinence  of  his  own 
habits,  he  was  yet  careful  to  provide  for  the  com- 
forts of  oCherB.  Content  with  a  rude  pallet  of  straw, 
himself,  he  had  always  for  the  stranger  a  less 
homely  resting-place.  From  his  grotto,  the  way- 
furing  and  the  indigent  never  went  unrefreshed; 
and,  with  the  aid  of  some  of  his  brethren,  he  had 
formed  gardens  along  the  ledges  of  the  mountain, 
which  gave  an  air  of  life  and  cheerfulness  to  his 


>  See  Jlfacrtz|r*«  account  of  these  ralleys,  given  by  Qua- 
tremire,  torn.  1.  p.  450. 

t  For  a  striking  description  of  this  region,  see  **  RamesM,** 
a  worit  which,  though  in  general  too  technical  and  elaborate, 
shows,  in  many  passages,  to  what  {rfcturesqae  effects  the 
f  and  mythology  of  Egypt  may  be  made  subservient. 


rocky  dwellmg,  and  suppllod  hi: 
necessaries  of  such  a  climate — ^fru 

Though  the  acquaintance  he 
the  mother  of  Alethe,  during  tfa 
her  attendance  at  the  school  of 
interrupted,  and  never  aflerwa 
interest  which  he  had  then  lake 
far  too  lively  to  be  foigotten. 
zeal  with  which  her  yonngr  he 
struction  ;  and  the  thought  that  si 
didate  for  heaven  should  have  reh 
came  often,  with  disquietingr  app 
mind. 

It  was,  therefore,  with  true  pl< 
year  or  two  before  Theora's  dea 
by  a  private  communication  fron 
through  a  Christian  enbalmer 
"not  only  had  her  own  heart 
faith,  but  that  a  new  bad  had 
same  divine  hope ;  and  that,  ere 
them  both  transplanted  to  the  dee 

The  coming,  therefore,  of  Ale 
surprise  to  him,  than  her  coming 
shock  and  a  sorrow ;  and  the  sti 
meeting  showed  how  painfully 
that  the  tie  which  had  brought  t 
no  longer  of  this  world — that 
should  have  been  then  joined 
mouldering  in  the  tomb.  I  no 
religion  like  his  was  not  proof  a 
of  mortality.  For,  as  the  old  i 
ringlets  from  her  forehead,  am 
that  clear  countenance  the  refle 
mother  had  been,  there  minglt 
with  his  piety,  as  he  said,  **  Heai 
which  showed  how  little  even 
heaven  for  those  we  love  can  i 
pain  of  having  lost  them  on  earth 

The  full  light  of  day  had  n 
desert,  and  our  host,  reminded, 
of  Alethe,  of  the  many  anxio 
passed  without  sleep,  proposed 
seek,  in  the  chambers  of  the  re 
hermit's  dwelling  could  oficr.  ] 
the  largest  of  these  openings, 
me— "Thou  wilt  find,"  he  saic 
a  bed  of  fredi  doum  leaves,  and  i 
neas  of  having  protected  the  oi 
sleep!" 


*  From  the  position  assigned  to  Am 
should  conclude  that  it  extended  moc] 
than  the  few  rains  of  it  that  remain  wt 
and  that  the  distance  between  the  ci 
of  the  Birds  was  considerably  less  thi 
be  at  present 
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I  felt  how  deariy  this  praise  had  been  eamed, 
and  already  aknoet  repeuted  of  having  deaerved 
it  There  was  a  sadness^  in  the  countenance  of 
Alethe,  as  I  took  leave  of  her,  to  which  the  fore- 
bodings of  my  own  heart  but  too  faithfully  re- 
sponded; nor  could  I  help  fearing,  as  her  hand 
parted  Ungeringly  from  mine,  that  I  had,  by  this 
sacrifice,  pUiced  her  beyond  my  reach  forever. 

Having  lighted  for  me  a  lamp,  which,  in  these 
recesses,  even  at  noon,  is  necessary,  the  holy  man 
led  me  to  the  entrance  of  the  grotto.  And  here,  I 
blush  to  say,  my  career  of  hypocrisy  began.  With 
the  sole  view  of  obtaining  another  glance  at  Alethe, 
I  turned  humbly  to  solicit  the  benediction  of 
the  Christian,  and,  having  conveyed  to  her,  while 
bending  reverently  down,  as  much  of  the  deep 
feeling  of  my  soul  as  looks  could  express,  I  then, 
with  a  desponding  spirit,  hurried  into  the  cavern. 

A  short  passage  led  me  to  the  chamber  within — 
the  walls  of  which  I  found  covered,  like  those  of 
the  grottoes  of  Lycopolis,  with  paintings,  which, 
though  executed  long  ages  ago,  looked  as  fresh  as 
if  their  colors  were  but  laid  on  yesterday.  They 
were,  all  of  them,  representations  of  rural  and 
domestic  scenes ;  and,  m  the  greater  number,  the 
melancholy  imagination  of  the  artist  had  called  in, 
as  usual,  the  presence  of  Death,  to  throw  his  shadow 
over  the  picture. 

My  attention  was  particularly  drawn  to  one  series 
of  subjects,  throughout  the  whole  of  which  the  same 
group-— consisting  of  a  youth,  a  maiden,  and  two 
aged  persons,  who  appeared  to  be  the  father  and 
mother  of  the  girl — were  represented  in  all  the  de- 
tails of  their  doily  life.  The  looks  and  attitudes  of 
the  young  people  denoted  that  they  were  lovers; 
and,  sometimes,  they  were  seen  sitting  under  a 
canopy  of  flowers,  with  their  eyes  fixed  on  each 
other's  faces,  as  though  they  could  never  look 
away ;  sometimes,  they  appeared  walking  along 
the  banks  of  the  Nile, — 

——  on  one  of  those  sweet  nights 
When  Isis,  the  pare  star  of  Iovera,>  lights 
Her  bridal  crescent  o>r  the  holy  stream- 
When  wandering  youths  and  maidens  watch  her  beam, 
And  number  o*er  the  nlghu  she  hath  to  run, 
Ere  she  again  embrace  her  bridegroom  sun.* 

Through  all  these  scenes  of  endearment  the  two 
elder  persons  stood  by ; — their  calm  coimtenances 
touched  with  a  share  of  that  bliss,  in  whose  perfect 
light  the  young  lovers  were  baskuig.  Thus  far,  all 
was  happiness ; — but  the  sad  lesson  of  mortality 
was  yet  to  come*  In  the  last  picture  of  the  series, 
one  of  the  figures  was  missing.     It  was  that  of  the 

>  Vide  riuUrek.  ds  hid, 

>  "  Conjnnctlo  soils  cam  lana,  qaod  est  velttU  utrinsque 
aoBBoblam.**    Jaiionski. 


young  maiden,  who  had  disappeared  from  among 
them.  On  the  brink  of  a  dark  lake  stood  the  three 
who  remained ;  while  a  boat,  just  departing  for  the 
City  of  the  Dead,  told  too  plainly  the  end  of  their 
dream  of  happiness. 

This  memorial  of  a  sorrow  of  other  times — of  a 
sorrow,  ancient  as  death  itself— was  not  wanting 
to  deepen  the  melancholy  of  my  mind,  or  to  add 
to  the  weight  of  the  many  bodings  that  pressed 
upon  it. 

After  a  night,  as  it  seemed,  of  anxious  and  im- 
sleeping  thought,  I  rose  from  my  bed  and  returned 
to  the  garden.  I  found  the  Christian  alone— seat- 
ed, under  the  shade  of  one  of  his  trees,  at  a  smaD 
table,  on  which  there  lay  a  volimie  unrolled,  while 
'  a  beautiful  antelope  was  sleeping  at  his  feet  Struck 
by  the  contrast  which  he  presented  to  those  haughty 
priests,  whom  I  had  seen  smrotrnded  by  the  pomp 
and  gorgeousness  of  temples,  "  Is  this,  then,"  thought 
I,  "the  faith  before  which  the  world  now  trem- 
bles— its  temple  the  desert,  its  treasury  a  book, 
and  its  High  Priest  the  solitary  dweller  of  the 
rock?" 

He  had  prepared  for  me  a  simple,  but  hospitable 
repast,  of  which  fruits  from  his  own  garden,  the 
white  bread  of  Olyra,  and  the  juice  of  the  honey- 
cane,  formed  the  most  costly  luxuries.  His  man- 
ner to  me  was  even  more  cordial  and  fatherly  than 
before  ;  but  the  absence  of  Alethe,  and,  still  more, 
the  ominous  reserve,  with  which  he  not  only,  him- 
self, refrained  from  all  mention  of  her  name,  but 
eluded  the  few  uiquiries,  by  which  I  sought  to  lead 
to  it,  seemed  to  confirm  all  the  apprehensions  I  had 
felt  in  parting  from  her. 

She  had  acquainted  him,  it  was  evident,  with 
the  whole  history  of  our  flight  My  reputation  as 
a  philosopher— ray  desire  to  become  a  Christian — 
all  was  already  known  to  the  zealous  anchoret,  and 
the  subject  of  my  conversion  was  the  very  first  on 
which  he  entered.  Oh,  pride  of  philosophy,  how 
wert  thou  then  humbled,  and  with  what  shame  did 
I  stand  in  the  presence  of  that  venerable  man,  not 
daring  to  let  my  eyes  encounter  his,  while,  with 
unhesitating  trust  in  the  sincerity  of  my  intention, 
he  welcomed  me  to  a  participation  of  his  holy  hope, 
and  imprinted  the  Kiss  of  Charity  on  my  iufidol 
brow ! 

Embarrassed  as  I  could  not  but  feel  by  the  hu- 
miliating consciousness  of  hypocrisy,  I  was  even  still 
more  perplexed  by  my  almost  total  ignorance  of  the 
real  tenets  of  the  faith  to  which  I  professed  myself 
a  convert  Abashed  and  confused,  and  wivh  a 
heart  sick  at  its  own  deceit,  I  listened  to  the 
animated  and  eloquent  gratulations  of  the  Christian, 
as  though  they  were  words  in  a  dream,  witlio  it  any 
link  or  meaning;  nor  could  disguise  hot  by  the 
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mockery  of  a  reverent  bow,  at  every  pause,  the 
toUl  wont  of  self-possesBioD,  and  even  of  speech, 
tuider  which  I  labored. 

A  few  minutee  more  of  each  trial,  and  I  most 
h&Ye  avowed  my  imposture.  But  the  holy  man 
perceived  my  embarrassment ; — and,  whether  mi»- 
takiiig  it  for  awe,  or  knowing  it  to  be  ignorance,  re- 
1i«TGd  me  from  my  perplexity  by,  at  once,  changmg 
the  Uif  [HO.  Having  gently  awakened  his  antelope 
from  iu  sleep,  "You  have  doubtless,"  he  raid, 
"  hetud  of  my  brother-anchoret,  Paul,  who,  from 
his  cavo  in  the  marble  mountains,  near  the  Red 
^en,  soads  hourly  the  blessed  'sacrifice  of  thanks- 
giving' to  heaven.  Of  his  walks,  they  tell  me,  a 
Ijou  is  the  companion  ;^  but,  for  me,"  he  added  with 
a  playful  and  significant  smile, "  who  try  my  powers 
of  luininf  but  on  the  gentler  animals,  this  feeble 
child  of  the  desert  is  a  far  fitter  playmate."  Then, 
takiajs;  hiB  staff,  and  putting  the  time-worn  volume 
which  ]i0  had  been  perusing  into  a  large  goat-skin 
pouch f  that  hung  by  his  side,  "  I  will  now,"  said 
he^  "conduct  thee  over  my  rocky  kingdom,  that 
tliou  mayest  see  in  what  drear  and  barren  places 
that  ■  Eweet  fruit  of  the  spirit,'  Peace,  may  be 
guthercd." 

To  {tpnak  of  peace  to  a  heart  throbbing,  as  mine 
didj  at  that  moment,  was  like  talking  of  some  dis- 
taiit  Imrbor  to  the  mariner  sinking  at  sea.  In  vain 
did  I  look  around  for  some  sign  of  Alethe  ; — m  vain 
make  an  efibrt  even  to  utter  her  name.  Conscious- 
niiim  af  my  own  deceit,  as  well  as  a  fear  of  awaken- 
ing ill  the  mind  of  Melanius  any  suspicion  that 
might  ti?nd  to  frustrate  my  only  hope,  threw  a  fetter 
over  wy  spirit,  and  checked  my  tongue.  In  humble 
silenee,  therefore,  I  followed ;  while  the  cheerful 
old  mau^  with  slow,  but  firm  step,  ascended  the 
rockf  by  the  same  ladders  which  I  had  mounted  on 
the  preceding  night 

During  the  time  when  the  Decian  Persecution 
was  rfflfing,  many  Christians,  as  he  told  me,  of  the 
neighborhood  had  take^  refuge  under  his  protec- 
tion* in  ihese  grottoes ;  and  the  small  chapel  upon 
tho  summit,  where  I  had  found  his  flock  at  prayer, 
wast  in  those  awful  times  of  suffering,  their  usual 
place  of  retreat,  where,  by  drawing  up  these  lad- 
ders* tli(?y  were  enabled  to  secure  themselves  from 
purmiit 

The  view,  from  the  top  of  the  rock,  extending 
on  either  side,  embraced  the  two  extremes  of  fer- 
tility and  desolation;  nor  could  the  Epicurean 
and  the  Anchoret,  who  now  stood  gazing  from 
that  heig^ht,  be  at  any  loss  to  indulge  their  respec- 
tivo  tastes,  between  the  Ihring  luxuriance  of  the 

1  M  Ckiteaubriand  has  Introdoced  Paul  and  his  lion  into 
lfa0  Martgrt,  liv.  xi. 


world  on  one  side,  and  the  dead,  pi 
the  desert  on  the  other.  When  n 
river,  what  a  picture  of  animati 
self!  Near  us  to  the  south,  w< 
colonnades  of  Antinod,  its  proud, 
and  triumphal  monuments.  On  tl 
rich  plams,  all  teemmg  with  ci 
watei^s  edge,  seemed  to  offer  np, 
altars,  their  fruits  to  the  sun ;  w 
the  Nile, 

the  gloriont  ttream, 

That  late  twtween  ito  hanks  was 
With  ihrlnea  and  marble  cities^  o 
Glittering,  lilto  Jewels  Strang  alon 
Had  now  sent  forth  its  waters,  an 
And  valley,  like  a  giant  firom  bis 
Rising  with  oatstretchM  limbs  sa 

From  this  scene,  on  one  side  c£  Jie  i 
but  to  turn  round  our  eyes  to  the 
as  if  Nature  herself  had  become  i 
— a  wide  waste  of  sands,  bleak  i 
wearying  out  the  sun  with  its  sai 
tion ; — ^black,  bumt-up  rocks,  thi 
riers,  at  which  life  stopped  ; — wh 
of  animation,  past  or  present,  we 
here  and  there,  of  an  antelope  < 
bones  of  dead  camels,  as  they  la; 
distance,  marking  out  the  track  of 
the  waste. 

After  listening,  while  be  coni 
eloquent  words,  the  two  regions  of 
whose  confines  we  stood,  I  agaii 
my  guide  to  the  garden  that  wc 
thence,  turning  into  a  path  alongr  \ 
he  led  me  to  another  row  of  gi 
desert,  which  had  been  once,  he  i 
those  brethren  in  Christ,  who  had 
this  solitude  from  the  crowded  ^ 
death  had,  within  a  few  short 
tenantloss.  A  cross  of  red  stone, 
trees,  were  the  only  traces  these 
behind. 

A  silence  of  some  minutes  sac 
descended  to  the  edge  of  the  cans 
posite,  among  the  rocks,  that  sol 
had  so  chilled  me  with  its  aspect 
night  Beside  the  bank  we  found 
tic  boats,  which  the  Egyptians  cc 
of  wild  thorn,  bound  rudely  togeth 
papyrus.  Placing  oiuselves  in  thii 
impelling  than  rowing  it  across,  w 
through  the  foul  and  shallow  floo 
rectly  under  the  site  of  the  cave. 

This  dwelling  was  situated,  a 
mentioned,  on  a  ledge  of  the  rock 
vided  with  a  sort  of  window  or  i 
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th«  light  of  heaTcn,  was  accounted,  I  foand,  far 
more  cheerful  than  the  grottoes  on  the  other  side  of 
the  rayine.  But  there  was  a  drearinew  in  the  whole 
legion  around,  to  which  light  only  lent  additional 
horror.  The  dead  whiteness  of  the  rocks,  as  they 
stood,  like  ghosts,  m  the  sunshine ; — that  melan- 
eboly  pool,  half  lost  in  the  sands ; — all  gave  to  my 
mind  the  idea  of  a  wasting  world.  To  dwell  in 
a  place  so  desolate  seemed  to  me  a  living  death ; 
and  when  the  Christian,  as  we  entered  the  cave, 
said,  "  Here  is  to  be  thy  home,"  prepared  as  I  had 
been  for  the  worst,  all  my  resolution  gave  way ; — 
every  feeling  of  disappointed  passion  and  humbled 
pride,  which  had  been  gathering  round  my  heart  for 
the  last  few  hours,  found  a  vent  at  once,  and  I  burst 
into  tears. 

Accustomed  to  human  weakness,  and  perhaps 
guessing  at  some  of  the  sources  of  mine,  the  good 
Hermit,  without  appearing  to  take  any  notice  of 
this  emotion,  proceeded  to  expatiate,  with  a  checr- 
fol  air,  on,  what  he  called,  the  comforts  of  my 
dwelling.  Sheltered  from  the  dry,  burning  wind  of 
the  south,  my  porch  would  inhale,  he  said,  the  fresh 
breeze  of  the  Dog-star.  Fruits  from  his  own  moun- 
tain-garden should  furnish  my  repast  The  well 
of  the  neighboring  rock  would  supply  my  beverage ; 
mud  "  here,"  he  continued — flowering  his  voice  into 
a  more  solemn  tone,  as  he  placed  upon  the  table 
the  volume  which  he  had  brought — "  here,  my  son, 
is  that '  well  of  living  waters,'  in  which  alone  thou 
wflt  find  lasting  refreshment  or  peace!"  Thus 
■aying,  he  descended  the  rock  to  his  boat ;  and, 
after  a  few  plashss  of  his  oar  had  died  upon  my  ear, 
the  solitude  and  silence  that  reignfed  around  me  was 
complete. 


CHAPTTR  XVII. 

What  a  fate  was  mine  ! — ^but  a  few  weeks  nnce, 
fireaiding  over  tliat  gay  Festival  of  the  Garden,  with 
all  the  luxuries  of  existence  tributary  in  my  train ; 
and  now— self-humbled  into  a  solitary  outcast — ^the 
hypocritical  pupil  of  a  Christian  anchoret — without 
•Ten  the  excuse  of  religious  fanaticism,  or  any  other 
nadness,  but  that  of  love,  wild  love,  to  extenuate 


^  Je  Tls  dans  le  desert  des  hlrondellei  d*an  grit  clair 
>  le  sable  snr  leqnel  elles  volent.*'— Deii««. 
•  In  alladiog  to  WliI«ton*t  Idea  of  a  comet  having  caused 
thfe  deloge,  M.  Girardy  having  remarked  that  the  word  Ty« 
ans  a  delage,  adds,  **  On  ne  peat  entendre  par  le 
I  du  r^gne  deTyphon  qoi  eelal  pendant  leqoel  le  deluge 


my  fall !  Were  there  ,a  hope  that,  by  this  humili-* 
ating  waste  of  existence,  I  might  purchase  now 
and  then  a  momentary  glimpse  of  Alethe,  even  the 
depths  of  the  desert,  with  such  a  chance,  would  be 
welcome.  But  to  live — and  live  thus — without  her, 
was  a  misery  which  I  neither  foresaw  nor  could 
endure. 

Hating  even  to  look  upon  the  den  to  which  I 
was  doomod,  I  hurried  out  into  the  air,  and  found 
my  way,  along  the  rocks,  to  the  df^nert.  The  sun 
was  going  down,  with  that  blood-re^l  hue,  which 
he  so  often  wears,  in  this  climate,  at  his  setting. 
I  saw  the  sands,  stretchmg  exit,  like  a  sea,  to  the 
horizon,  as  if  their  waste  extended  to  the  very 
verge  of  the  worid-^nd,  in  the  bitterness  of  my 
feelings,  rejoiced  to  see  so  large  a  po::4on  of  crea- 
tion rescued,  even  by  this  barren  libeny,  from  the 
encroaching  grasp  of  man.  The  thoaght  seemed  to 
relieve  my  wounded  pride,  and,  as  I  wandered  over 
the  dim  and  boundless  solitude,  to  be  thus  free, 
even  amidst  blight  and  desolation,  appeared  to  me  a 
blessing. 

The  only  living  thing  I  saw  was  a  restless  swal- 
low, whose  wings  were  of  the  same  hue  with  the 
gray  sands  over  which  he  fluttered.'  "Why 
(thought  I)  may  not  the  mind,  like  this  bird,  par- 
take of  the  color  of  the  desert,  and  sympatiiize  in 
its  austerity,  its  freedom,  and  its  calm?" — thus 
vainly  endeavoring,  between  despondence  and  de- 
fiance, to  encounter  with  some  degree  of  fortitude 
what  yet  my  heart  sickened  to  contemplate.  But 
the  efibrt  was  unavailing.  Overcome  by  that  vast 
solitude,  whose  repose  was  not  the  slumber  of  peace, 
but  rather  the  sullen  and  burning  silence  of  hate,  I 
felt  my  spirit  give  way,  and  even  love  itself  yielded 
to  despair. 

Taking  my  seat  on  a  fragment  of  a  rock,  and 
covering  my  eyes  with  my  hands,  I  made  an  efibrt 
to  shut  out  the  overwhelming  prospect  But  all 
in  vain — it  was  still  before  me,  with  every  additional 
horror  that  fancy  could  suggest ;  and  when,  again 
looking  forth,  I  beheld  the  last  red  ray  of  the  sun, 
shooting  across  the  melancholy  and  lifeless  waste,  it 
appeared  to  me  like  the  light  of  that  comet  which 
once  desolated  this  world,'  and  tlius  luridly  shono 
out  over  the  ruin  that  it  had  mode ! 

Appalled  by  my  own  gloomy  imaginations,  I 
turned  towards  the  ravine ;  and,  notwithstanding 
the  disgust  with  which  I  had  fled  from  my  dwell- 
ing, was  not  ill  pleased  to  find  my  way,  over  the 


Inonda  la  terre,  terns  pendant  leqael  on  dAt  observer  la  co- 
mmie qui  roccasionnn,  el  dont  rapporiUon  fat,  non  scolement 
pour  los  peoples  de  TEgypte,  et  de  TEthiopio,  mais  encovs 
pour  toas  pcnples  le  pn'sage  A:ineste  do  lonr  destnietloa 
presque  totale." — Deseripticn  de  la  VatUt  i§  rKgmrtmtmL 
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rocki,.to  it  again.  On  approaching  the  cave,  to 
my  astonishment,  I  saw  a  light  within.  At  such  a 
moment,  any  vestige  of  life  was  welcome,  and  I 
hailed  the  unexpected  appearance  with  pleasure. 
On  entering,  however,  I  found  the  chamber  all  as 
lonely  as  I  had  left  it.  The  light  I  had  seen  came 
from  a  lamp  that  burned  brightly  on  the  table; 
beside  it  was  unfolded  the  volume  which  Melanius 
had  brought,  and  upon  the  open  leaves— H>h,  joy  and 
surprise — lay  the  well-known  cross  of  Alethe ! 

What  hand,  but  her  own,  could  have  prepared 
this  reception  for  me  ? — The  very  thought  sent  a 
hope  into  my  heart,  before  which  all  despondency 
fled.  Even  the  gloom  of  the  desert  was  forgotten, 
and  my  rude  cave  at  once  brightened  into  a  bower. 
She  had  here  reminded  me,  by  this  sacred  memo- 
rial, of  the  vow  which  I  had  pledged  to  her  under 
the  Hermifs  rock  ;  and  I  now  scrupled  not  to  re- 
iterate the  same  daring  promise,  though  conscious 
that  through  hypocrisy  alone  I  could  fulfil  it 

Eager  to  prepare  myself  for  my  task  of  impos- 
ture, I  sat  down  to  the  volume,  which  I  now  found 
to  be  tlie  Hebrew  Scriptures ;  and  the  first  sentence, 
on  which  my  eyes  fell,  was — "  The  Lord  hath  com- 
manded the  blessing,  even  Life  for  evermore  !^' 
Startled  by  these  words,  in  which  it  appeared  to  me 
as  if  the  Spirit  of  my  dream  had  again  pronounced 
his  assuring  prediction,*  I  raised  my  eyes  from  the 
page,  and  repeated  the  sentence  over  and  over,  as  if 
to  try  whether  in  these  sounds  there  lay  any  charm 
or  spell,  to  reawaken  that  faded  illusion  in  my  soul. 
But,  no — the  rank  frauds  of  the  Mcmphian  priest- 
hood had  dispelled  all  my  trust  in  the  promises  of 
religion.  My  heart  had  again  relapsed  mto  its  gloom 
of  skepticism,  and,  to  the  word  of  **  Life,"  the  only 
answer  it  sent  back  was,  "  Death !" 

Bemg  impatient,  however,  to  possess  myself  of  the 
elements  of  a  faith,  upon  which — whatever  it  might 
promise  for  hereafter — I  felt  that  all  my  happiness 
here  depended,  I  turned  over  the  pages  with  an 
earnestness  and  avidity,  such  as  never  even  the 
most  favorite  of  my  studios  had  awakened  in  me. 
Though,  like  all  who  secK  Sit  the  surface  of  learn- 
ing, I  flew  desultorily  over  the  leaves,  lighting  only 
on  the  more  prominent  and  shining  points,  I  yet 
found  myself,  even  in  this  undisciplined  career,  ar- 
rested, at  every  page,  by  the  awful,  the  supernatural 
sublimity,  the  alternate  melancholy  and  grandeur  of 
the  images  that  crowded  upon  me. 

I  had,  till  now,  known  the  Hebrew  theology  but 
through  the  platouizing  refinement  of  Philo; — as, 


>  **  Blany  people,**  said  Origen,  "  have  been  brought  over 
to  Christianity  by  the  Spirit  of  God  giving  a  sudden  turn  to 
their  minds,  and  ofTerlng  vi;«ion8  lo  tbcin  either  by  day  or 
night'*     On  this  Jortin  reniarlu :— "  Why  should  it  be 


in  like  manner,  for  my  knowledge 
doctrine  I  was  mdebted  to  my  br 
Lndan  and  Celsua.  Little,  theref 
prepared  for  the  simple  majesty, 
inspiration — the  poetry,  in  shortj 
breathed  throughout  these  oiaclo 
tion  have  kindled  faith,  I  should, 
been  a  believer ;  so  elevated,  ao  a 
agmation  by  that  wonderful  bool 
wo,  its  announcements  of  glory,  i 
strains  of  adoiuiion  and  sorrow. 

Hour  after  hour,  with  the  same 
tory  curiosity,  did  I  turn  over 
when,  at  length,  I  lay  down  to  n 
still  haimted  by  the  impreasions  it 
went  again  through  the  various  s 
had  Tttid :  again  called  up,  in  slee 
ages  that  had  passed  before  me 
kened  at  early  dawn  by  the  solem 
chapel,  imagined  that  I  was  stil! 
sound  of  the  winds,  sighing  mour 
harps  of  Israel  on  the  willows. 

Starting  from  my  bed,  I  burr 
rock,  with  a  hope  that,  among 
morning  choir,  I  might  be  able 
sweet  voice  of  Alethe.  But  the  i 
— I  caught  only  the  last  notes  < 
echoing  up  that  lonely  valley,  th< 
the  silence  of  the  desert 

With  Ihe  first  glimpse  of  light  I 
ly  at  my  study,  and,  notwithstan 
distraction  both  of  my  thoughts  i 
the  distant,  half-seen  grottoes  of  t 
Unued  my  task  with  unabating  pen 
out  the  day.  Still  alive,  bowevei 
quence,  the  poetry  of  what  I  stud 
authority,  as  a  history,  I  never  ou 
eider.  My  fancy  alone  being  in 
fancy  alone  I  referred  oil  that  i 
passing  rapidly  from  annals  to  pr 
ration  to  song,  regarded  the  whole 
oriental  allegories,  in  which  the  d 
Egyptian  associations  was  interw< 
and  sensual  imagery  of  the  East. 

Towards  sunset  I  saw  the  venc 
his  way,  across  the  canal,  to  my  c 
was  accompanied  only  by  his  | 
which  came  snuffing  the  wild  air  < 
scenting  its  home,  I  felt  his  viat 
a  most  welcome  relief.  It  was  tl 
of  his  evening  ramble   up   the 


thought  improbable  that  Pagans  of  good 
(tee  fh)m  prejudices,  should  have  been 
monitions,  by  dreams  or  trisions,  whicb 
to  Christianity  In  those  days  of  distreai 
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•ocoBtoTned  visit  to  those  cisterns  of  the  rock, 
from  which  he  drew  nightly  his  most  precious 
beyerage.  While  he  spoke,  I  observed  in  his  hand 
one  of  those  earthen  cups,'  in  which  it  is  the 
custom  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  wilderness  to  ool- 
ect  the  fresh  dew  among  the  rocks.  Having  pro- 
posed that  I  should  accompany  him  in  his  walk, 
he  proceeded  to  lead  me,  in  the  direction  of  the 
desert,  up  the  side  of  the  mountain  that  rose  above 
my  dwelling,  and  which  formed  the  southern  wall 
or  screen  of  the  defile. 

Near  the  summit  we  found  a  seat,  where  the  old 
man  paused  to  rest  It  commanded  a  full  view 
over  the  desert,  and  was  by  the  side  of  one  of  those 
hollows  m  the  rock,  those  natural  reservoirs,  in 
which  are  treasured  the  dews  of  night  for  the 
refreshment  of  the  dwellers  in  the  wilderness. 
Having  learned  from  me  how  far  I  had  advanced 
in  my  study — "  In  yonder  light,"  said  he,  pointing 
to  a  small  cloud  in  the  east,  which  had  been  formed 
on  the  horizon  by  the  haze  of  the  desert,  and  was 
DOW  faintly  reflecting  the  splendors  of  sunset — 
"  in  the  midst  of  that  light  stands  Mount  Sinai,  of 
whose  glory  thou  hast  read;  upon  whose  summit 
was  the  scene  of  one  of  those  awful  revelations,  in 
which  the  Almighty  has  renewed  frx>m  time  to 
time  his  communication  with  Man,  and  kept  alive 
the  remembrance  of  his  own  Providence  in  this 
world.** 

After  a  pause,  as  if  absorbed  in  the  immensity  of 
the  subject,  the  holy  man  continued  his  sublime 
theme.  Looking  back  to  the  earliest  annals  of  time, 
be  showed  how  constantly  every  relapse  of  the 
human  race  into  idolatry  has  been  followed  by 
some  manifestation  of  Divine  power,  chastening 
the  strong  and  proud  by  punishment,  and  winning 
back  the  humble  by  love.  It  was  to  preserve,  he 
said,  unextinguished  upon  earth,  that  great  and 
vital  truth — the  Creation  of  the  world  by  one  Su- 
preme Being — that  God  chose,  from  among  the  na- 
tions, an  humble  and  enslaved  race — that  he  brought 
them  out  of  their  captivity  "  on  eagles*  wings,**  and, 
still  surrounding  every  step  of  the'u-  course  with 
miracles,  has  placed  them  before  the  eyes  of  all 
succeeding  generations,  as  the  depositaries  of  his  will 
and  the  ever-during  memorials  of.  his  power.' 

1  PaUmiiuM,  who  lived  some  time  in  Efypt,  describes  the 
monk  Piolenuras,  who  inhabited  the  desert  of  Scete,  as 
collecting  in  earthen  cnps  the  abundant  dew  from  the 
toc}M."'—Bihliotk§e.  Pat.  torn.  xlli. 

s  The  brief  sketch  here  given  of  the  Jewish  dispensation 
agrees  very  ranch  with  the  view  taken  of  It  by  Dr.  Snmner, 
in  the  flrst  cliapters  of  his  eloquent  work*  the  **  Records  of 
the  Creation.'* 

>  In  the  original,  the  discoorses  of  the  Hemit  are  given 
■Mch  more  at  length. 

«  *"  It  is  imposdbie  to  deny,*'  says  Dr.  Snmner,  *•  ibat  the 


Passing,  then,  in  review  the  long  train  of  injured 
interpreters,  whose  pens  and  whose  tongues  were 
made  the  echoes  of  the  Divine  voice,*  he  traced 
throughout  the  events  of  sncceasive  ages,  the  grad- 
ual unfolding  of  the  dark  scheme  of  Providence— 
darkness  without,  but  all  light  and  glory  within. 
The  glimpses  of  a  coming  redemption,  visible  even 
through  the  wrath  of  Heaven  \ — the  long  series  of 
prophecy  through  which  this  hope  runs,  burning 
and  alive,  like  a  spark  along  a  chain; — the  slow 
and  merciful  preparation  of  the  hearts  of  mankind 
for  the  great  trial  of  their  faith  and  obedience  that 
was  at  hand,  not  only  by  miracles  that  appealed  to 
the  Uving,  but  by  prophecies  laimched  into  the 
future  to  carry  conviction  to  the  yet  unborn ; — 
"  through  all  these  glorious  and  beneficent  grada- 
tions we  may  track,*'  said  he,  "  the  manifest  foot- 
steps of  A  Creator,  advancing  to  his  grand,  ultimate 
end,  the  salvation  of  his  creatures.** 

After  some  hours  devoted  to  these  holy  instruc- 
tions, we  returned  to  the  ravine,  and  Melanius  left 
me  at  my  cave ;  praying,  as  he  parted  from  me — 
with  a  benevolence  which  I  but  ill,  alas !  deserved 
— that  my  soul  might,  under  these  lessons,  be  "  as 
a  watered  garden,**  and,  ere  long,  "  bear  fruit  tmto 
life  etemaL*' 

Next  morning,  I  was  again  at  my  study,  and 
even  more  eager  in  the  awakening  task  than  before. 
With  the  commentary  of  the  Hermit  freshly  in  my 
memory,  I  again  read  through,  with  attention,  the 
Book  of  the  Law.  But  in  vain  did  I  seek  the 
promise  of  immortality  in  its  pages.*  **  It  tells 
me,**  said  I,  "  of  a  God  coming  down  to  earth,  but 
of  the  ascent  of  Man  to  heaven  it  speaks  not  The 
rewards,  the  punishments  it  announces,  lie  all  on 
this  side  of  the  grave  ;  nor  did  even  the  Omnipotent 
offer  to  his  own  chosen  servants  a  hopo  beyond 
the  impassable  limits  of  this  world.  Where,  then, 
is  the  salvation  of  which  the  Christian  spoke?  or, 
if  Death  be  at  the  root  of  the  faith,  can  life  spring 
out  of  it?** 

Again,  in  the  bitterness  of  disappointment,  did  I 
mock  at  my  own  willing  self-delusion — again  mil 
at  the  arts  of  that  traitress.  Fancy,  ever  ready,  like 
the  Delilah  of  this  wondrous  book,  to  steal  upon  the 
slumbers  of  Reason,  and  deliver  him  up,  shorn  and 


sanctions  of  the  llosaic  Law  are  altogether  temporal 

It  Is,  indeed,  one  of  the  facu  that  can  onljr  be  explained  by 
acknowledging  that  he  really  acted  under  a  Divine  eomniis- 
sion,  pmmulgHtlng  a  temporary  law  for  a  peculiar  purpose,* 
—a  much  more  candid  and  sensible  way  of  treating  this 
very  dilllcult  piiinL  than  by  either  endeavoring,  JJw  War* 
burton,  to  escape  from  it  into  a  paradox,  or,  still  worse,  con 
triving,  like  Dr.  Graves,  to  Increase  iu  dlAcnlty  by  expia- 
nation.— Vide  "  Oa  (As  PtnUiUwck:*  See  also  Utrnt**  Im- 
IrsrfMtJsn,  ^.,  vol.  I.  p.  89S. 
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powerieflB,  to  his  foes.  If  deception,  thought  I,  be 
necessaiy,  at  least  let  me  not  practise  it  on  myself; 
— in  the  desperate  alternative  before  me,  let  me 
rather  ]te  even  hypocrite  than  dupe. 

These  self-accusing  reflections,  cheerless  as  they 
rendered  my  task,  did  not  abate,  for  a  single  mo- 
ment, my  industry  in  pursuing  it  I  read  on  and 
on,  with  a  sort  ot  sullen  apathy,  neither  charmed 
by  style,  nor  transported  by  imageiy — the  fatal 
blight  in  my  heart  having  communicated  itself  to 
my  imagination  and  taste.  The  curses  and  the 
UeesiugB,  the  glory  and  the  ruin,  which  the  historian 
recorded  and  the  prophet  had  predicted,  seemed  all 
of  this  world — all  temporal  and  eartlily.  That  mor- 
tality, of  which  the  fountain-head  had  tasted,  tinged 
the  whole  stream  ;  and  when  I  read  the  words,  "  all 
are  of  the  dust,  and  all  turn  to  dust  again,"^  a  feel- 
ing, like  the  wind  of  the  desert,  came  witheringly 
over  me.  Love,  Beauty,  Glory,  every  thing  most 
bright  and  worshipped  upon  earth,  appeared  to  be 
sinking  before  my  eyes,  under  this  dreadful  doom, 
into  one  general  mass  of  corruption  and  silence. 

Possessed  by  the  image  of  desolation  I  had  thus 
called  up,  I  laid  my  head  upon  the  book,  in  a  parox- 
ysm of  despair.  Death,  in  all  his  most  ghastly 
varieties,  passed  before  me ;  and  I  had  continued 
thus  for  some  time,  as  under  the  influence  of  a  fear- 
ful vision,  when  the  touch  of  a  hand  upon  my 
shoulder  roused  me.  Looking  up,  I  saw  the  An- 
choret standing  by'  my  side ; — his  countenance 
beaming  with  that  sublime  tranquillity,  which  a  hope, 
beyond  this  earth,  alone  can  bestow.  How  I  did 
envy  him ! 

We  again  took  our  way  to  the  seat  upon  the 
mountain — the  gloom  within  my  own  mind  making 
every  thing  around  me  more  gloomy.  Forgetting 
my  hypocrisy  ^  my  feelings,  I  proceeded  at  once 
to  make  an  avowai  to  him  of  all  the  doubts  and  fears 
which  my  study  of  the  morning  had  awakened. 

"  Thou  art  yet,  my  son,"  he  auswered,  "  but  on 
the  threshold  of  our  faith.  Thou  hast  seen  but  the 
first  rudiments  of  the  Divine  plan ; — its  full  and 

t  Whilo  Voltaire,  Volney,  &c.,  refer  to  the  Eccleslastes, 
as  abounding  with  teneU  of  materialism  and  Epicurism.  M. 
Des  Vcenx  and  others  find  In  it  strong  proofs  of  belief  In  a 
future  state.  The  chief  difficulty  lies  in  tlie  chapter  trom 
which  this  text  is  quoted ;  and  the  mode  of  construction  by 
which  some  writers  attempt  to  get  rid  of  it — namely,  by 
puuing  these  texts  into  the  mouth  of  a  foolish  reasonei^- 
appears  forced  and  gratuitous. — Vide  Dr.  Holers  JInalysit. 

«  This  opinion  of  the  Hermit  may  be  supposed  to  have 
been  derived  from  Ills  master,  Origen ;  but  it  is  not  easy  to 
ascertain  the  exact  doctrine  of  Origen  on  this  subject.  In 
the  Treatise  on  Prayer  attributed  to  him,  he  asseru  that  God 
the  Father  alone  should  be  invoked— which,  says  Bayle,  is 
to  *'ench^rir  snr  les  Heresies  des  Soclnlens.**  Notwith- 
standing this,  however,  and  some  other  indications  of,  what 
was  a(\en»-ards  called,  Arianism,  (such  as  the  opinion  of  the 
<ivinlty  behig  received  by  —mmMnieation^  which  MUner 


consummate  perfection  hath  not  ] 
thy  mind.  However  glonoos  th; 
of  Divinity  on  Mount  Sinai,  it  w 
runner  of  another,  still  more  gloi 
the  fulness  of  time,  was  to  burst 
when  all,  that  before  had  seemed 
plete,  wa6  to  be  perfected,  anc 
shadowed  out  by  the  <  spirit  of  pro 
— when  the  seal  of  silence,  under  i» 
had  so  long  lain,  was  to  be  broke 
tidings  of  life  and  immortality  pi 
world !" 

Observing  my  features  brighten 
the  pious  man  continued.  Antict 
the  holy  knowledge  that  was  in  i 
traced,  through  all  its  wonders  a 
great  work  of  Rederoptk>n,  dwellin 
every  miraculous  circiunstance  ooi 
the  exalted  nature  of  the  Being,  b; 
it  was  accomplished,  the  noblest  ; 
of  the  Sons  of  God,*  inferior  only, 
existent  Father; — the  mysterious 
this  heavenly  messenger; — ^the  m 
thenticated  his  divine  mission; — 
obedience  to  God  and  love  to  man, 
a  shining  light,  before  the  wori< 
lastly  and  chiefly,  his  death  and 
which  the  covenant  of  mercy  was  : 
and  immortality  brought  to  light." 

*'  Such,"  continued  the  Hermit, 
diator,  promised  through  all  time, 
ciiiation  for  iniquity,'  to  change  dc 
bring  <  healing  on  his  wings'  to  a 
Such  waa  the  last  crowning  dis] 
God  of  benevolence,  in  whose  han 
are  but  instruments  of  everlastln| 
through  apparent  evil  and  tempt 
bringing  all  things  *  out  of  dariLiic 
velJous  light,'  proceeds  watchfully  a 
to  the  great,  final  object  of  his  pro^ 
toration  of  the  whole  htmian  rai 
happin 


asserts  to  have  been  held  by  this  Fatbi 
of  the  authorities  quoted  by  Athanasios 
high  doctrines  of  co-etemity  and  co-< 
Priestley  says  is,  perhaps,  the  best  solni 
slstencics  : — **  Origen,  as  well  as  Clemen! 
been  thought  to  favor  the  Art  an  princl 
only  In  words,  and  not  in  Ideas**— £4 
Whatever  uncertainty,  however,  then 
respect  to  the  opinion  of  Origen  hlmsi 
there  is  no  doubt  that  the  doctrines  of 
lowers  were,  at  least,  Anti-Athaaaalan. 
of  Africa,'*  says  Priestley,  ••  were,  at  tl 
the  year  355  and  S58)  Unitarians,  thai 
'  The  Son  of  God*— meaning  his  dirlal 
any  longer  preached  In  the  charclies.*  '* 
S  This  benevolent  doctrine — which  n 
solve  the  great  problem  of  moral  and  |4iyi 
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With  8  mind  aatonisbed,  if  not  touched,  hy  these 
dJMoiUBee,  I  returned  to  my  cave,  and  found  the 
lamp,  as  before,  ready  lighted  to  receive  me.  The 
▼(dume  which  I  had  been  hitherto  studying,  was  re- 
placed by  another,  which  lay  open  upon  the  table, 
with  a  branch  of  fresh  palm  between  its  leaves. 
Though  I  could  not  doubt  to  whose  gentle  and 
guardian  hand  I  was  indebted  for  this  invisible 
watchfulness  over  my  studies,  there  was  yet  a 
something  in  it,  so  like  spiritual  interposition,  that  it 
struck  me  with  awe ; — and  never  more  than  at  this 
moment,  when,  on  approaching  the  volume,  I  saw, 
as  the  light  glistened  over  its  silver  letters,'  that  it 
was  the  very  Book  of  Life  of  which  the  Hermit  had 
gpokenl 

The  midnight  hymn  of  the  Christians  had  sound- 
ed through  the  valley,  before  I  had  yet  raised  my 
eyes  from  that  sacred  volume ;  and  the  second  hour 
of  the  sun  found  me  again  over  its  pages. 


CHAPTER  XVni. 

xJi  this  mode  of  existence  I  ^^  now  passed  some 
dmys ; — my  mornings  devoted  to  readmg,  my  nights 
to  listening,  under  the  wide  canopy  of  heaven,  to 
the  holy  eloquence  of  Melanius.  The  perseverance 
with  which  I  inquired,  and  the  quickness  with 
which  I  learned,  soon  succeeded  in  deceiving  my 
benevolent  instructor,  who  mistook  curiosity  for 
xeal,  and  knowledge  for  beliefl  Alas!  cold,  and 
barren,  and  earthly  was  that  knowledge — the  word 
without  the  q>irit,  the  shape  without  the  life.  Even 
when,  as  a  relief  from  hypocrisy,  I  persuaded  my- 
self that  I  brfieved,  it  was  but  a  brief  delusion, 
a  faith,  whose  hope  crumbled*  at  the  touch — 
like  the  fruit  of  the  desert-shrub,'  shining  and 
empty ! 

But,  though  my  soul  was  still  dark,  the  good 

would,  if  received  more  generally,  tend  to  loften  the  spirit  of 
nacharitableness,  so  finally  prevalent  among  Christian  sects 
—was  maintained  by  that  great  light  of  the  early  Charch, 
Orffen,  and  has  not  wanted  supporters  among  more  modem 
Tbeologiaas.  That  Tiilofcson  was  inclined  to  Uie  opinion 
appears  frcHn  his  sermon  preached  before  the  queen.  Paley 
Is  snpposed  to  have  held  the  same  amiable  doctrine ;  and 
Newton  (the  author  of  the  work  on  the  Prophecies)  is  also 
among  the  supporters  of  it  For  a  foil  account  of  the  argu- 
ments in  fkvor  of  this  opinion,  derived  both  from  reason  and 
the  expi««  language  of  Scripture,  see  Dr.  SoMthwood  Swutk^t 
very  interesting  work,  **  On  the  Divine  Government."  Bee 
also  JWs/M  on  Atamnunt^  where  the  d«x:trlne  of  the  advocates 
of  Universal  Restoration  is  thus  briefly,  and,  I  believe,  fairly 
'*  Beginning  with  the  existence  of  an  Infinitely 


Hermit  saw  not  mto  its  depthii  The  very  faciHty 
of  my  belief,  which  might  have  suggested  some 
doubt  of  its  sincerity,  was  but  regarded,  by  his 
innocent  zeal,  as  a  more  rignal  triumph  of  the 
truth.  His  own  ingenuousness  led  him  to  a  ready 
trust  in  others ;  and  the  examples  of  such  conver- 
sions as  that  of  the  philosopher,  Justin,  who,  during 
a  walk  by  the  sea-shore,  received  the  light  into  his 
soul,  had  prepared  hun  for  illuminations  of  the 
q>irit,  even  more  rapid  than  mine. 

During  all  this  time,  I  neither  saw  nor  heard 
of  Alethe ; — nor  could  my  patience  have  endured 
through  so  long  a  privation,  had  not  those  mute 
vestiges  of  her  presence,  that  welcomed  me  every 
night  on  my  return,  made  me  feel  that  I  was  still 
living  imder  her  gentle  influence,  and  that  her 
sympathy  hung  round  every  step  of  my  progress. 
Once,  too,  when  I  ventured  to  speak  her  name  to 
Melanius,  though  he  answered  not  my  inquiry, 
there  was  a  smile,  I  thci^^rht  of  promise  upon  his 
countenance,  which  love,  far  mere  alive  than  faith, 
was  ready  to  interpret  as  it  de«red. 

At  length — it  was  on  the  sixth  or  seventh 
evenmg  of  my  solitude,  when  I  lay  resting  at  the 
door  of  my  cave,  after  the  study  of  the  day — I 
was  startled  by  hearing  my  name  called  loudly 
from  the  opposite  rocks;  and  looking  up,  saw, 
upon  the  clifi*  near  the  deserted  grottoes,  Melanius 
and— oh !  I  could  not  .doubt — ^my  Alethe  by  his 
side !  ' 

Though  I  had  never,  since  the  first  night  of  my 
return  from  the  desert,  ceased  to  flatter  myself  with 
the  fancy  that  I  was  still  hving  in  her  presence,  the 
actual  sight  of  her  once  more  made  me  feel  for 
what  a  long  age  we  had  been  separated.  She  was 
clothed  all  in  white,  and,  as  she  stood  in  the  last 
remains  of  the  simshine,  appeared  to  my  too  pro- 
phetic fancy  like  K  parting  spirit,  whose  last  foot- 
steps on  earth  that  pure  glory  encircled. 

With  a  delight  only  to  be  imagined,  I  saw  them 
descend  the  rocks,  and,  placing  themselves  m  the 
boat,  proceed  directly  towards  my  cave.  To  dis- 
guise from  Melanius  Uie  mutual  delight  with  which 

powerfVil,  wise,  and  good  Being,  as  the  first  and  (Vindamental 
principle  of  rational  religion,  they  pronounce  the  essence  of 
this  Being  to  be  love,  and  from  this  Infer,  aji  a  demonstrable 
consequence,  that  none  of  the  creatures  formed  by  such  a 

Being  will  ever  be  made  eternally  miserable Since 

God  (they  say)  would  act  uivjostly  in  Infilctlng  eternal  misery 
for  temporary  crimes,  the  sufferings  of  the  wicked  can  be  but 
remedial,  and  will  terminate  In  a  complete  purification  from 
moral  disorder,  and  In  their  ultimate  restontlon  to  virtue 
and  happiness." 

1  The  Codex  Coltonlanus  of  the  New  Testament  Is  written 
in  silver  letters  on  a  purple  ground.  The  Codex  Cottonlanat 
of  the  Septnaglnt  version  of  the  Old  Testament  is  supposed 
to  be  the  identical  copy  that  belonged  to  Origen. 

•  Vide  HmmUm*»  JEgrpiimf. 
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we  again  met  was  impoasible ; — ^nor  did  Alethe 
e^n  attempt  to  make  a  secret  of  her  joy.  Though 
blushing  at  her  own  happiness,  as  little  could  her 
frank  nature  conceal  it,  as  the  clear  waters  of 
Ethiopia  can  hide  their  gold.  Every  look,  every 
word,  bespoke  a  fulness  of  affection,  to  whk:h, 
doubtful  as  I  was  of  our  tenure  of  happiness,  I 
knew  not  how  to  respond. 

I  was  not  long,  however,  left  ignorant  of  the 
bright  fate  that  awaited  me  ;  but,  as  we  wandered 
or  rested  among  the  rocks,  learned  every  thing  that 
had  been  arranged  since  our  parting.  She  had 
made  the  Hermit,  I  found,  acquainted  with  all  that 
had  passed  between  us  ;  had  told  him,  without  re- 
serve, every  incident  of  our  wyage — ^the  avowals, 
the  demonstrations  of  aficction  on  one  side,  and  the 
deep  sentiment  that  gratitude  had  awakened  on  the 
other.  Too  wise  to  regard  aSbctions  so  natural 
with  severity — knowing  that  they  were  of  heaven, 
and  but  made  evil  by  man — the  good  Hermit  had 
heard  of  our  attachment  with  pleasure ;  and,  fully 
satisfied  as  to  the  honor  and  purity  of  my  views, 
by  the  fidelity  with  which  I  had  delivered  my  trust 
into  his  hands,  saw,  in  my  affection  for  the  young 
orphan,  but  a  providential  resource  against  that 
friendless  solitude  in  which  his  death  must  soon 
leave  h«r. 

As,  listening  eagerly,  I  collected  these  particulars 
from  their  discourse,  I  could  hardly  trust  my  ears. 
It  seemed  a  happiness  too  great  to  bo  true,  to  bo 
real ;  nor  can  words  convey  an  idea  of  the  joy, 
the  shame,  the  wonder  with  which  I  listened,  while 
the  holy  man  himself  declared  that  he  awaited  but 
the  moment,  when  he  should  find  me  worthy  of  be- 
coming a  member  of  the  Christian  Church,  to  give 
roe  also  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  that  sacred  union, 
which  alone  sanctifies  love,  and  makes  the  faith, 
which  <  fledges,  holy.  It  was  but  yesterday,  he 
added,  tha.  his  young  charge,  herself,  afler  a  pre- 
paration of  prayer  and  repentance,  such  as  even 
her  pure  spirit  required,  had  been  admitted,  by  the 
sacred  ordinance  of  baptism,  into  the  bosom  of  tho 
faith ; — and  the  white  gannent  she  wore,  and  the 
ring  of  gold  on  her  finger,*  "  were  sj^mbols,"  he 
added,  '<  of  that  New  Life  into  which  she  had  been 
initiated." 

I  rabed  my  eyes  to  hers  as  he  spoke,  but  with- 
drew them  again,  dazzled  and  confused.  Even  her 
beauty,  to  my  imagination,  seemed  to  have  under- 
gone Bomo  brightening  change ;  and  the  contrast 


1  Sec.  for  the  citstom  among  the  early  Christians  of  wear- 
ing white  for  a  few  days  after  tMiptism,  Ambros.  de  My$u^ 
With  respect  to  the  ring,  the  Bishop  of  Lincoln  says,  in  his 
work  on  Tertallian,*' The  natural  inference  fVom  these  words 
( Tert.  d»  Puiieitid)  appears  to  be,  that  a  ring  nsed  to  be  given 
in  bapiiim ;  bat  I  have  fcnind  no  other  trace  of  sach  a  caitom.'* 


between  that  open  and  happy  countenaz 
unblest  brow  of  the  infidel  that  stood 
abashed  me  into  a  sense  of  tmworthineM 
checked  my  rapture. 

To  that  night,  however,  I  look  back, 
in  my  existence.  It  proved  that  sorroi 
only  awakener  of  devotion,  but  that  joy 
times  quicken  the  holy  spark  into  life, 
to  my  cave,  with  a  heart  full,  even  to 
of  its  l:appiness,  I  could  find  no  other  i 
overcharged  feelings,  than  that  of  throi 
on  my  knees,  and  uttering,  for  the  fust 
life,  a  heartfelt  prayer,  that  *f,  indeed, 
a  Being  who  watched  over  masJund,  he 
down  one  ray  of  his  truth  into  my  da: 
and  make  it  worthy  of  the  Ueasingay  bo 
hereafter,  profiered  to  it ! 

My  days  now  rolled  on  in  a  perfei 
happiness.  Every  hour  of  the  momix 
corned  as  bringing  nearer  and  nearer  th 
of  sunset,  when  the  Hermit  and  Alethe 
to  visit  my  now  charmed  cave,  whei 
lefl,  at  each  parting,  a  light  that  lai 
return.  Then,  our  rambles,  together, 
over  the  mountain  ;  our  pauses,  iroin  ti 
to  contemplate  the  wonders  of  the  hi 
above  us ;  our  repose  by  the  cistern  c 
and  our  silent  listening,  through  homs 
minutes,  to  the  holy  eloquence  of  ooi 
all,  all  was  happiness  of  the  moot  hi 
and  such  as  even  tlie  doubts,  the  C4 
doubts,  that  still  htmg,  like  a  mist,  aroiu 
could  neither  cloud  nor  chill. 

As  soon  as  the  moonlight  nights  i 
used  to  venture  into  the  desert ;  and 
which  had  lately  looked  so  desolate,  ; 
now  assnmed  even  a  cheerful  and  am 
To  the  light,  innocent  heart  ^  Alethe, 
was  a  source  of  enjoyment  For  he 
desert  had  its  jewels  and  flowen  ;  and 
her  delight  was  to  search  among  th' 
those  beautiful  pebbles  of  jaspei'  that 
them; — sometimes  her  eyes  would  sj 
pleasure  on  finding,  perhaps,  a  stonte 
or  one  of  those  bitter,  scariet  flowen 
their  dry  mockery  of  ornament  to  the 
all  these  pursuits  and  pleasures  the  g 
took  a  share — ^mingling  occasionally 
the  reflections  of  a  benevolent  piety,  1 
own  cheerful  hue  to  all  the  works  of  c 


«  Vide  Clarke,  , 

>  **  Les  MetemirymitkemiKm.  nodifUmm  et 
eoceineum,  plan  tea  grasses  des  deserts,  TC>jet«< 
lenr  Acret^,  par  les  chameavx,  les  chinvs,  ei  la 
M.  DdiU  n^Mi  tkt  PUnU  of  Eggpt. 
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nw  the  coii0olingr  titith,  "God  is  Love/*  written 
legibly  everywhere. 

Such  was,  for  a  few  weeks,  my  blissfal  life. 
Oh,  mornings  of  hope !  oh,  nights  of  happiness  I 
with  what  melancholy  pleasure  do  I  retrace  your 
flight,  and  how  reluctantly  pass  to  the  sad  events 
that  followed ! 

During  this  time,  in  compliance  with  the  wishes 
of  Melanius,  who  seemed  unwilling  that  I  should 
become  wholly  estranged  from  the  world,  I  used 
occasionally  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  neighboring  city, 
Antinoe,*  which,  being  the  capital  of  the  Thebald, 
is  the  centre  of  all  the  luxury  of  Upper  Egypt 
But  here,  so  changed  was  my  every  feeling  by  the 
all-absorbing  passion  which  now  possessed  me,  thzi 
I  sauntered  along,  wholly  uninterested  by  either 
the  scenes  or  the  people  that  surrounded  me,  and, 
sighing  for  that  rocky  solitude  where  my  Alethe 
breathed,  felt  this  to  be  the  wilderness,  and  that  the 
worid. 

Even  the  thoughts  of  my  own  native  Athens, 
that  at  every  step  were  called  up,  by  the  light 
Grecian  architecture  of  this  imperial  city,  did  not 
awaken  one  single  regret  in  my  heart — one  wish 
to  exchange  even  an  hour  of  my  desert  for  the  best 
luxuries  and  honors  that  awaited  me  in  the  Garden. 
I  saw  the  arches  of  triumph  ; — I  walked  under  the 
raperb  portico,  which  encircles  the  whole  city  with 
its  marble  shade ; — I  stood  in  the  Circus  of  the  Sun, 
by  whose  rose-colored  pillars  the  mysterious  move- 
ments of  the  Nile  are  measured  ;->on  all  these 
proud  monuments  of  glory  and  art,  as  well  as  on 
the  gay  multitude  that  enlivened  them,  I  looked 
with  an  unheeding  eye.  If  they  awakened  in  me 
any  thought,  it  was  the  mournful  idea,  that,  one 
day,  like  Thebes  and  Heliopolis,  this  pageant  would 
pass  away,  leaving  nothing  behind  but  a  few  moul- 
dering ruins — like  sea-shells  found  where  the  ocean 
has  been — to  tell  that  the  great  tide  of  Life  was 
oDce  there ! 

But,  though  indifierent  thus  to  all  that  had  for- 
meriy  attracted  me,  there  were  subjects,  once  alien 
to  my  heart,  on  which  it  was  now  most  tremblingly 
alive ;  and  some  rumors  which  had  reached  me, 
in  one  of  my  visits  to  the  city,  of  an  expected 
change  in  the  policy  of  the  Emperor  towards  the 
Christians,  filled  my  mind  with  apprehensions  as 
new  as  they  were  dreadful  to  me. 

The  toleration  and  even  favor  which  the  Chrik 
tians  enjoyed,  during  the  first  four  years  of  the 
reign  of  Valerian,  had  removed  from  them  all  fear 
of  a  renewal  of  those  horrors,  which  they  had  ex- 
perienced under  the  rule  of  his  predecessor,  Decius. 
Of  late,  however,  some  less  friendly  diiqxMtions  had 

>  Vide  Smvarf  and  Quatrtmirt, 


manifested  themselves.  The  bigots  of  the  court, 
taking  alarm  at  the  rapid  spread  of  the  new  faith, 
had  succeeded  in  filling  the  mind  of  the  monarch 
with  that  religious  jealousy,  which  is  the  ever-ready 
parent  of  cruelty  and  injustice.  Among  these  coun- 
sellors of  evil  was  Macrianus,  the  Pnotorian  Prefect, 
who  was,  by  birth,  an  Egyptian,  and  had  long 
made  himself  notorious — so  akin  is  superstition  to 
intolerance — by  his  addiction  to  the  dark  practices 
of  demon-worship  and  magic. 

From  this  minister,  who  was  novT  high  in  the 
favor  of  Valerian,  the  new  measures  of  severity 
agamst  the  Christians  were  expected  to  emanate. 
All  tongues,  in  all  quarters,  were  busy  with  the 
news.  In  the  streets^  in  the  public  gardens,  on  the 
steps  of  the  temples,  I  saw,  everywhere,  groups  of 
inquirers  collected,  and  heard  the  name  of  Macria- 
nus upon  every  tongue.  It  was  dreadful,  too,  to 
observe,  in  the  countenances  of  those  who  spoke, 
the  variety  of  feeling  with  which  the  rumor  was 
discussed,  according  as  they  feared  or  desired  its 
truth — according  as  they  were  likely  to  be  among 
the  torturers  or  the  victims. 

Alarmed,  though  still  ignoru  p{  the  whole  extent 
of  the  danger,  I  hurried  back  to  the  ravine,  and, 
going  at  once  to  the  grotto  of  Melanius,  detailed  to 
him  every  particular  of  the  intelligence  I  had  col- 
lected. He  listened  to  me  with  a  composure,  which 
I  mistook,  alas !  for  confidence  in  his  own  security  ; 
and,  naming  the  hour  for  our  evening  walk,  retired 
into  his  grotto. 

At  the  accustomed  time,  accompanied  by  Alethe, 
he  came  to  my  cave.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
not  communicated  to  .her  the  intelligence  which  I 
had  brought,  for  never  hath  brow  worn  such  hap- 
piness OS  that  which  now  played  around  hen: — 
it  was,  alas !  not  of  this  earth.  Melanius,  himself, 
though  composed,  was  thoughtful ;  and  the  solem- 
nity, almost  approaching  to  melancholy,  with  which 
he  placed  the  hand  of  Alethe  in  mine— in  the  per- 
formance, too,  of  a  ceremony  that  ought  to  have 
filled  my  heart  with  joy — saddened  and  alarmed 
me.  This  ceremony  was  our  betrothment,  the  act 
of  plighting  our  faith  to  each  other,  which  we  now 
solemnized  on  the  rock  before  the  door  of  my  cave, 
in  the  face  of  that  calm,  sunset  heaven,  whose  one 
star  stood  as  our  witness.  After  a  blessing  from 
the  Hermit  upon  our  spousal  pledge,  I  placed  the 
ling — ^the  earnest  of  our  future  union— on  her  fin- 
ger; and,  in  the  blush,  with  which  she  surrendered 
to  me  her  whole  heart  at  that  instant,  forgot  every 
thing  but  my  happiness,  and  felt  secure  even  against 
fate! 

We  took  our  accustomed  walk,  that  evening, 
over  the  rocks  and  on  the  desert  So  bright  was 
the  moon — more  like  the  daylight,  indeed,  of  othar 
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climea — ^that  we  could  plainly  see  the  tracks  of  the 
wild  aotelopcs  m  the  sand ;  and  it  was  not  without 
a  slight  tremhie  of  feeling  in  his  Toice,  as  if  some 
melancholy  analogy  occurred  to  him  as  he  spoke, 
that  the  good  Hermit  said,  "  I  have  ohserved,  in  the 
course  of  my  walks/  that  wherever  the  track  of 
that  gentle  animal  appears,  there  is,  almost  always, 
found  the  foot-print  of  a  beast  of  prey  near  it" 
He  regained,  however,  his  usual  cheerfulness  before 
we  parted,  and  fixed  the  following  evening  for  an 
excunion,  on  the  other  side  of  the  ravine,  to  a  point 
looking,  he  said,  **  towards  that  northern  region  of 
the  desert,  where  the  hosts  of  the  Lord  encamped 
in  their  departure  out  of  bondage." 

Though,  when  Alethe  was  present,  all  my  fears 
even  for  heiself  were  forgotten  in  that  perpetual 
element  of  happiness,  which  encircled  her  like  the 
air  that  she  breathed,  no  sooner  was  I  alone,  than 
vague  terrors  and  bodings  crowded  upon  me.  In 
vam  did  I  endeavor  to  reason  away  my  fears,  by 
dweUing  only  on  the  most  cheering  circumstances 
—on  the  reverence  with  which  Melanius  was  re- 
garded, even  by  the  Pagans,  and  the  inviolate  se- 
curity with  which  he  had  Uved  through  the  most 
perilous  periods,  not  only  safe  himself,  but  affording 
sanctuary  in  the  depths  of  his  grottoes  to  others. 
Tliough  somewhat  calmed  by  these  considerations, 
yet,  when  at  length  I  sunk  off  to  sleep,  dark,  hor- 
riUe  dreams  took  possession  of  my  mind.  Scones 
of  death  and  of  torment  passed  confusedly  before 
me;  and,  when  I  awoke,  it  was  with  the  fearful 
impraasion  that  all  these  horrors  were  real. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

At  length,  the  day  dawned — that  dreadful  day ! 
Impatient  to  be  relieved  from  my  suspense,  I  threw 
myself  into  my  boat — the  same  in  which  we  had 
performed  our  happy  voyage — and,  as  fast  as  oars 
could  speed  me,  hurried  away  to  the  city.  I  found 
the  suburbs  silent  and  solitary,  but,  as  I  approached 
the  Forum,  loud  yells,  like  those  of  barbarians  in 
combat,  struck  on  my  ear,  and,  when  I  entered  it — 
great  God,  what  a  spectacle  presented  itself  I  The 
imperial  edict  against  the  Christians  had  arrived 


1  "  Je  remarqaai,  avec  ane  reflexion  triste,  qu*an  animal 
de  proie  accoinpagne  presque  toojoors  Ics  pas  de  ce  joU  ei 
firftle  indlvidu." 

s  **  These  Christians  who  sacrificed  to  idols  to  save  them- 
selves were  called  by  various  names,  Th%r\fUati,  Saeri/Uati, 


during  the  night,  and  already  the  wild 
otry  was  let  loose. 

Under  a  canopy,  in  the  middle  of 
was  the  tribunal  of  the  Governor.  Tv 
one  of  Apollo,  the  other  of  Osiria — i 
bottom  of  the  steps  that  led  up  to  hi 
seat  Before  these  idols  were  shrines,  1 
devoted  Christians  were  dragged  from 
by  the  soldiers  and  mob,  and  there  c 
recant,  by  throwing  incense  into  the  1 
their  refusal,  hurried  away  to  torture 
It  was  an  appallmg  scene ; — the  const 
cries  of  some  of  the  victims — the  pale, 
lution  of  others ; — the  fierce  shouts  of  1 
broke  from  the  multitude,  when  the  dn 
frankincense  on  the  altar  proclaimed 
of  Christ;*  and  the  fiend-like  triumpli 
the  courageous  Confessors,  who  avowe 
were  led  away  to  the  flames ; — ^uever 
conceived  such  an  assemblage  of  horroi 

Though  I  gazed  but  for  a  few  mini] 
minutes  I  felt  and  fancied  enough  for 
ready  did  the  form  of  Alethe  appear 
me  through  that  tumult ; — I  heard  the 
name ;  her  shriek  fell  on  my  ear ;  a 
thought  so  palsied  me  with  terror,  that 
and  statue-like  on  the  spot 

Recollecting,  however,  the  fearful 
of  every  moment,  and  that — perhaps, 
instant — some  emissaries  of  blood  migl: 
way  to  the  Grottoes,  I  rushed  wildlj 
Forum,  and  made  my  way  to  the  quay 

The  streets  were  now  crowded ;  but 
long  through  the  multitude,  and  was  a 
the  portico  leading  down  to  the  it 
saw  the  boat  that  was  to  boar  me  to  A 
a  Centurion  stood  sternly  in  my  path 
surrounded  and  arrested  by  soldiers! 
vam  that  I  implored,  that  I  stmgglei 
as  for  life,  assuring  them  that  I  was 
that  I  was  an  Athenian — that  I 
Christian.  The  precipitation  of  my 
sufficient  evidence  against  me,  and  n 
and  by  force,  they  bore  me  away  to 
of  their  Chiefl 

•It  \^  enough  to  drive  me  at  once 
Two  hours,  two  frightful  hours,  was  I 
the  arrival  of  the  Tribune  of  their  I 
brain  burning  with  a  thousand  fean  i 
ations,  which  every  passing  minute  mmt 


MittenUSt  Kegntort*,**  ttc    Baronlns  BMado 
this  period,  CS53,)  MarceiUnvs,  who,  yScldiiig 
of  the  Gentiles,  threw  incense  apon  the  alOtf.- 
contra  OenU  lib.  Tii. 
s  A  rank,  similar  to  that  of  Colonel. 


THE  EPICUREAN. 


721 


likely  to  be  realized.  All  I  could  collect,  too,  from 
the  coQvenations  of  those  around  me,  but  added  to 
the  agonizing  apprehensions  with  which  I  was  racked. 
Troops,  it  was  said,  had  been  sent  in  all  duvctions 
through  the  neighborhood,  to  bring  in  the  rebellious 
Christians,  and  make  them  bow  before  the  Gods  of 
the  Empire.  With  horror,  too,  I  heard  of  Orcus — 
Orcus,  the  High  Priest  of  Memphis — as  one  of  the 
principal  instigators  of  this  sanguinary  edict,  and  as 
biere  present  in  Antinod,  animating  and  directing  its 
execution. 

In  this  state  of  torture  I  remained  till  the  arrival 
of  the  Tribune.  Absorbed  in  my  own  thoughts,  I 
had  not  perceived  his  entrance; — till,  hearing  a 
voice,  in  a  tone  of  friendly  surprise,  exclaim,  '*  Al- 
eiphron !"  I  looked  up,  and'  in  this  legionary  Chief 
recognised  a  young  Roman  of  rank,  who  had  held 
a  military  command,  the  year  before,  at  Athens, 
and  was  one  of  the  most  distinguished  visiters  of  the 
Garden.  It  was  no  time,  however,  for  courtesies : — 
he  was  proceeding  with  all  cordiality  to  greet  me, 
hot,  having  heard  him  order  my  mstant  release, 
I  could  wait  for  no  more.  Acknowledging  his  kind- 
ness but  by  a  grasp  of  the  hand,  I  flew  off,  like  one 
frantic,  through  the  streets,  and,  in  a  few  minutes, 
was  on  the  river. 

My  sole  hope  had  been  to  reach  the  Grottoes  be- 
Ibre  any  of  the  detached  parties  should  arrive,  and, 
by  a  timely  flight  across  the  desert,  rescue,  at  least, 
Alethe  from  their  fury.  The  ill-fated  delay  that  had 
occurred  rendered  this  hope  almost  desperate  ;  but 
the  tranquillity  i  found  everywhere  as  I  proceeded 
down  the  river,  and  my  fond  confidence  in  the 
sacredness  of  the  Ilermifs  retreat,  kept  my  heart 
from  sinking  altogether  under  its  terrors. 

Between  the  current  and  my  oars,  the  boat  flew, 
wittv  the  speed  of  wind,  along  the  waters,  and  I 
wnB  already  near  the  rocks  of  the  ravine,  when  I 
saw,  turning  out  of  the  canal  into  the  river,  a  barge 
dowded  with  people,  and  glittering  with  arms! 
How  did  I  ever  survive  the  shock  of  that  sight  7 
The  oars  dropped,  as  if  struck  out  of  my  hands,  in- 
to the  water,  and  I  sat,  helplessly  gazing,  as  that 
terrific  vision  approached.  In  a  few  minutes,  the 
current  brought  us  together ; — and  I  saw,  on  the 
deck  of  the  barge,  Alethe  herself  and  the  Hermit 
surrounded  by  soldiers ! 

We  were  already  passing  each  other,  when,  with 

a  desperate  effort,  I  sprang  from  my  boat  and  lighted 

upon  tlie  edge  of  their  vessel    I  knew  not  what  I 

did,  for  despair  was  my  only  prompter.     Snatching 

at  the  sword  of  one  of  the  soldiers,  as  I  stood  totter- 

Ixxff  on  the  edge,  I  had  succeeded  in  wresting  it  out 

Off  his  hands,  when,  at  the  same  moment,  I  received 

«a  tlirust  of  a  lance  from  one  of  his  comrades,  and 

fidl  backward  into  the  river.    I  can  just  remember 


rising  again  and  making  a  grasp  at  the  side  of  the 
vessel ; — but  the  shock,  and  the  faiatness  from  my 
wound,  deprived  me  of  all  consciousness,  and  a 
shriek  from  Alethe,  as  I  sank,  is  all  I  can  xecoUaet 
of  what  followed. 

Would  I  had  tlien  died! — ^Yet,  no.  Almighty 
Being — I  should  have  died  in  darkness,  and  I  hmw9 
lived  to  know  Thee ! 

On  returning  to  my  senses,  I  found  myself  ro- 
clined  on  a  couch,  in  a  splendid  apartment,  the 
whole  appearance  of  which  being  Grecian,  I,  for  a 
moment,  forgot  all  that  had  passed,  and  imagined 
myself  in  my  own  home  at  Athens.  But  too  soon 
the  whole  dreadful  certainty  flashed  upon  me  ;  and, 
starting  wildly — disabled  as  I  was — from  my  couch, 
I  called  loudly,  and  with  the  shriek  of  a  maniac, 
upon  Alethe. 

I  was  in  the  house,  I  then  found,  of  my  friend 
and  disciple,  the  young  Tribune,  who  had  made  the 
Governor  acquainted  with  my  name  and  condition, 
and  had  received  me  under  his  roof,  when  brought, 
bleeding  and  insensible,  to  Antino$.  From  him  I 
now  loarned  at  once — for  I  coukl  not  wait  for  de- 
tails—the sum  of  all  that  had  happened  in  that 
dreadful  interval.  Melanius  was  no  more — Alethe 
still  alive,  but  in  prison ! 

"Take  me  to  her"— I  had  but  tkne  to  say— 
**  take  mo  to  her  instantly,  and  let  me  die  by  her 
side"  —  when,  nature  again  failing  under  such 
shocks,  I  relapsed  into  insensibility.  In  this  state 
I  contmued  for  near  an  hour,  and,  on  recovering, 
found  the  Tribune  by  my  side.  The  horrors,  ha 
said,  of  the  Forum  were,  for  that  day,  over, — but 
what  the  morrow  might  bring,  he  shuddered  to  con- 
template. His  nature,  it  was  plain,  revolted  from 
the  inhuman  duties  in  which  he  was  engaged 
Touched  by  the  agonies  he  saw  me  suffer,  he,  in 
some  degree,  relieved  them,  by  promising  that  I 
should,  at  nightfall,  be  conveyed  to  the  prison,  and, 
if  possible,  through  his  influence,  gain  access  to 
Alethe.  She  might  yet,  he  added,  be  saved,  could 
I  succeed  in  persuading  her  to  comply  with  the 
terms  of  the  edict,  and  make  sacrifice  to  the  G^ods. — 
"  Otherwise,"  said  he,  "  there  is  no  hope ; — the  vin- 
dictive Orcus,  who  has  resisted  even  this  short  re- 
spite of  mercy,  will,  to-morrow,  inexorably  demand 
his  prey." 

lie  then  related  to  me,  at  my  own  request — 
though  every  word  was  torture — all  the  harrowing 
details  of  the  proceeding  before  the  Tribunal  **  I 
have  seen  courage,"  said  he,  "  iu  its  noblest  forms, 
in  the  field ;  but  the  calm  intrepidity  with  which 
that  aged  hermit  endured  torments— which  it  was 
hardly  less  torment  to  witness — surpassed  all  that  I 
could  have  conceived  of  human  fortitude !" 

My  poor  Alethe,  too — in  describing  to  me  bff 
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eondnct,  the  brave  man  wept  like  a  child.  Over- 
wheUnod,  he  said,  at  first  by  her  apprehensioiis  for 
my  safety,  she  had  ^ven  way  to  a  full  bunt  of 
womanly  weakness.  But  no  sooner  was  she  broo^lit 
before  the  Tribunal,  and  the  declaration  of  her  faith 
was  demanded  of  her,  than  a  spirit  almost  super- 
natural seemed  to  animate  her  whole  form.  **  She 
raised  her  eyes,"  said  he,  "  calmly,  but  with  fervor, 
to  heaven,  while  a  blush  was  the  only  sign  of  mor- 
tal feeling  on  her  features : — and  the  clear,  sweet, 
and  untrombling  voice,  with  which  she  pronounced 
her  own  doom,  in  the  words, '  I  am  a  Christian  !'* 
sent  a  thrill  of  admiration  and  pity  throughout  the 
multitude.  Her  youth,  her  loveliness,  affected  all 
hearts,  and  a  cry  of  <  Save  the  young  maiden !'  was 
heard  in  all  directions." 

The  implacable  Orcus,  however,  would  not  hear 
of  mercy.  Resenting,  as  it  appeared,  with  all  his 
deadUest  rancor,  not  only  her  own  escape  from  his 
toils,  but  the  aid  with  which  she  had,  so  fatally  to 
his  views,  assisted  mine,  he  demanded  loudly  and 
in  the  name  of  the  insulted  sanctuary  of  Isis,  her 
'  instant  death.  It  was  but  by  the  firm  intervention 
of  the  Grovemor,  who  shared  the  general  sympathy 
in  her  faie>  that  the  delay  of  another  day  was 
granted  to-  give  a  chance  to  the  young  maiden  of  yet 
recalling  her  confession,  and  thus  afiS>rding  some 
pretext  for  saving  her. 

Even  in  yielding,  with  evident  reluctance,  to  this 
respite,  the  inhuman  Priest  would  yet  acconq>any 
it  with  some  mark  of  his  vengeance.  Whether  for 
the  pleasure  (observed  the  Tribune)  of  mingling 
mockery  with  his  cruelty,  or  as  a  warning  to  her  of 
the  doom,  she  must  ultimately  expect,  he  gave  or- 
ders that  those  should  be  tied  round  her  brow  one 
of  those  chaplets  of  coral,'  with  which  it  is  the  cus- 
tom of  young  Christian  maidens  to  array  themselves 
on  the  day  of  their  martyrdom ; — '*  and,  thus  fear- 
fully adorned,"  said  he,  **  she  was  led  away,  amidst 
the  gaze  of  the  pitying  multitude,  to  prison." 

With  these  harrowing  details  the  short  interval 
till  nightfall— every  minute  of  which  seemed  an 
age — was  occupied.  As  soon  as  it  grew  dark,  I 
was  placed  upon  a  litter — ^my  wound,  thoagh  not 
dangerous,  requiring  such  a  conveyance — and,  un- 
der the  guidance  of  my  firiend,  I  was  conducted  to 
the  prison.  Through  his  interest  with  the  guard, 
we  were  without  difficulty  admitted,  and  I  was 
borne  into  the  chamber  where  the  maiden  lay  im- 
mured.   Even  the  veteran  guardian  of  the  place 


iTha  merit  of  the  confession  "Chrlstianus  sum/*  or 
*  Christiana  sam,*'  was  considerably  enhanced  by  the  clear- 
aess  and  distinctness  with  which  It  was  prononnced.  Ew 
9eHu»  mentions  the  martyr  Vetlas  as  maUng  it  Xa/irpsrttrjy 


seemed  touched  with  oompasBiiM 
and  supposing  her  to  be  asleep,  h 
gently  near  her. 

She  was  half  reclming,  with  h< 
ber  hands,  upon  a  couch — at  the 
an  idol,  over  whose  hideons  fc 
naphtha,  that  himg  from  the  c 
and  ghastly  glare.  On  a  table 
was  a  censer,  with  a  small  vessd 
it— one  grain  of  which,  throw: 
the  flame,  would,  even  now,  s 
life.  So  strange,  so  fearful  was 
that  I  almost  doubted  its  renlity. 
happy  Alethe!  can  it,  I  thongt 
look  upon  7 

She  now  slowly  uid  with  di 
head  from  the  coucL,  on  dbaervii 
Tribime  withdrew,  and  we  were 
was  a  paleness,  as  of  death,  over 
those  eyes  which,  when  last  I  sc 
too  bright,  too  happy  for  this  woi 
sunken.  In  raising  herself  up,  a) 
if  from  pain,  to  her  forehead,  whi 
appeared  more  death-like  from  U 
lay  so  awfully  across  it 

After  wandering  for  a  minute 
at  length  rested  upon  me— and, 
terror,  half  joy,  she  sprung  fro 
sunk  upon  her  knees  by  my  side, 
me  dead;  and,  even  now,  ma 
senses.  *<  My  husband !  my  1ot< 
"  oh,  if  thou  comest  to  call  me  £ 
hold  I  am  ready!"  In  sayinfr 
wildly  to  that  ominous  wreath, 
her  head  down  upon  my  kneo,  i 
pierced  it 

"  Alethe !"  I  cried-4enrified  t 
that  mysterious  pang — and,  as  ii 
voice  had  reanimated  her,  she 
faint  smile,  in  my  face.  Her  th 
evidently  been  wandering,  becai 
in  her  joy  at  my  safety,  her  aocro 
she  forgot  entirely  the  fate  that  i 
self.  Love,  innocent  love,  alone 
thoughts ;  and  the  warmth,  the 
votedness,  with  which  she  spoke 
other  moment,  I  would  have  blei 
upon  every  word ! 

But  the  time  flew  fast — that 
was  approaching.    Already  I  sai 


1  Une  *<  de  ces  cooronnes  de  grain  dc 
ges  martyres  omoient  leors  chevenx  ei 
Le§  Martffra. 
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Aa  hands  of  the  torturor — the  flames,  the  racks,  the 
wheeb,  were  before  my  eyes !  Half  frantic  with 
the  fear  that  her  resolation  was  fixed,  I  flang  my- 
nlf  firom  the  litter  in  an  agony  of  weeping,  and 
Mqjplioated  her,  by  the  love  she  bore  me,  by  the 
happinesB  that  awaited  us,  by  her  own  mercifol 
Gcd,  who  was  too  good  to  require  such  a  sacrifice — 
hy  all  that  the  most  passionate  anxiety  could  dic- 
tate, I  implored  that  she  would  avert  from  us  the 
doom  that  was  coming,  and — ^but  for  once— com- 
ply with  the  vain  ceremony  demanded  of  her. 

Shnnking  from  me,  as  I  spoke— but  with  a  look 
more  of  sorrow  than  reproach—"  What,  thou,  too  !*' 
■he  said  moumfalHy — ^**thou,  into  whose  inmost 
spirit  I  had  fondly  hoped  the  same  light  had 
entered  as  into  my  own!  No,  never  be  thou 
leagued  with  them  who  would  tempt  me  to  *  make 
■hipwreck  of  my  faith  ."  Thou,  who  couldst  alone 
bind  me  to  life,  use  not,  I  entreat  thee,  thy  power ; 
but  let  me  die,  as  He  I  serve  hath  commanded 
— ^e  for  the  Truth.  Remember  the  holy  lessons 
we  heard  together  on  those  nights,  those  happy 
nights,  when  both  the  present  and  future  smiled 
upon  us — ^when  even  the  gift  of  eternal  life  came 
more  welcome  to  my  soul,  from  the  glad  con- 
▼iction  that  thou  wert  to  be  a  sharer  in  its  bless- 
ings;— shall  I  forfeit  now  that  divine  privilege? 
■hall  I  deny  the  true  God,  whom  we  then  learned 
to  love  ? 

**  No,  my  own  betrothed,**  she  continued — point- 
ing to  the  two  rings  on  her  finger — "  behold  these 
pledges — ^they  are  both  sacred.  I  should  have  been 
as  true  to  thee  as  I  am  now  to  heaven, — ^nor  in  that 
life  to  which  I  am  hastening  shall  our  love  be  for- 
gotten. Should  the  baptism  of  fire,  through  which 
I  shall  pass  to-morrow,  make  me  worthy  to  be 
beard  before  the  throne  of  Grace,  I  will  intercede 
for  thy  soul — I  will  prey  ihii  it  may  yet  share  with 
mine  that  '  inheritance,  immortal  and  undefiled,' 
which  Mercy  offers,  and  that  thou — and  my  dear 
mother — and  I ** 

She  here  dropped  her  voice ;  the  momentary 
animation,  with  which  devotion  and  affection  had 
inspired  her,  vanished ; — and  there  came  a  daris- 
nesB  over  all  her  features,  a  livid  darkness  like 
the  approach  of  death — that  made  me  shudder 
through  every  limb.  Seizing  my  band  convul- 
sively, and  looking  at  me  with  a  fearful  eagerness, 
as  if  anxious  to  bear  some  consoUng  assurance 
from  my  own  lips—'*  Believe  me,"  she  continued, 


*  We  find  polsonoos  crowns  mentioned  by  P/tay,  under  the 
detlfnatkm  of  "  eoronc  ferales."  PateMaliut,  too,  gives  the 
Mlowing  account  of  these  "  deadly  garlands,**  as  he  calls 
them ;— **  Bed  mlmm  est  tarn  salntare  invenlom  haroanam 
asqnlrisw  leperisn,  qnomodo  ad  neiarlos  osus  tndoceat 


*'  not  all  the  torments  they  are  preparing  for 
not  even  this  deep,  burning  pain  in  my  brow,  to 
which  they  will  hardly  find  an  equal— <!ouki  be  half 
so  dreadful  to  me  as  the  thought  that  I  leave  thee» 
without " 

Here  her  voice  again  failed;  her  head  sunk 
upon  my  arm,  and — merciful  God,  let  me  forget 
what  I  then  felt — I  saw  that  she  was  dying! 
Whether  I  uttered  any  cry,  I  know  not ; — but  the 
Tribune  came  rushing  into  the  chamber,  and,  look- 
ing on  the  maiden,  said,  with  a  face  full  of  horTor, 
"  It  is  but  too  true !" 

He  then  told  me  in  a  low  voice,  what  he  had 
just  learned  from  the  guardian  of  the  prison,  that 
the  band  round  ihe  young  Christian's  brow'  was — 
oh  horrible ! — a  compcjund  of  the  most  deadly  poison 
— ^the  hellish  invention  of  Orcus,  to  satiate  his  ven- 
geance, and  make  the  fate  of  his  poor  victim  secure. 
My  first  movement  was  to  untie  that  fatal  wreath 
— ^but  it  would  not  come  away — it  would  not  come 
away! 

Roused  by  the  pain,  she  again  looked  in  my 
face ;  but,  unable  to  speak,  took  hastily  from  her 
bosom  the  small  silver  cross  which  she  had  brought 
with  her  from  my  cave.  Having  pressed  it  to 
her  own  lips,  she  held  it  anxiously  to  mine,  and, 
seeing  me  kiss  the  holy  symbol  with  fervor,  looked 
happy,  and  smOed.  The  agony  of  death  seemed 
to  have  passed  away ; — there  cam^  suddenly  over 
her  features  a  heavenly  light,  some  diare  of  which 
I  felt  descending  into  my  own  soul,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes  more,  she  expired  in  my  arms. 


Here  ends  the  ManuMcript ;  hut,  on  the  cuter  eater  U 
fownd^  in  the  handwriting  qf  a  much  later  period, 
the  following  Notice,  extracted,  a$  it  appeara,Jrom 
oome  Egyptian  martyrology  :— 

'*  AvcmnoH — an  Epicurean  philosopher,  con- 
verted to  Christianity,  a.  d.  257,  by  a  young  Egyp- 
tian maiden,  who  sufiered  martyrdom  in  that  year. 
Immediately  upon  her  death  he  betook  himself  to 
the  desert,  and  lived  a  life,  it  m  said,  of  much 
holiness  and  penitence.  During  the  pexsecntioii 
under  Diodesian,  his  su£forings  for  the  faith  were 


Nempe,  reperta  sunt  nethnda  eofoasD  harurn,  qnas  dUd,  tarn 
salnbrinm  per  nomea  qnidem  etspeclem  imluitrlces,  at  re  et 
eflbcta  ttoOes,  atqne  adeo  capitis,  col  Imponnntor,  Inlerfee- 
triees.**— />•  €krmiB, 
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m«t  exemplary;  and  being  at  length,  at  an  ad- 

accuse  him  of  having  been  add! 

Tanced  age,  condemned  to  kard  labor,  for  refiuing 

stitions  of  Egypt      For  this   < 

to  comply  with  an  Imperial  edict,  he  died  at  the 

there  appears  to  be  no  better 

Brans  Mmes  of  Palestine,  a.  d.  S97w— 

circumstance,  recorded  by  one  oi 

''As  Alciphron    held   the  opinions    mamtained 

that  there  was  found,  after  his  ci 

dues  oy  Arins,  his  memory  has  not  been  spared 

mirror,  like  those  used  m  tho 

by  Athanasian  writeis,  who,  among  other  charges. 

su^nded  around  his  neck." 

ALCIPHRON: 

A  FRAGMENT. 

LETTER  I. 

Fondly,  in  thought,  I  wing  it 

Back  to  those  groves  and  gan 

FROM  ALCIPHRON  AT  AT.F.TANDRU  TO  CLEON  AT 

And  often  think,  by  this  swee 

ATHENS. 

How  lovelily  they  all  must 

Can  see  that  graceful  temple 

Well  may  you  wonder  at  my  flight 

Down  the  green  slope  its  le 

From  those  fair  Gardens,  in  whose  bowers 

While,  on  the  marble  steps  be 

Lingers  whatever  of  wise  and  bright. 

There  ffits  some  fair  Athenl 

Of  Beauty's  smile  or  Wisdom's  light, 

0^'er  some  favorite  volume  be 

Is  left  to  grace  this  world  of  ounst 

And,  by  her  side,  a  youthfi 

Well  may  my  comrades,  as  they  roam, 

Holds  back  the  ringlets  that,  < 

On  such  sweet  eves  as  this,  inquire 

Would  else  o'en^adow  all  1 

Why  I  have  left  that  happy  home 

But  hence  such  thoughts ! — n 

Where  all  is  found  that  all  desire, 

O'er  scenes  of  joy  that  I  bat  I 

And  Time  hath  wings  that  never  tire ; 

As  the  bird  quits  awhile  its  nc 

^Vhere  bliss,  m  all  the  countless  shapes, 

To  come  again  with  livelier  Z4 

That  Fancy's  self  to  bliss  hath  given. 

Comes  clustering  round,  like  road-side  grapes 

And  now  to  tell  thee—what  1 

That  woo  the  traveller's  lip,  at  even ; 

Thou'lt  gravely  smile  at — loAi 

Where  Wisdom  flings  not  joy  away — 

Though  through  my  life's  sboi 

Aa  Pallas  in  the  stream,  they  say, 

I've  floated  without  pain  or 

Once  flung  her  flute— but  smilmg  owns 

Like  a  light  leaf,  down  pleasu 

That  woman's  lip  can  send  forth  tones 

Caught  m  each  sparkling  ec 

Worth  all  the  music  of  those  spheres 

Though  never  Mirth  awaked  i 

So  many  dream  of,  but  none  hears ; 

That  my  heart  echoed  not  agi 

Where  Virtue's  self  puts  on  so  well 

Yet  have  I  felt,  when  even  m 

Her  sister  Pleasure's  smile,  that,  loath 

Sad  thoughts — I  knew  not  ^ 

From  either  nymph  apart  to  dwell. 

Suddenly  o'er  my  spirit  fly, 

We  finish  by  embracing  both. 

like  clouds,  that,  ere  we've  tii 

"  How  bright  the  sky  is  I"  s 

Yes,  such  the  place  of  bliss,  I  own, 

Sometimes  so  vague,  so  undefi: 

From  all  whose  charms  I  just  have  flown ; 

Were  these  strange  dark'ninga 

And  even  while  thus  to  thee  I  write, 

While  naught  but  joy  around  i 

And  by  the  Nile's  dark  flood  recline, 

So  causelessly  they've  come 
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That  not  oflife  or  earth  they  seemM, 

To  make  earth's  meanest  slave  regret 

But  shadows  from  some  woiid  unknown 

Leaving  a  worid  so  soft  and  bright 

More  oft,  however,  'twas  the  thought 

On  one  side,  in  the  dark  blue  sky. 

How  soon  that  scene,  with  all  its  play 

Lonely  and  radiant,  was  the  eyo 

Of  life  and  gladness,  must  decay — 

Those  Ups  I  preoB'd,  the  hands  I  caught— 

-*Mong  stars  that  came  out  one  by  one. 

Myself— the  crowd  that  mirth  had  brought 

The  young  moon — ^like  the  Roman  mother 

Around  me— swept  like  weeds  away ! 

Among  her  livmg  jewels— shone. 

"  Oh  that  from  yonder  orbs,"  I  thought, 

This  thought  it  was  that  came  to  shed 

«  Pure  and  eternal  as  they  are. 

0*er  rapture's  hour  its  worst  alloys ; 

'*  There  could  to  earth  seme  power  be  brought. 

And,  close  as  shade  with  sunshine,  wed 

**  Some  charm,  ^ith  their  own  essence  fraught. 

Its  sadness  with  my  happiest  joys. 

"  To  make  man  deathless  as  a  star ; 

Oh,  but  for  this  disheart*ning  voice. 

**  And  open  to  his  vast  desires 

Stealing  amid  our  mirth  to  say            * 

"  A  course,  as  boundless  and  sublime 

That  all,  in  which  we  most  rejoice. 

"  As  that  which  waits  those  comet-fires, 

Ere  night  may  be  the  earth-worm's  prey  ; 

"  That  bum  and  roam  throughout  all  tune !" 

But  for  this  bitter— only  thi»— 

Full  as  the  world  is  brimm'd  with  bliss, 

WhUe  thoughts  Uke  these  absorb'd  my  sJnd, 

And  capable  as  feels  my  soul 

That  weariness  which  earthly  bUss, 

Of  draining  to  its  dregs  the  whole. 

However  sweet,  still  leaves  behind. 

I  should  turn  earth  to  heav'n,  and  be, 

As  if  to  show  how  earthly  'tis. 

If  bliss  made  Gods,  a  Deity  ! 

Came  lullmg  o'er  me,  and  I  laid 

My  limbs  at  that  fair  statue's  oase— 

Thou  know'st  that  night— the  very  last 

That  miracle,  which  Art  hath  made, 

That  'mong  my  Garden  friends  I  pass'd— 

Of  all  the  choice  of  Nature's  grace — 

When  the  School  held  its  feast  of  mirth 

To  which  so  oft  I've  knelt  and  sworn. 

To  celebrate  our  founder's  birth. 

That,  could  a  living  maid  like  her 

And  all  that  He  in  dreams  but  saw 

Unto  this  wondering  world  be  bom. 

When  he  set  Pleasure  on  the  throne 

I  would,  my^If,  turn  worshipper. 

Of  this  bright  world,  and  wrote  her  law 

In  human  hearts,  was  felt  and  known — 

Sleep  came  then  o'er  me — and  I  seem'd 

Not  in  unreal  dreams,  but  true 

To  be  transported  far  away 

Substantial  joy  as  pulse  e'er  knew — 

To  a  bleak  desert  plam,  where  gleam'd 

By  hearts  and  bosoms,  that  each  felt 

One  single,  melancholy  ray. 

/^e//the  realm  where  Pleasure  dwelt 

Throughout  that  darkness  dimly  shed 

From  a  small  taper  in  the  hand 

That  night,  when  all  our  mirth  was  o'er. 

Of  one,  who,  pale  as  are  the  dead, 

The  minstrels  silent,  and  the  feet 

Before  me  took  his  spectral  stand. 

Of  the  y^ung  maidens  heard  no  more— 

And  said,  while,  awfully,  a  smile 

So  stilly  was  the  time,  so  sweet. 

Came  o'er  the  wanneas  of  his  cheek — 

And  such  a  calm  came  o'er  that  scene. 

*<  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  NUe 

Where  life  and  revel  late  had  been— 

"  You'U  find  th'  Eternal  Life  you  seeL" 

Lone  as  the  quiet  of  some  bay. 

From  which  the  sea  hath  ebb'd  away — 

.    Soon  as  he  spoke  these  words,  the  hue 

That  stiU  I  linger'd,  lost  m  thought. 

Of  death  o'er  all  his  features  grew, 

Gazing  upon  the  stars  of  night, 

Like  the  pale  morning,  when  o'er  night 

Sad  and  intent,  as  if  I  sought 

She  gains  the  victory,  full  of  light ; 

Some  moiunful  secret  in  their  light ; 

While  the  small  torch  he  held  became 

And  ask'd  them,  'mid  that  silence,  why 

A  glory  in  his  hand,  whose  flame 

Man,  glorious  man,  alone  must  die. 

Brighten'd  the  desert  suddenly. 

While  they,  less  wonderful  than  he. 

Even  to  the  far  horizon's  line- 

Shine  on  through  all  eternity. 

Along  whose  level  I  could  see 

Gardens  and  groves,  that  seem'd  to  shine^ 

That  night— thou  haply  may'st  forget 

As  if  then  o'er  them  freshly  pla^d 

Its  lovelines»— but  'twas  a  night 

A  vernal  rainbow's  rich  cascade ; 
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And  mnnc  floated  everywhere, 
Circling,  as  'twere  itself  the  air. 
And  spirits,  on  whose  wings  the  hue 
Of  heaven  still  lingered,  round  me  flew, 
Till  from  all  sides  snch  splendors  hroke, 
That,  with  the  excess  of  light,  I  woke ! 

Such  was  my  dream ; — and,  I  confess, 

Though  none  of  all  our  creedlesB  School 
E'er  conn*d,  believed,  or  reverenced  less 

The  fables  of  the  priest-led  fool. 
Who  tells  us  of  a  soul,  a  mind, 
Separate  and  pure,  within  us  shrined. 
Which  is  to  live — ah,  hope  too  bright ! — 
Forever  in  yon  fields  of  light ; 
Who  fondly  thinks  the  guardian  eyeb 

Of  Grods  are  on  him — as  if,  blest 
And  blooming  in  their  own  blue  skies, 
Th»  eternal  Gods  were  not  too  wise 

To  let  weak  man  disturb  their  rest ! — 
Though  thinking  of  such  creeds  as  thou 

And  all  our  Garden  sages  think. 
Yet  is  there  something,  I  allow. 

In  dreams  like  this — a  sort  of  link 
With  worids  unseen,  which,  from  the  hour 

I  first  could  lisp  my  thoughts  till  now. 
Hath  master'd  me  with  spell-like  power.        / 

And  who  can  tell,  as  we're  combined 
Of  various  atoms— some  refined, 
like  those  that  scintillate  and  play 
In  the  fix'd  stars — some,  gross  as  they 
That  frown  in  clouds  or  sleep  in  clay — 
Who  can  be  sure,  but  'tis  the  best 

And  brightest  atoms  of  our  frame. 

Those  most  akin  to  stellar  flame. 
That  shine  out  thus,  when  we're  at  rest ; — 
Ev'n  as  the  stais  themselves,  whose  light 
Comes  out  but  m  the  silent  night 
Or  is  it  that  there  lurks,  indeed. 
Some  truth  in  Man's  prevailing  creed. 
And  that  our  Guardians,  from  on  high, 

Come,  in  that  pause  from  toil  and  sin. 
To  put  the  senses'  curtain  by, 

And  on  the  wakeful  soul  look  in ! 

Vain  thought ! — ^but  yet,  howe'er  it  be. 

Dreams,  more  than  once,  have  proved  to  me 

Oracles,  truer  far  than  Oak, 

Or  Dove,  or  Tripod,  ever  spoke. 

And  'twas  the  words — ^thou'lt  hear  and  smile-^ 

The  words  that  phantom  seem'd  to  speak — 
"  Go,  and  beside  the  sacred  Nile 

"  You'll  find  the  Eternal  Life  you  seek—*' 
That,  haunting  me  by  night,  by  day. 

At  length,  as  with  the  unseen  hand 


Of  Fate  itself,  urged  me  awa 
From  Athens  to  this  Holy 

Where,  'mong  the  seciets,  sti 
The  myst'ries  that,  as  yet, 

Nor  eye  hath  reach'd—oh,  bl 
May  sleep  this  everlasting 

Farewell-*-wfaen  to  our  Gard 
Thou  talk'st  of  the  wild  dreai 
The  gayest  of  their  school  thi 
Wandering  beneath  Canopus 
Tell  them  that,  wander  wher 

Or,  howsoe'er  they  now  co 
His  vague  and  vain  pursuit,  1 

Is  worthy  of  the  School  an 
Still,  all  their  own— nor  e'er 

Ev'n  while  his  heart  and  a 
Th'  Eternal  Light  which  nei 

The  many  meteor  joys  thi 
But  seeks  them,  hails  them  ^ 
Where'er  they  meet  his  longi 
And,  if  his  life  mutt  wane  ai 
Like  other  lives,  at  least  the 
The  hour  it  lasts  shall,  like  a 
With  incense  fed,  in  sweets  < 


LETTER  I 
fhom  ths  iamb  to  i 

'TIS  true,  alas — ^the  myst'ries  a 
I  came  to  study  on  this  wondro 
Are  all  forgotten  in  the  new  del 
The  strange,  wild  joys  that  fill : 
Instead  of  dark,  duU  oracles  tha 
From  subterranean  temples,  tho 
Come  torn  the  breathing  riiri 

lives. 
And  Love,  her  priest,  the  soft  n 
Instead  of  honoring  Isis  in  those 
At  Coptos  held,  I  hail  her,  whei 
Her  first  young  crescent  on  the 
When  wandering  youtlis  and  : 

beam. 
And  number  o'er  the  nights  she 
Ere  she  again  embrace  her  bride 
While  o'er  some  mystic  leaf,  tha 
A  clue  into  past  times,  the  stude 
And  by  its  glimmering  guidance 
Back  through  the  shadowy  know 
The  only  skill,  alas,  /  yet  can  ci 
lies  in  deciphering  some  new  lo^ 
Some  gentle  missive,  hinting  tim 
In  language,  soft  as  Memphian  i 
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-oh  whore*8  the  heart  thai  could  with- 
ered witcheries  of  thk  sim-bom  land, 
roting  Pleasare'B  banner  was  unfuri'd, 
ith  temples  ancient  as  the  world ! 
Bry,  like  the  veil  by  Beanty  worn, 
win,  and  shades  but  to  adorn ; 
luxurious  melancholy,  bom 
ad  of  genius,  sheds  a  gloom 
holy  ; — where  the  bower  and  tomb 
f  side,  and  Pleasure  learns  from  Death 
value  of  each  moment's  breath. 

but  see  how  like  a  poet's  dream 
and  now  looks ! — ^the  glorious  stream, 
3tween  its  banks,  was  seen  to  glide 
*s  and  marble  cities,  on  each  side 
9  jewels  strung  along  a  chain, 
•nt  forth  its  waters,  and  o'er  plain 
like  a  giant  from  his  bed 
>utstretch'd  limbs,  hath  grandly  spread ; 

sight  can  reach,  beneath  as  clear 
heaven  as  ever  bless'd  our  iphere, 
i  pillar'd  streets,  and  porphyry  domes, 
lilt  temples,  fit  to  be  the  homes 
lods,  and  pyramids,  whose  hour 
time,  above  the  waters  tower ! 

he  scenes  of  pomp  and  joy,  that  make 

of  this  vast,  peopled  lake, 

lat  Love,  Religion,  Commerce  gives 

notion,  ever  moves  and  lives. 

)  steps  of  temples  from  the  wave 

n  procession  slow  and  grave, 

lite  garments  go,  with  sacred  wands 

ymbals  gleaming  in  their  hands ; 

;,  rich  barks — fresh  from  those  sunny 

9 

end  the  sounding  cataracts — 

their  precious  lading  to  the  sea, 

right  birds,  rhinoceros  ivory, 

the  Isle  of  Meroe,  and  those  grains 

sh'd  down  by  Abyssinian  rains. 

3  the  waters  wind  into  a  bay 

id  cool,  some  pilgrims,  on  their  way 

Bubastus,  among  beds 

A'ers,  that  close  above  their  heads, 

ight  barks,  and  there,  as  in  a  bowe:, 

)r  sleep  away  the  sultry  hour ; 

in  the  Nile,  when  faint  with  heat, 

om  which  its  waters  drink  most 

fj  not  far  off,  beneath  a  bank 

\ig  acacias,  many  a  prank 
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Is  play*d  in  the  oool  oniient  by  a  tram 
Of  laughing  nymphs,  lovely  as  she,'  whose  chain 
Around  two  conquerofs  of  the  worid  was  cast. 
But,  for  a  third  too  feebje,  broke  at  last 

For  oh,  believe  not  them,  who  dare  to  brand. 
As  poor  in  chaims,  the  women  of  this  land. 
Though  darken'd  by  that  san«  whose  tfinX  fkmu 
Th:.'tigh  every  vein,  and  tinges  as  it  goes, 
Tis  bat  th'  embrowning  of  the  fruit  that  tells 
How  rich  within  the  soul  of  ripeness  dwells — 
The  hue  their  own  dark  sanctuaries  wear, 
Announcing  heaven  in  half-caught  glimpses  there. 
And  never  yet  did  tell-tale  looks  set  free 
The  secret  of  young  hearts  more  tenderiy. 
Such  eyes  I — long,  shadowy,  with  that  languid  fall 
Of  the  fringed  lids,  which  may  be  seen  in  all 
Who  live  beneath  the  sun's  too  ardent  rays — 
Lending  such  looks  as,  on  their  marriage  days,' 
Young  maids  cast  down  before  a  bridegroom's  gaxe ' 
Then  for  their  grace— mark  but  the  nymph*  like 

shapes 
Of  the  young  village  girls,  when  carrying  grapes 
From  green  Anthylla,  or  light  urns  of  flowei»— 
Not  our  own  Sculpture,  in  her  happiest  hours. 
E'er  imaged  forth,  even  at  the  touch  of  him* 
Whose  touch  was  life,  more  kxury  of  limb ; 
Then,  canst  thou  wonder  if,  'mid  scenes  like  these, 
I  should  forget  all  graver  mysteries, 
All  lore  but  Love's,  all  secrets  but  that  best 
In  heaven  or  earth,  the  art  of  being  blest  I 
Yet  are  there  times — though  brief,  I  own,  their 

stay. 
Like  Summer  clouds  that  shine  themselves  away— 
Moments  of  gloom,  when  even  these  pleasures  pall 
Upon  my  sadd'ning  heart,  and  I  recall 
That  Garden  dream — that  promise  of  a  power — 
Oh,  were  there  such  ! — ^to  lengthen  out  life's  hour, 
On,  on,  as  through  a  vista,  far  away 
Opening  before  us  into  endless  day ! 
And  chiefly  o'er  my  spirit  did  this  thought 
Come  on  that  evening — bright  as  ever  brought 
light's  golden  farewell  to  the  worid — when  firrt 
Th'  eternal  pyramids  of  Memphis  borrt 
Awfully  on  my  sight— standing  sublime 
'Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  the  watch-towers  of  Time, 
From  whose  lone  summit,  when  his  reign  hath  pass'd 
From  earth  forever,  he  will  look  his  last ! 

There  hung  a  calm  and  solemn  f  tmshme  rouna 
Those  mighty  monuments,  a  hushing  sound 
In  the  still  air  that  circled  them,  which  stole 
Like  music  of  past  times  into  my  soul. 
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I  thought  what  myriads  of  the  wise,  and  bniTe, 

And  beautifu],  had  sunk  into  the  grave, 

Since  earth  first  saw  these  wonders — and  1  said, 

"  Are  things  eternal  only  for  the  Dead  ? 

**  Hath  man  no  loftier  hope  than  this,  which  dooms 

"  Ilis  only  lasting  trophies  to  be  tombs  ? 

*'  But  *ti8  not  so — earth,  heaven,  all  nature  shows 

*'  He  may  become  immortal — may  unclose 

'*  The  wings  within  him  wrapt,  and  proudly  rise, 

"  Redeem*d  from  earth,  a  creature  of  the  skies ! 

*'  And  who  can  s&y,  among  the  written  spells 

*'  From  Hermes'  hand,  that,  in  these  shrines  and 

cells 
<*  Have,  from  the  Flood,  lay  hid,  there  may  not  be 
"  Some  secret  clue  to  immortality, — 
**  Some  amulet,  whose  spell  can  keep  life's  firo 
**  Awake  within  us,  never  to  expire  ! 
"  *Tis  known  that,  on  the  Emerald  Table,*  hid 
"  For  ages  in  yon  loftiest  pyramid, 
"  The  Thrice-Great'  did  himself  engrave,  of  old, 
"  The  chymic  mystery  that  gives  endless  gold. 
"  And  why  may  not  this  mightier  secret  dwell 
"  Within  the  same  dark  chambers  ?  who  can  tell 
"  But  that  those  kings,  who,  by  the  written  skill 
"  Of  th'  Emerald  Table,  caU*d  forth  gold  at  wUl, 
«*  And  quarries  upon  quarries  heap*d  and  hurl'd, 
"  To  build  them  domes  that  might  outstand  the 

world — 
"  Who  knows  but  that  the  heavenlier  art,  whicTi 

shares 
**  The  life  of  Grods  with  man,  was  also  theirs — 
"  That  they  themselves,  triumphant  o*er  the  power 
*'  Of  fate  and  death,  are  living  at  this  hour ; 
"  And  these,  the  giant  homes  they  still  possess, 
"  Not  tombs,  but  everlasting  palaces, 
"  Within  whose  depths,  hid  from  the  world  above, 
**  Even  now  they  wander,  with  the  few  they  love, 
"  Through  subterranean  gardens,  by  a  light 
**  Unknown  on  earth,  which  hath  nor  dawn  nor 

night ! 
"  Else,  why  those   deathless  structures  ?  why  the 

grand 
"  And  hidden  halls,  that  undermine  this  land  ? 
"  Why  else  hath  none  of  earth  e'er  dared  to  go 
"  Through  the  dark  windings  of  that  realm  below, 
"  Nor  aught  from  heav'n  itself,  except  the  God 
"  Of    Silence,    tlirough    those    endless    labyrinths 

trod?" 
Thus  did  I  dream — wild,  wandering  dreams,  I  own. 
But  such  as  haunt  me  ever,  if  alone. 
Or  in  that  pause,  'twixt  joy  and  joy  I  be, 
like  a  ship  hush'd  between  two  waves  at  sea. 

>  See  Notes  on  the  Ef  cnrean. 
*  The  Hennes  Trismegistas. 


Then  do  these  spirit  whisperings,  like  tl 
Of  the  Dark  Future,  come  appalling  to 
Nor  can  I  break  the  trance  that  holds  i 
Tilll^h  o'er  Pleasure's  surge  I  moimt 

Even  now  for  new  adventure,  new  deli 
My  heart  is  on  the  wmg ; — this  rery  ni 
The  Temple  on  that  Island,  half-way  < 
From  Memphis'  gardens  to  the  eastern 
Sends  up  its  annual  rite'  to  her,  who«e 
Bring  the  sweet  time  of  night-flowers  a 
The  nymph,  who  dips  her  urn  in  silent 
And  turns  to  silvery  dew  each  drop  it  t 
Oh,  not  our  Dian  of  the  North,  who  d 
In  vestal  ice  the  current  of  young  vem 
But  she  who  haunts  the  gay  Bobastian 
And  owns  she  sees,  from  her  bright  he 
Nothing  on  earth  to  match  that  heavex 
Think,  then,  what  bliss  will  be  abroad 
Besides  those  sparkling  nymphs,  who  n 
Day  after  day,  familiar  as  the  sun. 
Coy  buds  of  beauty,  yet  onbreathed  np 
And  all  the  hidden  loveliness,  that  lies, 
Shut  up,  as  aro  the  beams  of  sleeping  c 
Within  these  twilight  shrines — to-night 
Let  loose,  like  birds,  for  this  fiesthrity ! 

And  mark,  'tis  nigh  ;  already  the  sun  I 
His  evening  farewell  to  the  Fyramidi, 
As  he  hath  done,  age  after  age,  till  the; 
Alone  on  earth  seem  ancient  as  his  ray 
While  their  groat  shadows,  stretching  ft 
Look  like  the  first  colossal  steps  of  Nigl 
Stretchmg  acrdss  the  valley,  to  invade 
The  distant  hUls  of  porphyry  with  their 
Around,  as  signals  of  the  setting  beam, 
G&y,  gilded  flags  on  every  house-top  gl 
While,  hark  !— fh)m  all  the  temples  a  i 
Of  music  to  the  Moon — ^farewell — ^farei 


LETTER  IIL 

FROM  THE  SAME  TO  THS  EAMl 

There  is  some  star — or  it  may  be 
That  moon  we  saw  so  near  last  ni, 

Which  comes  athwart  my  destiny 
Forever,  with  misleading  light 

>  The  great  Festival  of  the  Moon. 
«  Babastls,  or  Isis,  was  the  Diana  of  the 
thology. 
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If  for  a  moment,  pare  and  wiai) 

And  calm  I  feel,  there  quick  doth  fall 
A  spark  from  some  distbrbing  eyes, 
That  through  my  heart,  soul,  being  flies, 

And  makes  a  wildfire  of  it  alL 
I've  seen— oh,  Cleon,  that  this  earth 
Should  e'er  have  giv'n  such  beauty  birth  !— 
That  man — but,  hold — ^hear  all  that  pass'd 
Since  yesternight,  from  first  to  last. 

The  rising  of  the  Moon,  calm,  slow. 

And  beautiful,  as  if  she  came 
Fresh  from  the  Elysian  bowers  below. 

Was,  with  a  loud  and  sweet  acclaim. 
Welcomed  from  eyery  breezy  height. 
Where  crowds  stood  waiting  for  her  light 
And  well  might  they  who  viewM  the  scene 

Then  lit  up  all  around  them,  say. 
That  never  yet  had  Nature  been      ^ 

Caught  sleeping  in  a  lovelier  ray. 
Or  rivalled  her  own  noontide  face. 
With  purer  show  of  moonlight  grace. 

Memphis — still  grand,  though  not  the  same 

Unrivall'd  Memphis,  that  could  seize 
From  ancient  Thebes  the  crown  of  Fame, 

And  wear  it  bright  through  centuries — 
Now,  in  the  moonshine,  that  came  down 
Like  a  last  smile  upon  that  crown, — 
Memphis,  still  grand,  among  her  lakes. 

Her  pyramids  and  shrines  of  fire. 
Rose,  like  a  vision,  that  half  breaks 
On  one  who,  dreaming  still,  awakes. 

To  music  from  some  midnight  choir : 
While  to  the  west — ^where  gradual  sinks 

In  the  red  sands,  from  Dbya  roll'd, 
Some  mighty  column,  or  fair  sph3mz. 

That  stood  in  kingly  courts,  of  old — 
It  seem'd,  as,  *mid  tlie  pomps  that  shone 
Thus  gayly  round  him.  Time  look*d  on. 
Waiting  till  all,  now  bright  and  Uess'd, 
Should  sink  beneath  him  like  the  rest 

No  sooner  had  the  setting  sun 
Proclaimed  the  festal  rite  begun. 
And,  'mid  their  idol's  fullest  beams, 

The  Egyptian  world  was  all  afloat. 
Than  I,  who  live  upon  these  streams. 

Like  a  young  Nile-bird,  tum'd  my  boat 
To  the  fair  island,  on  whose  shores. 
Through  leafy  palms  and  sycamores, 
Already  shone  the  moving  lights 
Of  pilgrims  hastening  to  tlie  rites. 
While,  far  around,  like  ruby  sparks 
Upon  the  water,  lighted  barks, 


Of  every  form  and  kind — ^from  those 

That  down  Syene's  cataract  shoots. 
To  the  grand,  gilded  barge,  that  rows 

To  tambour's  beat  and  breath  of  flutes, 
And  wears  at  night,  in  words  of  flame. 
On  the  rich  prow,  its  master's  name ; — 
All  were  alive,  and  made  this  sea 

Of  cities  busy  as  a  hill 
Of  sunmier  ants,  caught  suddenly 

In  the  overflowing  of  a  lilL 

Landed  upon  the  isle,  I  soon 

Through  marble  alleys  and  small  groves 

Of  that  mysterious  palm  she  loves, 
Reach'd  the  fair  Templo  of  the  Moon ; 
And  there— as  slowly  througl  tie  last 
Dim-lighted  vestibule  I  psss'd— 
Between  the  porphyry  pOlare,  twined 

With  palm  and  ivy,  I  could  see 
A  band  of  youthful  maidens  wind, 

In  measured  walk,  half  dancmgly. 
Round  a  small  shrine,  on  which  was  placed  / 

That  bird,'  whose  plumes  of  black  and  white 
Wear  in  their  hue,  by  Nature  trace4» 

A  type  of  the  moon's  shadow'd  light 

In  drapery,  like  woven  snow. 

These  nymphs  were  clad ;  and  each,  below 

The  rounded  bosom,  loosely  wore 

A  dark  blue  zone,  or  bandelet. 
With  little  silver  stars  all  o'er, 

As  are  the  skies  at  midnight,  set, 
While  in  their  tresses,  braided  through. 

Sparkled  that  flower  of  Egypt's  lakes, 
The  silvery  lotus,  in  whose  hue 

As  much  delight  the  young  Moon  takes, 
As  doth  the  Day-God  to  behold 
The  lofty  bean-flower's  buds  of  gold. 
And,  as  they  gracefully  went  round 

The  won^pp'd  bird,  some  to  the  beat 
Of  castanets,  some  to  the  sound 

Of  the  shrill  sistrum  timed  their  feet ; 
While  others,  at  each  step  they  took, 
A  tinkling  chais  of  silver  shooL 

They  seem'd  all  fair — ^but  there  was  one 
On  whom  the  light  had  not  yet  shone. 
Or  shone  but  partly — so  downcast 
She  held  her  brow  as  slow  she  pasB'd. 
And  yet  to  me,  there  seem'd  to  dwell 

A  charm  about  that  unseen  face— 
*  A  something  in  the  shade  that  fell 

Over  that  brow's  imagined  grace, 

iThelbb. 


TSO 


MOORE'S  WORKS. 


■^^i 


1} 


I4j 


r. 


Which  won  me  more  than  all  the  beat 

Oatahming  beautiea  of  the  reit 

And  her  alone  my  eyee  coald  see, 

Enchain*d  by  tbia  aweet  myirtery ; 

And  her  alone  I  watch'd,  aa  roond 

She  glided  o*er  that  marble  groand, 

Stirring  not  more  th'  nnconaciona  ah 

Than  if  a  Spirit  were  moving  there. 

Till  suddenly,  wide  open  flew 

The  Temple's  foldmg  gates,  and  threw 

A  splendor  from  within,  a  flood 

Of  glory,  where  theae  maidens  stood. 

While,  with  that  light — aa  if  the  aame 

Rich  source  gave  birth  to  both — there  cam» 

A  swell  of  harmony,  as  grand 

As  e'er  was  bom  of  voice  and  hand, 

Filling  the  gorgeous  aisles  around 

With  luxury  of  light  and  sound. 

Then  was  it,  by  the  flash  that  blazed 

Full  o'er  her  features — oh  'twas  then, 
As  startingly  her  eyes  she  raised. 

But  quick  let  fall  their  lids  again, 
I  saw — ^not  Psyche's  self,  when  first 

Upon  the  threshold  of  the  skies 
She  paused,  while 'heaven's  glory  burst 

Newly  upon  her  downcast  eyes, 
Could  look  more  beautiful,  or  blush 

With  holier  shame,  than  did  this  maid. 
Whom  now  I  saw,  in  all  that  guah 

Of  splendor  from  the  aislea,  display'd. 
Never — though  well  thou  know'st  how  much 

I've  felt  the  sway  of  Beauty'a  star — 
Never  did  her  bright  influence  touch 

My  soul  into  its  depths  so  far ; 
And  had  that  vision  linger'd  there 

One  minute  more,  I  should  have  flown. 
Forgetful  who  I  waa  and  where, 

And,  at  her  feet  in  worship  thrown, 

Frofi'er'd  my  soul  through  life  her  own. 

But,  scarcely  had  that  burst  of  light 
And  music  broke  on  ear  and  eight. 
Than  up  the  aide  the  bird  took  wing, 

As  if  on  heavenly  mission  sent. 
While  after  him,  with  graceful  spring, 

Like  some  unearthly  creatures,  meant 

To  live  in  that  mix'd  element 

Of  light  and  song,  the  youug  maids  went ; 
And  she,  who  in  my  heart  bad  thrown 
A  spark  to  bum  for  life,  was  flown. 


In  vain  I  tried  to  follow ; — bands 
Of  reverend  chanters  fill'd  the  aisle: 


Where'er  I  sought  to  paas,  tbair  ^ 

Motion'd  me  back,  whUe  man] 

Of  sacred  nymphs— -but  ah,  nol  t 

Whom  my  eyea  look'd  for— thron 

Perplex'd,  impatient,  'mid  this  or 

Of  faces,  lights— the  o'erwhehnni 

Of  mcense  round  me,  and  my  bk 

Full  of  its  new-born  fire— I  stood 

Nor  moved,  nor  breathed,  but  wli 

A  glimpse  of  some  blue,  q>angi 

Or  wreath  of  lotus,  Thich,  I  thoc 

Like  those  she  wore  at  distanc 

But  no, ''twas  vain — hour  after  h 
TiU  my  heart's  throbbing  ttfn' 
And  my  stnun'd  eyesight  lost  its 
I  sought  her  thus,  bat  all  in  ti 
At  length,  hot — ^wilder'd — in  desj 
I  rush'd  into  the  cool  ni^t-air. 
And,  hurrying,  (though  with  mai 
Back  to  the  busy  Temple,)  took 
My  way  along  the  moonlight  8h< 
And  sprung  into  my  boat  once  n 

There  is  a  Lake,  that  to  the  noil 
Of  Mempliis  stretches  grandly  fo 
Upon  whose- silent  shore  the  Dea 

Have  a  proud  City  of  their  ow 
With  shrines  and  pyramids  o'erB|: 
Where  many  an  ancient  kingly  I 

Slumbers,  inmiortalized  in  stoi 
And  where,  through  marble  gioti 

The  lifeless,  ranged  like  sacrec 
Nor  wanting  aught  of  life  but  bre 

Lie  in  their  pamted  coverings. 
And  on  each  new  successivo  rac4 

That  visit  their  dim  haunts  bel 
Look  with  the  same  unwithering 

They  wore  three  thousand  yea 
There,  Silence,  thoughtful  God,  y 
The  neighborhood  of  death,  m  gi 
Of  Asphodel  lies  hid,  and  weaves 
His  hushing  spell  among  the  leav 
Nor  ever  noise  disturbs  the  air. 

Save  the  low,  humming,  moor 
Of  priests,  withui  their  shrines,  al 

For  tlie  fresh  Dead  entombed  i 

'Twas  tow'rd  this  place  of  deatl»- 
Made  up  of  thoughts,  half  brig 

I  now  across  the  shining  flood 
Unconscious  tum'd  my  light-n 
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The  form  of  that  young  maid,  in  aU 

Cold,  dead,  and  blaek'mng,  'mid  the  gloom 

Of  those  eternal  sepolchres. 

And  oft  I  thongrbt,  if  thus  to  caU 

Her  image  to  my  mind  at  will, 

Scarce  had  I  tum'd  my  eyes  away 

If  bat  the  memory  of  that  one 

From  that  dark  death-place,  at  the  thought, 

Bright  look  of  hers,  forever  gone, 

When  by  the  sound  of  dashing  spray 

Was  to  my  heart  worth  all  the  rest 

From  a  light  oar  my  ear  was  canght^ 

Of  woman-kind,  beheld,  pooBees'd — 

WhOe  past  me,  through  the  moonlight,  sail'd 

What  would  it  be,  if  wholly  mine, 

A  little  gilded  bark  that  bore 

Within  theee  arms,  as  m  a  shrme, 

Two  female  figures,  closely  veil'd 

Hallow'd  by  Love,  I  saw  her  shine— 

And  mantled,  towards  that  funeral  shore. 

An  idol,  woiBhipp*d  by  the  light 

They  landed— and  the  boat  agam 

Of  her  own  beanties,  day  and  night — 

Put  off' across  the  watery  plain. 

If  Hwas  a  blessing  but  to  see 

And  lose  again,  what  would  this  be  7 

Shall  I  confess— to  thee  1  may — 

That  never  yet  hath  comfe  the  chance 

In  thoughts  like  these— but  often  eross'd 

Of  a  new  music,  a  new  ray 

By  darker  threads — ^my  mind  was  lost. 

From  woman*s  voice,  from  woman's  glance. 

Till,  near  that  City  of  the  Dead, 

Which— let  it  find  me  how  it  might, 

Waked  from  my  trance,  I  saw  o'erhead— 

In  joy  or  grief— I  did  not  Mess, 

As  if  by  some  enchanter  bid 

And  wander  after,  as  a  light 

Suddenly  from  the  wave  to  rise— 

Pyramid  over  pyramid 

And  chiefly  now,  when  hopes  so  vain 

Tower  in  succession  to  the  skies ; 

Were  stirring  in  my  heart  and  brain, 

While  one,  aspiring,  as  if  soon 

When  Fancy  had  allured  my  soul 

'Twould  touch  the  heavens,  rose  o*er  all ; 

Into  a  chase,  as  vague  and  far 

As  would  be  his,  who  fix'd  his  goal 

Rested,  as  on  a  pedestal !     . 

In  tlie  horizon,  or  some  star— 

Any  bewilderment,  that  brought 

More  near  to  earth  my  high-flown  thought—- 

The  silence  of  the  lonely  tombs 

The  faintest  glimpse  of  joy,  less  pure,       j 

And  temples  round,  where  naught  was  heard 

Less  high  and  heavenly,  but  more  sure. 

But  the  high  palm-tree*s  tufted  plumes. 

Came  welcome— and  was  then  to  me 

Shaken,  at  times,  by  breeze  or  bird. 

What  the  first  flowery  isle  must  be 

Form'd  a  deep  contrast  to  the  scene 

To  vagrant  birds  blown  out  to  sea. 

Of  revel,  where  I  late  had  been  ; 

To  those  gay  sounds,  that  still  came  o*er. 

Quick  to  the  shore  I  urged  my  bark, 

Faintly,  from  many  a  distant  shore. 

And,  by  the  boists  of  raooidigfat,  shed 

And  th'  unnumber'd  lights,  that  shone 

Between  the  lofty  tombs,  coukl  mark 

Far  o*er  the  flood,  from  Memphis  on 

Those  figures,  as  with  hasty  tread 

To  the  Moon's  Isle  and  Babylon. 

They  glided  on— tiU  m  the  shade 

CH  a  small  pyramid,  which  tlirough 

My  oars  were  lifted,  and  my  boat 

Some  boughs  of  palm  its  peak  display*d. 

Lay  rock*d  upon  the  rippling  stream ; 

They  vanish'd  instant  from  my  view. 

While  my  vague  thoughts,  alike  afloat. 

Drifted  through  many  an  idle  dream. 

I  hurried  to  the  spot— no  trace 

With  aU  of  which,  wUd  and  nnfix'd 

Of  life  was  in  that  lonely  place  { 

As  was  their  aim,  that  vision  mix*d. 

And,  had  the  creed  I  hold  by  taught 

That  bright  nymph  of  the  Temple— now, 

Of  other  worids,  I  might  have  thought 

With  the  same  innocence  of  brow 

Some  mocking  spirits  had  from  thence 

She  wore  within  the  lighted  fane— 

Come  in  this  guise  to  cheat  my  sense. 

Now  kindling,  through  each  pulse  and  vein, 

With  passion  of  such  deep-felt  fire 

At  length,  exploring  darkly  round 

As  Gods  might  glory  to  inspire  ;— 

The  Pyramid's  smooth  sides,  I  found 

And  now— oh  Darkness  of  the  tomb. 

That  must  eclipse  even  light  like  hela  i 

Twizt  peak  and  bnse    and,  with  a  prayer 
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To  the  bliss-loving  Moon,  whose  eye 

For  there  was  yet  ons  wonder  thore, 

Alone  beheld  me,  sprung  in  there. 

That  held  me  as  by  witch'ry  bound. 

Downward  the  narrow  stairway  led 

Through  many  a  duct  obscure  and  dread. 

Its  vivid  beam,  was  at  Uie  head 

A  labyrinth  for  mystery  made, 

Of  her  who  on  that  altar  slept ; 

With  wanderings  onward,  backward,  round, 

And  near  it  stood,  when  fiist  I  came- 

And  gathermg  still,  where'er  it  wound. 

Bending  her  brow,  as  if  she  kept 

But  deeper  density  of  shade 

Sad  watch  upon  its  silent  flame— 

A  female  form,  as  yet  so  placed 

Scarce  had  I  ask'd  myself,  "  Can  aught 

Between  the  lamp's  strong  glow  and  i 

"  That  man  delights  in  sojourn  here?" — 

That  I  but  saw,  in  outlme  traced. 

When,  suddenly,  far  off,  I  caught 

The  shadow  of  her  symmetzy. 

A  glimpse  of  light,  remote,  but  clear — 

Yet  did  my  heart— I  scarce  knew  why- 

Whose  welcome  glimmer  seem*d  to  pour 

Even  at  that  shadowed  shape  beat  high. 

From  some  alcove  or  cell,  that  ended 

Nor  was  it  long,  ere  full  in  sight 

The  long,  steep,  marblo.  corridor. 

The  figure  tum'd  ;  and  by  the  light 

Through  which  I  now,  all  hope,  descended. 

That  touch'd  her  features,  as  she  bent 

Never  did  Spartan  to  his  bride 

Over  the  crystal  monument. 

With  warier  foot  at  midnight  glide. 

I  saw  'twas  she— the  same— the  aame— 

It  seem*d  as  echo's  self  were  dead 

That  lately  stood  before  me,  brigfat'nk 

In  this  dark  pl»ce,  so  mute  my  tread. 

The  holy  spot,  where  she  but  came 

Reaching,  at  length,  that  light,  I  saw — 

And  went  agam,  like  summer  li^tnii 

Oh  listen  to  the  scene,  now  raised 

Before  my  eyes—then  guess  the  awe, 

Upon  the  crystal,  o'er  the  breast 

The  still,  rapt  awe  with  which  I  gazed. 

Of  her  who  took  that  sUent  rest. 

'Twas  a  small  chapel,  lined  around 

There  was  a  cross  of  silver  lying — 

With  the  fair,  spangling  marble,  found 

Another  type  of  that  blest  home, 

In  many  a  ruin'd  shrine  that  stands 

Which  hope,  and  pride,  and  fear  of  dyin] 

Half  Men  above  the  Libyan  sands. 

Build  for  us  in  a  worid  to  come : — 

The  walls  were  richly  sculptured  o'er. 

This  silver  cross  the  maiden  raised 

And  charactered  with  that  dark  lore. 

To  her  pure  lips : — then,  having  gazed 

Of  times  before  the  Flood,  whose  key 

Some  mmutes  on  that  tranqoil  face. 

Was  lost  in  th'  "  Universal  Sea."— 

Sleeping  in  all  death's  mournful  grace, 

While  on  the  roof  was  pictured  bright 

Upward  she  tum'd  her  brow  serene. 

The  Theban  beeUe,  as  he  shmes. 

As  if,  intent  on  heaven,  those  eyes 

When  the  Nile's  mighty  flow  declines, 

Saw  then  nor  roof  nor  cloud  between 

And  forth  the  creature  springs  to  light. 

Their  own  pure  ozbits  and  the  skies ; 

With  life  regenerate  in  his  wings : — 

And,  though  her  lips  no  motion  made. 

Emblem  of  vain  imaginings ! 

And  that  fix'd  look  was  aU  her  speech. 

Of  a  new  world,  when  this  is  gone, 

I  saw  that  the  rapt  spirit  prayed 

In  which  the  spirit  still  lives  on  ! 

Deeper  withm  than  words  could  reach 

Direct  beneath  this  type,  reclined 

Strange  power  of  Innocence,  to  torn 

On  a  black  granite  altar,  lay 

To  its  own  hue  whate'er  comes  near, 

A  female  form,  m  crystal  shrined, 

And  make  even  vagrant  Passion  bum 

And  lookmg  fresh  as  if  the  ray 

With  purer  warmth  within  its  sphere ! 

Of  soul  had  fled  but  yesterday. 

She  who,  but  one  short  hour  before. 

While  in  relief,  of  silv'ry  hue. 

Had  come,  like  sudden  wildfire,  o'er 

Graved  on  the  altar's  front  were  seen 

My  heart  and  bram — whom  gladly,  even 

A  branch  of  lotus,  broken  in  two, 

From  that  bright  Temple,  m  the  face 

As  that  fair  creature's  life  had  been, 

Of  those  proud  raidisters  of  heaven. 

And  a  small  bird  that  from  its  spray 

I  would  have  borne,  in  wild  embrace. 

Was  wmging,  Uko  her  soul,  away. 

And  risk'd  all  punishment,  divine 

And  human,  but  to  make  her  mice  ^ 

But  brief  the  glimpse  I  now  could  spare, 

She,  she  was  now  before  me,  thrcwn 

To  the  wild,  mjrstic  wondezs  round ; 

By  fate  itself  into  my  nrmn 
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There  standiog,  boautiful,  alone, 

With  naught  to  gaard  her,  bat  her  charms. 
Yet  did  I,  then — did  even  a  breath 

From  my  parch'd  lips,  too  parch*d  to  move,   - 
Disturb  a  scene  where  thus,  beneath 
Earth's  silent  covering,  Youth  and  Death 

Held  convene  through  undying  love  ? 
No— smile  and  taunt  me  as  thou  wilt — 

Though  but  to  gaze  thus  was  delight, 
Yet  seem'd  it  like  a  wrong,  a  guflt. 

To  win  by  stealth  so  pure  a  sight : 
And  anther  than  a  look  profane 

Should  then  have  met  those  thoughtful  eyes, 
Or  voice  or  whisper  broke  the  chain 

That  Imk'd  her  spirit  with  the  skies, 
I  would  have  gladly,  in  that  place. 
From  which  I  watch'd  her  heavenward  face. 
Let  my  heart  break,  without  one  beat 
That  could  disturb  a  prayer  so  sweet 
Gently,  as  if  on  every  tread. 

My  life,  my  more  than  life,  depended. 
Back  through  the  corridor  that  led 

To  this  bless'd  scene  I  now  ascended, 
And  with  slow  seeking,  and  some  pam,    , 
And  many  a  winding  tried  in  vain. 
Emerged  to  upper  air  again. 

The  sun  had  freshly  risen,  and  down 

The  marble  hills  of  Araby, 
Scatter'd,  as  from  a  conqueror's  crown, 

His  beams  into  that  living  sea. 
There  seem'd  a  glory  m  his  light. 

Newly  put  on — as  if  for  pride 
Of  the  high  homage  paid  this  night 

To  his  own  Isis,  his  young  bride, 
Now  fading  feminine  away 
In  her  proud  Lord's  superior  ray. 

My  mind's  first  impulse  was  to  fly 

At  once  from  this  entangling  net — 
New  scenes  to  range,  new  loves  to  try. 
Or,  in  mirth,  wine,  and  luxury 

Of  every  sense,  that  night  forget 
But  vain  the  effort — spell-bound  still, 
I  linger'd,  without  power  or  will 

To  turn  my  eyes  from  that  dark  door, 
Which  now  enclosed  her  'mong  the  dead 

Oft  fancying,  through  the  boughs,  that  o'er 
The  sunny  pile  their  flickering  shed, 
'Twas  her  light  form  again  I  saw 

Starting  to  earth — still  pure  and  bright, 
But  wakening,  as  I  hoped,  less  awe. 

Thus  seen  by  rooming's  natural  light. 

Than  m  that  strange,  dim  cell  at  night 

But  no,  alas — she  ne'er  retum'd : 
Ncr  yot— though  still  I  watch — nor  yet, 


Though  the  red  sun  for  houn  hath  bom'd. 

And  now,  in  his  mid  course,  hath  met 
The  peak  of  that  eternal  pile 

He  pauses  still  at  noon  to  bless. 
Standing  beneath  his  downward  smile. 

Like  a  great  Spirit,  shadowless ! — 
Nor  yet  she  comes — ^while  here,  alone, 

Saunt'ring  through  this  death-peopled  place. 
Where  no  heart  beats  except  my  own. 
Or  'neath  a  palm-tree's  shelter  thrown. 

By  turns  I  watch,  and  rest,  and  trace 
These  lines,  that  are  to  waft  to  thee 
My  last  night's  wondrous  history. 

Dost  thou  remember,  m  that  isle 

Of  our  own  Sea,  where  thou  and  I 
Linger'd  so  long,  so  happy  a  while. 

Till  all  the  summer  flowers  w^nt  by — 
How  gay  it  was,  when  sunset  brought 

To  the  cool  Well  our  favorite  maid»— 
Some  we  had  won,  and  some  we  sought — 

To  dance  within  the  fragrant  shades. 
And,  till  the  stars  went  down  attune 
Their  Fountain  Hynms'  to  the  young  moon? 

That  time,  too— oh,  'tis  like  a  dream — 

When  from  Scamander's  holy  tide 
I  sprung  as  Genius  of  the  Stream, 

And  bore  away  that  bloommg  bride. 
Who  thither  came,  to  yield  her  charms 

(As  Phrygian  maids  are  wont,  ere  wed) 
Into  the  cold  Scamander's  arms. 

But  met,  and  welcomed  mine,  instead — 
Wondering,  as  on  my  neck  she  fell. 
How  river-gods  could  love  so  well ! 
Who  would  have  thought  that  he,  who  roved 

Like  the  first  bees  of  summer  then. 
Rifling  each  sweet,  nor  ever  loved 

But  the  free  hearts,  that  loved  again. 
Readily  as  the  reed  replies 
To  the  least  breath  that  round  it  sighs — 
Is  the  same  dreamer  who,  last  night. 
Stood  awed  and  breathless  at  the  sight 
Of  one  Egyptian  girl ;  and  now 
Wanders  among  these  tombs,  with  brow 
Pale,  watchful,  sad,  as  though  he  just. 
Himself,  had  risen  from  out  tlieir  dust ! 

Yet  so  it  is — and  the  same  tliirst 
For  somethmg  high  and  pure,  above 

This  withering  worid,  which,  from  the  first. 
Made  me  drink  deep  of  woman's  love — 
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As  the  one  joy,  to  heaven  most  near 
Of  aU  our  hearts  can  meet  with  here- 
Still  bums  me  up,  still  keeps  awake 
A  fever  naught  but  death  can  slake. 

Farewell ;  whatever  may  befall —  • 
Or  brin^ht,  or  dark — thou'lt  know  it  alL 
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LETTER  IV. 

F&OM  ORCtrS,  HIGH  PRIKST  OF  MEMPHIS,  TO  DIOXUB, 
THE  PRJrrORIAN  PREFECT. 

Rejoice,  my  friend,  rejoice  z-^-the  youthful  Chief 
Of  that  light  Sect  which  mocks  at  all  belief, 
And,  gay  and  godless,  makes  the  present  hour 
Its  only  heaven,  is  now  within  our  power. 
Smooth,  impious  school ! — not  all  the  weapons  aim*d 
At  priestly  creeds,  since  first  a  creed  was  framed, 
E'er  struck  so  deep  as  that  sly  dart  they  wield. 
The  Bacchant's  pointed  spear  in  laughing  flowers 

conceal'd. 
And  oh,  'twere  victory  to  this  heart,  as  sweet 
As  any  thou  canst  boast — even  when  the  feet 
Of  thy  proud  war-steed  wade  through  Christian 

Uood, 
To  wrap  this  scoffer  in  Faith's  blinding  hood, 
And  bring  him,  tamed  and  prostrate,  to  implore 
The  vilest  gods  even  £!gypt's  saints  adore. 
What !— do  these  sages  think,  to  them  alone 
The  key  of  this  worid's  happiness  is  known? 
That  none  but  they,  who  make  such  proud  parade 
Of  Pleasure's  smiling  favors,  win  the  maid, 
Or  that  Religion  keeps  no  secret  place. 
No  niche,  in  her  dark  fanes,  for  Love  to  grace  ? 
Fools! — did  they  know  how  keen  the  zest  that's 

given 
To  earthly  joy,  when  ^eason'd  well  with  heaven ; 
How  Piety's  grave  mask  improves  the  hue 
Of  Pleasure's  laughing  features,  half  seen  through. 
And  how  the  Priest,  set  aptly  within  reach 
Of  two  rich  worlds,  traffics  for  bliss  with  each, 
Would  they  not,  Decius — thou,  whom  th'  ancient 

tie 
Twixt  Sword  and  Altar  makes  our  best  ally — 
Would  they  not  change  their  creed,  their  craft,  for 

ours? 
Leave  the  gross  daylight  joys  that,  in  their  bowers. 
Languish    with    too    much    sun,    like     o'erblown 

flowers, 
For  the  veil'd  loves,  the  blisses  undisplay'd 
That  slyly  lurk  within  the  Temple's  shade  7 


And,  'stead  of  haonting  the  trim  Garden' 
Where  cold  Philosophy  asuips  a  rule. 
Like  the  pale  moon's,  o'er  Passkm's  hea^ 
TiU  Pleasnro*s  self  is  chiU'd  by  WMom*i 
Be  taught  by  tw,  quit  shadows  for  the  tzi 
Substantial  joys  we  sager  Priests  pnmie, 
Who,  far  too  wise  to  theorize  on  blisB, 
Or  Reasure's  substance  for  its  shade  to  i 
Pteach  other  worids,  but  live  for  only  tk 
Thanks  to  the  well-paid  Mystery  round 
Which,  like  its  type,  the  golden  cloud  th 
O'er  Jupiter's  love-coucik  its  shade  benlg 
Round  human  frailty  wraps  a  veil  divine 

Still  less  should  they  presume,   weac 

they 
Alone  despise  tho  craft  of  as  who  pray  ;- 
Still  less  their  creedless  vanity  deceive 
With  the  fond  thought,  that  we  who  pn 
Believe ! — Apis  forbid — forbid  it,  all 
Ye  monster  Gods,  before  whose  shrines ' 
Deities,  framed  in  jest,  as  if  to  try 
How  far  gross  Man  can  vulgarize  the  A. 
How  far  Uie  same  low  fancy  that  combi 
Into  a  drove  of  brutes  yon  zodiac's  signs, 
And  turns  that  Heaven  itself  into  a  plao 
Of  sainted  sm  and  deified  disgrace, 
Can  bring  Olympus  even  to  shame  more 
Stock  it  with  things  that  earth  itself  hole 
Fish,  flesh,  and  fowl,  the  kitchen's  sac^re 
Which  Egypt  keeps  for  worship,  not  for 
All,  worthy  idols  of  a  Faith  that  sees 
In  dogs,  cats,  owls,  and  apes,  divinitiee ! 

Believe !— oh,  Decius,  thou,  who  feel'st 
For  things  dhrine,  beyond  the  eoldier^s  si 
Who  takes  on  trust  the  faith  for  which  1 
A  good,  fierce  God  to  swear  by,  all  be  n 
Little  canst  thou,  whose  creed  aioond  tl 
Loose  as  thy  summer  war-cloak,  goeae  1 
Of  loathing  and  self-scorn  with  which  a 
Stubborn  as  imne  is,  acts  the  zealot's  pa 
The  deep  and  dire  disgust  with  which  I 
Through  the  foul  juggling  of  this  holy  U 
This  mud  profound  of  mystery,  where  tl 
At  every  step,  smk  deeper  in  deceit. 
Oh !  many  a  time,  when,  'mid  the  Tcm 
O'er  prostrate  fools  the  sacred  cist  I  raisi 
Did  I  not  keep  still  proudly  in  my  mind 
The  power  this  priestcraft  gives  me  o'er 
A  lever,  of  more  might,  in  skilful  hand. 
To  move  this  worid,  than  Archlmede  e'e 
I  should,  in  vengeance  of  the  shame  I  f< 
At  my  own  mockery,  crush  the  daves  ti 
Besotted  round ;  and— like  that  kindred 
Of  reverend,  well-dvess'd  crocodUes  they 
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At  famed  Aniiiofl*— make  my  keepen  blen, 
With  their  last  tbroln  my  ■haip-foiig'd  HoUneH. 

Say,  if  it  to  be  borne,  that  acoffen,  vain 

Of  their  own  freedom  from  the  altar's  chain, 

Should  mock  thus  all  that  thou  thy  Uood  hast  sold, 

And  I  my  truth,  pride,  freedom,  to  uphold  7 

It  must  not  be : — thmk'st  thou  that  Christian  sect. 

Whose  foUowen,  quick  as  broken  waves,  erect 

Their  crests  anew  and  swell  into  a  tide. 

That  threats  to  sweep  away  our  shrines  of  pride— 

Think'st  thou,  with  all  their  wondrous  spells,  even 

they, 
Would  triumph  thus,  had  not  the  constant  play 
Of  Wit's  resistless  archery  clear'd  their  way  7— 
That  mocking  spirit,  worst  of  all  the  foes. 
Our  solemn  fraud,  our  mystic  mummery  knows, 
Whose  wounding  flash  thus  ever  'mong  the  signs 
Of  a  fast-fallmg  creed^  prelusive  shines, 
Threatening  such  change  as  do  the  awful  freaks 
Of  summer  lightning,  ere  the  tempest  breaks. 

But,  to  my  point — a  youth  of  this  vain  school. 
But  one,  whom  Doubt  itself  hath  failed  to  cool 
Down  to  that  freezing  point  where  Priests  do^Mur 
Of  any  spark  from  th'  altar  catching  there — 
Hath,  some  nights  since — it  was,  methinks,  the  night 
That  followM  the  full  Moon's  great  annual  rite — 
Through  the  dark,  winding  ducts,  that  downward 

stray 
To  these  earth-hidden  temples,  track'd  his  way. 
Just  at  that  hour  when,  round  the  Shrine,  and  me. 
The  choir  of  blooming  nymphs  thou  longest  to  see. 
Sing  their  last  night-hymn  in  the  Sanctuary. 
The  clangor  of  the  marvellous  Gate,  that  standi 
At  the  Well's  lowest  depth — ^^which  none  but  hands 
Of  new,  untaught  adventurers,  from  above, 
f   Who  know  not  the  safe  path,  e'er  daie  to  move- 
Gave  signal  that  a  foot  profane  was  nigh : — 
"Twas  the  Greek  youth,  who,  by  that  morning's  sky. 
Had  been  observed,  curiously  wand'ring  round 
The  mighty  fanes  of  our  sepulchral  ground. 

Instant,  th'  Initiate's  Trials  were  prepared, — 
The  Fun,  Air,  Water ;  all  that  Orpheus  dared. 
That  Plato,  that  the  bright-hair'd  Samian'  pass'd. 
With  tremblmg  hope,  to  come  to — what,  at  last  7 
Go,  ask  the  dupes  of  Priestcraft !  question  him 
Who,  'mid  teirific  sounds  and  spectres  dim. 
Walks  at  Eleusis ;  ask  of  those,  who  brave 
The  dazzling  miracles  of  Mithra's  Cave, 
With  its  seven  starry  gates ;  ask  all  who  keep 
Those  terrible  night-mysteries,  where  they  weep 

*  For  the  triakets  with  which  the  lacied  CroeodUss  wise 
OTsiiisiited,  Me  the  EpAeorssB,  chap.  z. 


And  howl  sad  dirges  to  the  answering  breeze. 
O'er  their  dead  Gods,  their  mortal  Deities — 
Amphibious,  hybrid  things,  that  died  as  men, 
Drown'd,  hang'd,  empaled,  to  rise,  as  gods,  again ;— > 
Ask  them,  what  mighty  secret  luiks  below 
This  seven-fold  mysteiy— «an  they  tell  thee  7  No ; 
Gravely  they  ke^  that  only  secret,  well 
And  fairly  kqyt-^hat  they  have  none  to  tell ; 
And,  duped  themselves,  console  their  humbled  pride 
By  duping  thenceforth  all  mankind  beside. 

And  such   th'  advance  in  fraud  since  Orpheus' 

time — 
That  eariiest  master  of  our  craft  subUme — 
So  many  minor  Mysteries,  unps  of  fraud. 
From  the  great  Orphic  Egg  have  wing'd  abroad. 
That,  still  t'  uphold  our  Temple's  ancient  boast. 
And  seem  most  holy,  we  must  cheat  the  most ; 
Work  the  best  miracles,  wrap  nonsense  round 
In  pomp  and  daikness,  till  it  seems  profound  ; 
Play  on  the  hopes,  the  terrors  of  mankind. 
With  changeful  skill ;  and  make  the  human  mind 
Like  our  own  Sanctuary,  where  no  lay. 
But  by  the  Priest's  permission,  wins  its  way— 
Where  through  the  gloom  as  wave  our  wizard-rods, 
Monsters,  at  will,  are  conjured  into  Gods ; 
While  Reason,  like  a  grave-faced  mummy,  stands. 
With  her  azms  swathed  in  hieroglyphic  bands. 
But  chiefly  in  that  skill  with  which  we  use 
Man's  wildest  passions  for  Religion's  views. 
Yoking  them  to  her  car  like  fiery  steeds, 
lies  the  mam  art  in  which  our  craft  succeeds. 
And  oh !  be  blest,  ye  men  of  yore,  whose  toil 
Hath,  for  her  use,  scoop'd  out  from  Egypt's  soil 
This  hidden  Paradise,  this  mine  of  fanes. 
Gardens,  and  palaces,  where  Pleasure  reigns 
In  a  rich,  sunless  empire  of  her  own. 
With  all  earth's  luxuries  lighting  up  her  throne  ;— 
A  realm  for  mystery  made,  which  undermuies 
The  Nile  itself,  and,  'neath  the  Twelve  Great  Shrines 
That  keep  Initiation's  holy  rite. 
Spreads  its  long  labyrinths  of  unearthly  light, 
A  light  that  knows  no  change — ^its  brooks  that  run 
Too  deep  for  day,  its  gardens  without  sun, 
Where  soul  and  sense,  by  turns,  are  charm'd,  ear- 

prised. 
And  all  that  bard  or  prophet  e'er  devised 
For  man's  Elysium,  priests  have  realized. 

Here,  at  this  moment — all  his  trials  past. 
And  heart  and  nerve  unshrinking  to  the 
Our  new  Initiate  roves— as  yet  left  free 
To  wander  through  this  realm  of  mystery; 

■  Pythagoras. 
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Feeding  on  such  illusions  as  prepare 
The  soul,  like  mist  o*er  waterfalls,  to  wear 
All  shapes  and  hues,  at  Fancy's  varying  will. 
Through  every  shifting  aspect,  vapor  still ;~ 
Vague  glimpses  of  the  Future,  vistas  shown, 
By  scenic  skill,  into  that  world  unknown. 
Which  saints  and  smners  claim  alike  their  own ; 
And  all  those  other  witching,  wildering  arts, 
Illusions,  terrors,  that  make  human  hearts, 
Ay,  even  the  wisest  and  the  hardiest,  quail 
To  any  gohlin  throned  behind  a  veil. 

Yes-Hsmch  the  spells  shall  haunt  his  eye,  his  ear. 
Mix  with  his  night-dreams,  form  his  atmosphere 


Till,  if  our  Sage  be  not  tamed  down,  at 
His  wit,  his  wisdom,  shorn  of  all  their  eti 
Like  Phrygian  priests,  in  honor  of  the  a 
If  he  become  not  absolutely  mine. 
Body  and  soul,  and,  like  the  tame  deco^ 
Which  wary  hunters  of  wild  doves  empl 
Draw  converts  also,  lure  his  brother  wit 
To  the  dark  cage  where  his  own  spirit  1 
And  give  us,  if  not  saints,  good  hypocrit 
If  I  eflect  not  this,  then  be  it  said 
The  ancient  qiirit  of  our  craft  hath  fled 
Gone  with  that  serpent-god  the  CrosB  hi 
To  hiss  its  soul  out  in  the  Theban  wasti 
•  •  •  •  • 
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Come  hither,  cosna  hithn 

Bermuda,  (krewell  to,  971.    Some  ac- 

Canova, his  Venere  Vindtrice,  47. 

by  day,  450. 

count  of  that  island,  174,  «. 

Calm  as,  beneaUi  lu  mother's  eyes,  331. 

Come  not,  O  Lord,  U  the 

Big  Ben,  EpUUe  fh>m  Tom  Crib  to,  457. 

Calm  be  thy  sleep  as  inflmU*  slumbers, 

splendor,  30L 

Bigotry,  triumph  of,  600. 

350. 

Come  o*er  the  sea,  maid 

Bird,  let  loose  in  eastern  skies,  the,  986. 

Cara,to,132. 

94a 

Birthday,  my,  515. 

Care,  959. 

Come,  play  roe  that  slm 

Birthday,  the,  140. 

Case,  a  sad,  589. 

661. 

Bishops,  the  dance  of,  a  dream,  506. 

Cashmere,  nuptials  of  Lalla  Bookh  at. 

Come,  p»ay  with  me,  tu] 

Blackmore,  Sir  Richard,  506. 

373.    "^  Cashmere,  the  Vale  oC"  sung 

537. 

Blue  Love  Song,  a,  500. 

by  Feramorz,  449.    The  lake  of;  and 

Come,  rest  in  thU   bo« 

Blue  Stocking,  the,  656-65& 

Uleto,  443,11.    Mountain  portal  to  the 

stricken  deer,  251. 

Boat  Glee,  657. 

lake,  443,*.   Roses  ot;  444.  The  Un- 

Come, send  round  the  wl 

Bohlen,  Professor  Von,  his  translation 

equalled  Valley,  453.    Supentitions 

Come,  take  my  advica,  53 

into  German  of  the  **  Little  Man  and 

of,  453,11.    A  holy  Und,  453,11.    The 

Come,  take  tha  harp;  *tis 

LittieSoul,"98. 

fountain  Tlmagh,  453,  «.    **  Though 

153. 

Bowl,  the,  4.  930.  934.  945.  959.  963. 

sunny  the  lake  of  cool  Cashmere,** 

Come,  ye  disconsolate. 

967.970. 900, 90L  983. 335. 343. 

406. 

languish,  304. 

Bride  of  the  Vale,  the,  900. 

Comet,  poetically  desott 

Brien  the  Brave,  930. 

Castiereagh,  Lord,  satirized,  455. 458,  cC 

mad  Tory  and  the,  508 

Boston  Frigate,  to  the :  On  leavhigHal- 

teq.    (S«s  The  Fudge  Family,  458.  rt 

Ukz  for  England,  187. 

poMtim.)    HU  departure  for  Uie  Con- 

Ooodolence,  EpUtla  of: 

Boy  ofthe  Alps,  the,  350. 

tlnen^6^,6l9.    £m  Satirical  Poams, 

Lordtoa«ottoa-Lord, 

Boy  sitting  on  the  lotus  flower,  968. 681. 

ttc 

Connor,  Fhelim,  hi»  pat 

Boy  statesman,  the,  616. 

Catiiolic  Question,  the,  578. 580,  Ice 

Letters,  464.  470.  480. 

Boy  with  a  watch,  to  a,  107. 

CathoUcs,  the  Roman,  563. 653. 

Consultation,  tba,  604. 

Boyle  Farm,  the  seat  of  Lord  Henry 

Catullus,  138. 516. 

Cookery,  art  of  domastie 

Fitzgerald,  Summer  F6te  at,  38. 308. 

Caubul,  or  Caboul,  gardens  ot,  450. 

rend ,  563. 

Boyne,  river,  264. 

Cecilia,  Saint,  504. 

Ooolbuiga,  or  Koollmrfi 

Box,  the  Song  ofthe,  614. 

Deecan,454. 

Bright  be  thy  dreams,  886. 

Ceres,   Ode    to  the  goddess,   ly  Sr 

Com  Questioo,  tha,  Sl  S 

Bright  moon,  that  high  in  heaven  art 

Thomas  L.,  550. 

shining,  379. 

Chabuk,the,454. 

Brighton,  the  PaviUon  at,  455. 

Corruption,  an  Epiatia,  h^ 

Bring  hither,  bring  thy  lute,  315. 

ancient,  537,  n. 

188-194. 

Bring  me  the  slumbering  souls  of  flow- 

Chantrey,  Sir  Francis.    Hlsadmhration 

Corry.  Mr.,  his  naarit  m 

en,  648. 

of  Canova,  47. 

eomediaa,  4&  5ia.    Td 

Bring  the  bright  garlands  hither,  903. 

Character,  a,  610. 

Esq..onthepvaaantof 

Brougham,  Lord,  550. 

Charity,  Angel  of;  309.    (Handel.) 

er,549. 

Bruce,  James,  F«sq.,  the  traveller,  501. 

Charles  X.,  king  of  France,  45. 

Cotton  and  Com,  a  dialo| 

Brummel,  Beau,  91& 

Chauworth,  the  Derbyshire  ducal  man- 

Count me,  on  tha  soma 

Brunswick  Club,  the,  583. 

sion  of.  34. 

XIV.  Anacreono  70. 

Brunswlckers,"  Incantation  ftom  the 

Cherries,  a  conserve  in  the  East,  450. 

Country  Dance  and  Quail 

Tragedy  of  "The,  585. 

Cherries,  the,  577. 

Court  Journal,  the,  (ISO. 

Bucharia,  Abdalla,  king  of,  (Ln  Lall% 

Cherubhn,  538. 

Cousins,  Country,  news  f 

Eookh,)  373. 441.  453, 453,  4bc 

Child's  song:  I  have  a  garden  of  my 

Crabbe,  tha  Poet,  Veiw 

Buds  of  roses,   virgin  flowers,   (Ode 

own,  301. 

stand  oC;  517. 

zuv.  Anacreon,)  87. 

China,  butterfly  of,  440. 

Crib, Tom,  EplsUa  from,* 
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OHdMor  AUmbs,  his  Tenes  on  Ana- 

Desmond*s  Song,  and  tradition  relating 

Bmmett,  Robert ;  his  eloquence,  80.  His 

ewon.l04.«. 

to  that  chieftain,  364. 

enthusiasm,  30.    His  offence,  33L 

Gritlcism,  the  genius  of,  546. 

Destiny,  the  Island  of,  368. 

Emmett,  Thomas  Addis,  30. 

OroBS,  the,  an  emblem  of  fhtora  life  in 

Devil  among  the  Scholars,  the,  157. 

Enchanted  Tree,  the,  706. 

Egyptian  hierogiyphies,  675. 703.  733. 

Dewan  Khaik,  built  by  Shah  Allum.  iu 

Enigma,  571 

7». 

inscription,  449,  a. 

Epicure's  dream,  456. 

Qrowe,  Eer.  WlUiam,  his  poetic  vein, 

Dialogue,  a  recent,  618. 

Epicurean,  the,  663. 

36.39. 

Dick ,  a  character,  506. 

Crown  of  viigin    martyrs,  poisoned, 

Dictionary,  revolution  in  the,  headed 

723,  a. 

by  Mr.  Gait,  588. 

664. 

Orystai  Banters,  the,  S87. 

Did  not,  110. 

Epicurus,  154. 17a  664,  itc 

Capld  armed,  364. 

Dissolution  of  the  Holy  Alliance:  A 

Epigrams,  by  Mr.  Moore,  139.  290^  881. 

Capid  once  upon  a  bed,  (Ode  zxxv. 

Dre&m,  484. 

337.543. 

Anacreon.)  83. 

Doctors,  the  Three,  555. 

Epigrams  of  the  Anthologia  in  praise  of 

Capid,  whose  lamp  has  lent  the  lay. 

Dodsworth.  Mr.  Boger,  (anno  1836.)  553. 

Anacreon,  103—104. 

(Anacreontic)  101. 

Donegall,  Marchioness  of.   Letter  to. 

Epilogue,  Occasional,  spoken  by  Mr. 

Capid,  poetical  allasions  to,  101.  150. 

373.    Foetical  Epistie  from  Bermuda 

Corryin  the  character  of  Vapid,  after 

157.380.353.368.370.    Fids  have. 

to  her  Ladyship.  165.    Dedication  to^ 

the  play  of  the  DramatUt,  at  the  Kil- 

Cupid, sale  of,  by  Meieager,  366. 

238. 

kenny  theatre,  512.    To  the  trsgedy 

Capld*s  Lottery,  657. 

Donkey  and  Panniers,  563. 

ofIna,658. 

CiirioasFact,a,584. 

Erasmus  on  earth,  to  Cicero  in  the 

Dove,  the,  303. 

shades:  AnEpUtie,610. 

45. 

Dove  of  Bfahomet,  the,  535.  560. 

Erin,  oh  Erin,  235. 

Canao,Miss,30. 

Drama,  Sketch  of  the  First  Act  of  a  new 

Erin !  Uie  lut  and  the  smile  hi  tIi:M 

Romantic  613. 

eyes,  339. 

D 

Dream  of  Hindostan.  a,  503. 

Erin,  poetical  allusions  to,  2Sa  251. 864 

Dream  of  Home,  the,  358. 

267. 27L 

Dacre,  Lady,  Epilogoe  to  her  Tragedy 

Dream  of  the  Two  Sisters,  from  Dante 

Erin,  some  political  allusions  to^  500. 

ofIna,6Se. 

661. 

5e«  Ireland,  et  pmssim. 

Dunascas,  the  Green  Mosqne  at,  442,  a. 

Dream  of  those  days,  the,  371. 

Essex,  the  late  Earl  of,  38. 

Dan,  some  account  of  the  late  dinner 

Dream  of  Turtie,  bg  Sir  W.  Curtis,  561. 

Eternal  Ufe,  ancient  beUef  of  an,  675. 

to,  637. 

Dream,  Sir  Andrew's,  589. 

679.683. 

Dandies,  306. 311. 

Dream,  the  Limbo,  fcc.  575. 

Eve,  the  second  Angel  describes  her. 

Danes,  the.  334. 367. 270.    The  Scandi- 

Dreaming forever,  vainly  dreaming,  373. 

537.    AUuded  to  by  the  third  Angel, 

navian  poetry,  406. 

Dreams,  poetical  mention  of;  114  386. 

540. 

Dante,  his  Inferno,  ImltatioB  of,  576. 

391.303.596. 

Eveieen*s  bower,  233. 

The  Dream  of  the  Two  Bisters,  661. 

Drinking  Songs,  ace,  830. 333, 334. 345. 

Evenings  in  Greece.  First  Evenhig,  31& 

His  contrition  of  mind,  53. 

363.  367. 270,  «cc. 

Second  Evening,  336. 

David,  the  harp  of,  304. 

Drink  of  this  cup,  3Sa 

Ex-t-r,  Henry  of,  to  John  of  Tuam,  683 

Davidson,  Lncretia,  34. 

Drink  of  this  cup,  Osiris  sips,  68L 

Exeter  Hall,  the  Reverands  of;  653. 655 

Davy,  Sir  Hamphrey,  his  lamfv  513. 

Drink  to  her  who  long,  336. 

Exquisites,  308. 313. 

Dawn  is  breaking  o*er  os,  365. 

Druids,  and  Druidlcal  superstitions,  368, 

Exile,  the,  350. 

Day,  see.  310. 

360. 

Day-dream,  the,  650. 

Duigenan,  Doctor,  33. 

Deadman*s  Isle :  Romance,  186. 

Duke  U  the  lad  to  frighten  a  lass,  the. 

F 

Dear  Fanny,  348. 

610. 

Dear  harp  of  my  country !  in  darkness  I 

Fables  for  the  Holy  Alliance,  484. 

found  thee,  253. 

£ 

Fadiadeen,  great  Nazir  of  the  Harun, 

Dear  1  Tes,  tho*  mine  no  more,  300. 

(in  Laiia  Rookh,)  hU  vanity,  375.  st 

Death,  emblem  of,  675.    Opening  of  the 

sry.441,443.    His  criticisms,  403. 412. 

gates  of  Oblivion,  676.    The  upright 

East,  poetical  romances  of  the,  (Lalla 

4S3.    His  recantation,  454. 

bodies  in  catacombs,  677. 

Rookh.)  375.  441-454. 

Fairest!  put  on  awhile,  303. 

Death  and  the  dead,  aiiusior  s  to,  299. 

Eblis,  the  evU  spirit,  378.  535. 

Fairy  boat,  the,  333. 

903.536.684. 

Echo,  S60.  383.  315. 379.  541. 

Faith,  303.  305. 

Debt,  national,  600. 

Echoes,  new-fashioned,  584. 

Fali*n  is  thy  throne,  O  Israel !  398. 

Dedos,  Frstorian  prefect,  Orcus,  high- 

Eden,  some  alinsions  to,  360,  370.  412. 

Family-way,  ail  hi  the ;  a  pastoral,  5SB. 

priest  of  Memphis,  to,  734. 

522.537. 

Fancy,  515. 

Delatorian  Cohort,  the,  458. 

Egerton,  Lord  Francis,  308. 

Fancy,  prismatic  dyes  of,  490. 

Delhi,  visit  of  Abdalia  to  Anrangxebe, 

Eg)'pt*s  dark  sea,  300.    The  desolation 

Fancy,  various  allusions  to,  151.  161 

at,  373.    Splendofs  of  the  court  and 

of;  301. 

313. 

city,  374.    Mogul  emperors  of;  449, 

Egyptians,  the  ancient;  of  the  counte 

Fancy  Fair,  the,  3S0. 

1M<«S. 

nance  of  the  women,  068,  a.    Their 

Fanny,  dearest!  515. 

Delphi,  transport  of  laurel  to,  118.  The 

hieroglyphics,  561. 

Farce,  the  triumphs  of,  638. 

shrine,  363.    To  a  virgin  of,  136. 

Eldon,  Lord  Chancellor,  conservative 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  lovely  one,  881. 

Deluge,  tablets  saved  by  Beth  fh>m  the. 

tears  of,  554.  573.    Nightcap  of.  557. 

Fare  thee  well,  periMious  maid,  (Oda 

538. 

A  wizard.  558.   HU  hat  and  wig,  566. 

bzxu.  Anacreon,)  100. 

Deluge,  the,  Whiston*s  notion  of  lu 

HU  Lordship  on  the  UmbreUa  Ques- 

Farewell!  but  whenever  yo«  weleoma 

being  caused  by  a  comet,  713. 

tion,  500.    His  conscleatioiu  conser- 

the hour,  847. 

Dens,  Doctor.  653  6S3. 

vatism,  ysfUr  Horace,  Ode  xxo.  lib.  1.) 

F&rswcli,  Theresa,  890. 

Defbyshire,  Mr.  Moon's  nsidenee  hi, 

233.    His  wig,  831. 

Fear  not,  that  while  around  thee,  IBS. 

50. 

F^raaon  and  the  PiiaeeH,  S7S.  401 

740 
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413.415.441.  His  aong,  442.  D^nooe- 
■Mnt  of  the  fiction  of  hU  diagoiae, 
454. 

Itedlnand  \IU  Ode  to  Kins.  566. 

FIte,  tlie,  at  Boyle  Fann,  308.  Se§ 
Sammer  FVite. 

nil  me,  boy,  u  deep  a  drangbt,  (Ode 
Lin.  Anacreon.)  97. 

FlU  the  hamper  fair,  853. 

Fin  M'Clnmhal  the  Flnlans,and  Flngal 
S70. 

Flonnoala,  the  Song  o(,  331. 

Fire-fly,  to  the,  175. 

Flie-fllee,  165. 870. 457. 536. 

Flre-worahip  of  Persia  and  the  East, 
415.  The  persecated  Ghebers,  415. 
Story,  •*  The  Flxe-worshlppers,"  415— 
441.    ri^  Lalla  Rookh. 

Fltsgerald,  the  late  Lord  Henry,  306. 

Fleetly  o*er  the  moonlight  snows,  373. 

Flow  on,  thoa  shining  river,  380. 

Flowers,  the  language  of,  365. 

Fly  and  the  boliock,  the,  488. 

Fly  ftom  the  world,  O  Bessy !  to  me, 
135. 

Fly  not  thos,  my  brow  of  snow,  (Ode 
u.  Anacreon,)  00. 

Fly  not  yet,  *tis  Just  the  hour,  330. 

Fly  swift,  my  light  gazelle,  365. 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me,  451. 

Flying  fish,  to  the,  1G3. 

FolUea,  the  book  of:  an  album,  134. 

FonteneUe,  M.,  consistency  of,  515. 

Fool's  Paradise :  Dream  the  First,  606. 

Fot  thee  alone  I  brave  the  boundless 
deep,  356. 

ForbM,  Lady  Adelaide,  portrait  of,  148. 
45. 

Forbes,  to  Lord,  i>om  the  city  of  Wash- 
ington, 175. 

Forget  not  the  field  where  they  per- 
ished, 856. 

Ftirmosa,  Island  of,  500. 

Fortune-teller,  the,  350. 

Fox,  Right  Hon.  Charles  James,  333. 

Fragment,  a,  137. 147. 

Fragment  of  a  Character,  543. 

Freedom,  313. 349,  350. 

Friend,  on  the  death  of  a,  543.  546. 

Friends,  on  leaving  some,  151. 

Friendship,  a  temple  to,  379. 

Friendship  and  Love,  300. 

From  dread  Leacadia*s  frowning  steep, 
(AnacreonUc.)  103. 

From  the  land  beyond  the  sea,  184. 

From  this  hour  the  pledge  is  given,  371. 

Fruit,  varieties  of  eastern,  449. 

Fudge  FUnily  in  Paris,  the,  458. 

Fudges,  the,  in  England,  being  a  Sequel 
to  the  **  Fudge  FamUy  in  Paris,*'  637. 

Fudge,  Phil.,  Esq.,  his  political  conduct 
and  peiuAaiif,  458— 483.  HU  poetical 
letter  to  Lord  C— st— r-gh,  460.  To 
Tim.  Fudge,  Esq.,  467.  To  Viscount 
C-flt-r-gh,  474.  HU  Journal,  ad- 
dressed to  Lord  C  ,  475. 

Fudge,  Mr.  Bob,  hU  Letters  to  Richard 

,  Esq.,  463-473.     To  the  Rer. 

Mortimer  0*MuIUgan,  650. 
IMge,  Miss  Biddy,  her  poetical  letters 
ftoMFaris  to  Miss  Dorothy ,  of 


ClonUlty  la  Ireland,  458.  405.    Sts 
aUo  478. 481. 637, 638. 

Fudge,  Miss  Fanny's,  Epistles,  641.649. 
Her  unde*s  bequest,  6S6. 
*«*    $0$  Contur,  O^BroMigmi,  ami 
CMvUifan,  in  tkia  Index. 

Fum  and  Hum,  the  two  Birds  of  Roy- 
alty, 455. 


Gayly  sounds  the  Castanet,  385. 

Gait,  Mr.,  and  the  Dictionary,  588L 

Galaxy,  or  Milky  Way,  156. 

Ganges,  blue  current  of  the,  450. 

Garden,  the  dream  of  the,  663. 665.  678. 
Festival  of  the,  664. 

GazelandMaaml,545. 

Gazel,  by  Abdallab.  311. 

Gaielle,  the,  303. 

Genius,  poetical  allustons  to,  884 

Genius  and  CriticUm,  547. 

George  IIL,  King,  317,  gtpoMHm. 

George  IV.,  (Prince  Regent  and  Kln^ ' 
8e4  Intercepted  Letters,  305. 316.  Par- 
ody of  a  celebrated  Letter,  817.  The 
Prince's  Plume,  819.  leh  DIen,  819. 
The  Old  Yellow  Chariot,  819.  The 
Privy  Purse,  330.  King  Crack  and  hU 
IdoU,330.  Prince  of  Wales's  lath- 
ers, 817. 457.  The  Prince's  Day,  840. 
BirdofRoyalty,53.455. 

Georgian  Maid,  the,  45L 

Geramb,  Baron,  and  mnstachios,  819. 

Gheber,  the,  430,  tt  aeq. 

Ghost  Story,  a,  630. 

Give  me  the  harp  of  eple  song,  (Oden 
Anacreon,)  65. 

Glees,  set  of,  343-345. 

Gnomes,  doctrine  of,  533. 

Go  forth  to  the  mount,  307. 

Go,  let  me  weep,  there's  bliss  in  tears, 
300. 

Go  now,  and  dream,  800. 

Go,  then !  'tU  vain  to  hover,  387. 

Go  where  glory  waits  thee,  838. 

Gondolas  and  gondoliers,  383.  387.  389. 
313. 

Goose  of  the  river  Nile,  603. 

Government,  financial,  548. 

Grammont,  Count  de,  156. 

Grattan,  on  the  death  of,  360. 

Grecian  girl's  dream  of  the  Blessed 
Islands ;  to  her  lover,  144. 

Grecian  Maiden,  the :  Song,  337. 

Grecian  Youth,  the,  334,  et  ««f . 

Greece,  bles  of,  313.  319.  Zeon  maids, 
59,  et  eeq.  Allusions  to  Greece  in 
Lalla  Rookh,  377,  et  aeq.  Evenings 
in  Greece:  First  Evening,  Zea,  319. 
Second  Evening,  336. 

Greek  Ode,  prefixed  to  the  Translation 
of  Anacreon,  58.  Corrections  of  this 
Ode  by  an  eminent  scholar,  59. 

Greeks,  the  group  that  late  in  garb  o<; 

315.    SM313. 
Grenada,  the  young  muleteers  oC  347. 
Guess,  guess ;  the  lady  of  my  love,  370. 
Guldl,  sonnet  by,  with  a  translation,  75, 
n.,  76.    Ode  by  Guldl  on  the  Area- 
47. 


Gvitar  oflndlo,  the  Byited 
Gull  language,  tmnalatloi 

600. 
Gulliver,  Copcnlii  Lemuel, 
Gun,  the  Evening,  S4S. 
Gynaocracy,  propoasJa  ton 


H 

Hafix,  the  poet,  4S3,  n. 
Halcyon  hangs  o'er  < 
Haram,  Jehaoghlr'a,  443 

of  the  Harom,  444. 
Hark !  the  vesper  hyaia  Is 
yark!  'tis  tliebreeaeof  tw 

Harmony,  the  genias  ci,  I 
Haroun-ol-Raschid  tlie  On 
Harp,  certain  of  tlie  poeti 

to  that  Instrument,  18Sl 

960.883.304. 
Harp  of  my  eoiutry!   Ii 

found  thee,  158. 
Harp,  the  origin  of  the,  331 
Harp,  farewell  to  tiM,  34. 
Harp  that  onee  thioii^  ' 

the,  830. 
Hamt  and  Marat,  the  Ab| 
Haa  sorrow  thy  young  dnyi 
Hassan,  Al,  the  ProplnetC 

bla,  417.  486.  488.    Ses 

Fire-worshlftpers,  415,  e 
Haste  thee,  nymph,  whos 

spear,  (Ode  lxit.  Anna 
Hastings,  Marqola  of,  (Xni 

visit  to  Itis  -**Trttiya  at  I 

184.    HU  iihrary,  4S.    ] 

FkancU,  Earl  oTMolim,  J 
Hat,  Ode  to  a,  556. 
Hat  vtrna  Wig,  5<ML 
Have  yon  not  seen  tlM  tin 
He  who  instnicts  the  y« 

(Ode  bvi.  Anodeoi^}  83 
Headfort,  Morchioneen  oi 

to,  978. 
Hear  me  bat  onee^  while  c 

366. 
Heard,  Sir  Inane,  and  (he  ] 
Heart  and  Inte,  my,  354. 
Heart  to  rest.  No,  leave  m 
Heathcote,  toLady:  Oaa 

Tunbridge  Wella,  ISOw 
Hebe,  the  Fall  of:  a  dltfe 

148. 
Henley,  Lord,  and  Bt.  OecJ 
Henry  to  Lady  Enuna,  5BS 
Her  last  words  at  parting 

forget  ISSft. 
Hercules  to  his  daughter,  i 
Here,  take  my  heart,  346w 
Here  recline  yoo,  geatie 

XIX.  AnacreoQj  75. 
Here  sleeps  Anacreon,  la 

shade,  (Anthologia,;  lOX 
Here  sleeps  the  bard,  899. 
Here,  while  the  moonlight 
Here's  the  bower  she  love 

349. 
Hero  and  Leaader,  337. 
Hlgh-bon  Ladye,  the,  3311 


Hiiida, the  AnMaa  maid.  SMtheBtory 
fji  the  Fire-wonhippen,  415,  «l  9eq» 

Hither,  gentle  imife  of  mine,  (Ode 
txm.  Aneeieon,)  lOl. 

BoUaad,  Lord,  resn'  tot  the  death  oi; 
53.    TraatUtUmi  by,  53. 

Holland,  to  Lady,  on  a  legacy  by  Napo- 

Holy  AlUanee,  Fiiblea  for  the,  483> 

Hooker,  Bishop^  on  ai  and  ev,  550 

Hope  comet  again,  to  this  heart  long  a 
ttianger,9M. 

Hope,  poetical  aUmloDS  t<^  383.  291. 
307.056. 

Horace,  ftee  translations  of  some  Odes 
of:  Ckime,  Tarmonth,  my  boy,  nerer 
troable  yoor  brains,  (Ode  xt  lib.  9,) 
221.  The  man  who  keeps  a  con- 
science pnie,  (Ode  zzlL  lib.  I,)  122. 
I  hate  thee,  oh  Mob,  as  my  lady  hates 
delC  (Ode  L  Ub.  3.)  127.  Boy,  teU 
the  cook  that  I  hate  all  nlck-nacke- 
ries,  (Ode  xxxvUL  Ub.  1,)  127.  Paro- 
dy of  'Donee  gmtos  eram  tibi,*  or 
Horace's  retom  to  Lydla,  314. 

Horn,  the,  293. 

How  am  I  to  ponlsh  thee,  (Ode  x.  Ana- 
creon,}  68. 

How  dear  to  me  the  hour,  332. 

How  happy  once,  tho^  winged  with 
iighs,3S3. 

How  I  love  the  festive  boy,  (Ode  xzxix. 
Anacreon,)  87. 

How  lightly  mounts  the  muse's  wing, 
306. 

How  shall  I  wool  296. 

How  sweetly  does  the  moonbeam 
smile,  4ia 

Hadson,  Edward,  leeolleetions  of  him 
and  of  his  madcal  taste,  31. 34. 

Home,  David,  History  of  England  by, 
9Q3. 

Home,  Joseph,  Esq.,  550, 551, ».,  tt  pat- 
nm. 

Home,  toThomas,  Esq.,  M.  D. ;  written 
at  Washington,  178. 

Homoroos  and  Satirical  Poems,  547— 
636. 

Hunt,  Henry,  Emi.,  his  spnrioos  coilbe, 
550. 

Hanter  boy,  the,  285. 893. 

Hash,  bosh  !-a  Glee,  343. 

Hush,  sweet  lute,  371. 

Hnssim  AbdaL*.  valley  of,  441.  Boyal 
gardens  near,  i43. 

Hymen,  poetical  allusions  to,  386. 

Hymn  of  a  Vli|;ln  of  Delphi,  at  the  toD>b 
of  her  mother,  118. 

Hyperborean,  song  of  a,  363. 


I  care  not  for  the  idle  state,  (Ode  vm. 
Anacreon,)  67 

I  dresmt  that  in  the  Paphian  groves, 
115. 

I  had,  test  night,  a  dream  of  thee,  534. 

Ifear  that  love  disturbs  my  rest,  (Ana- 
creontic,) 101. 

I  ftwnd  her  nol-the  chamber  seem'd, 
139. 
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I  know  that  heaven  hath  sent  me  here, 
(Ode  Z&.  Anacreon,)  86. 

I  know  thou  iov*st  a  brimming  meas- 
ure, (Anacreontic,)  101. 

I  often  wish  this  languid  lyre,  (Ode 
zxxn.  Anacreon,)  77. 

I  pray  thee,  by  the  gods  above!  (Ode 
u.  Anacreon,)  67. 

I  pray  you,  let  us  roam  no  more,  169. 

I  saw,  from  yonder  silent  cave,  333. 

I  saw  from  the  beach,  when  the  morn- 
ing was  shining,  851. 

I  saw  the  moon  rise  clear,  840. 

I  saw  the  smiling  bard  of  pleasure,  (Ode 
I.  Anacreon,)  64. 

I  saw  thy  form  in  youthAd  prime,  841. 

I  stole  along  the  flowery  bank,  ITS. 

I  thought  this  heart  enkindled  lay,  118. 

Tve  a  secret  to  tell  thee,  866. 

I  will,  I  will,  the  conflict's  past,  (Ode 
xm.  Anacreon,)  69. 

I  wish  I  was  by  that  dim  lake,  865. 

Unthe,  306.    Before  her  glass,  309. 

Fd  mourn  the  hopes  that  leave  me,  84& 

IdoU  In  the  house  of  Asor,  453.  Of 
King  Crack,  330.  Of  Jaghemaut,375. 

If  hoarded  gi>ld  possessM  the  power, 
(Ode  XXXVI.  Anacreon,)  84. 

If  I  swear  by  that  eye,  you'll  allow, 
107. 

If  I  were  yonder  wave,  my  dear,  171. 

If  In  loving,  singing,  night  and  day,  204. 

Ifthou*ltbemlne,855. 

If  thou  wonldst  have  me  sing  and  play, 
360. 

If  to  see  thee  be  to  love  thee,  317. 

ni  Omens :  Toung  Kitty,  frc,  337. 

Imsgtnation,  312. 

Imitation,  from  the  French,  517.  S«$ 
also  Antholdgta,  Horace,  4cc. 

Immortality,  stars  the  beacons  ot,  606. 

Impromptu,  117. 151. 186. 227. 

In  myrtle  wreaths  my  votive  sword, 
368. 

In  the  morning  of  life,  353. 

In  wedlock  a  species  of  lottery  lies,  117. 

Ina,  by  Lady  Dacre,  658. 

Incantation,  an,  561. 

Inconstancy,  116. 

India,  poetical  allusions  to,  373.  441. 
449, 450,  si  ssf . 

Indian  boat,  the,  310. 

Indian  maid,  the  young,  358. 

Indian  tree,  the,  519. 

Inkstand,  the  poet's,  517. 

Innisfell,  song  oC,  808. 

InnUfalien,  isle  oi;  863. 

Insurrection  of  the  Papers;  a  dream, 
816. 

Intercepted  Despatch,  Dlabolo's,  554. 

Intercepted  Letters,  the,  of  the  Two- 
penny Post-bag,  905^  Itc 

Intolerance,  a  Satire :  Account  of '  Cor- 
ruption* and  'Intolerance.'  8m  35. 
Prefitce  to  Inloleraace  and  Cociup- 
tioo,  188, 189.    The  Satire,  196. 

Invisible  Giri,  «29,   27. 

Invitation  to  dinmir :  addressed  to  Lord 
Lansdowne,  517. 

Iran,  Land  of,  450.    «m  Lalla  Rookh, 
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beland,  and  her  national  music,  89. 34. 

Ireland,  certain  traditions  and  romances 
respecting,  229. 834. 841. 843. 844.846 
350.864,865.867,868,860,870. 

Ireland,  poUtics  and  politieal  sensibUlty 
of  the  kingdom  tkf  (see  the  Fudge 
FamUy,)  456-^483.  630  The  penal 
code,  554.  The  outbreak  of  1798.  81, 
slssf.  Bomanismln,698.  ThoughU 
on  the  present  government  oC  (1828.) 
574. 

Irish  antiquities,  583. 

Irish  bed  of  roses,  an,  297,  n. 

Irishman,  Satires,  JuL,  addressed  to  an 
Englishman  by  an,  189—196. 

Irish  Melodies,  238.  Dedlcaflon  to  the 
Marchioness  Dowager  of  Donegall, 
238.  Prefece,  828.  The  Melodies, 
238. 278.  Advertisemento  to  the  first 
and  second  Nos^  272;  to  the  third, 
278.  Letter  on  Irish  music,  273.  Ad- 
vertisemenU  to  the  fourth,  fifth,  sixth, 
and  seventh  Nos.,  276—878.  Dedica 
tlon  to  the  Marchioness  of  Headfort, 
278.    Ste  National  Airs,  279,  si  ssf . 

Irish  Peasant  to  Us  Mistress,  238. 

Irish  Slave,  the,  565. 

Irving,  Washington,  57. 864. 

Is  it  not  sweet  to  think,  hereafter, 
(Haydn,)  307. 

Is  not  thy  mind  a  gentle  mind  1  110. 

Israfil,  the  angel  of  musie,  45L  581. 

It  is  not  the  tear  at  this  moment  shed, 
839. 


JeflVey,  Francis,  Lord,  the  author's  visit 
to  Craig  Croo^  37. 

Jehan  Gheer,  or  Jehangulre,  Emperor 
of  Delhi  and  Hlndostan,  443.  HU 
palace,  449,  a.  His  early  name  of  Se- 
lim,446.    His  bride,  449.  453. 

Jerome's  love,  (St.,)  398.  St  Jerome's 
first  vUlt  on  earth,  608.  His  second 
vUit,  603. 

Jerusalem,  the  holy  city  of,  308. 

Jessica,  young,  353. 

Johnson,  Dr.  Samuel,  on  Mallet,  65<  n 

Joy  alone  be  rememtler'd  now,  354. 

Joys  of  youth,  how  fleeting!  885. 

Juan,  Don,  822. 

Jnbal's  shell,  alluded  to^  3ia 

Judgment  Day,  and  a  stpposed  wind 
from  Syria  Damasceaa  to  announce 
it,  453.  a. 

Judgment,  the  day  of,  303. 

Julia,  to^  in  allusioa  to  some  iUlberal 
criticisms.  111.  Mock  me  no  more 
with  love's  beguiling  dream.  111. 
Though  Ikte,  my  girt,  may  Md  us 
part,112L  On  her  birthday,  113.  To 
Julia,  weeping,  114.  Inconstancy,  116. 
Elegiac  Stansas,  supposed  to  be  writ- 
tM«  by  Julia,  OB  the  death  of  her 
h  her,  117.  I  saw  the  peaeaut's 
ha     unkind,  118    Sympathy,  119. 

e  Poems,  105—150.  PrsiMe  by 
*«the  late  Thoeus  Little,"  105.  Ded- 
ication to  Joseph  Atkinson,  Esq., 
106. 
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Kathleen,  343. 

Kedei  Khan  ofTorkUtan,  374. 

Kenmare,  Earl  of,  903. 

Kerln.  Saint,  tradition,  343. 

Khorassan,  the  Veiled  Prophet  of;  376— 

403. 
Kilkenny  amaAsa  actors,  talent  of  tlie, 

48.  409.     Extract  from  a  Prologue, 

dec.,  413. 
Killamey,  lakes  and  traditions  of;  8S0. 

303. 
King,  Lord,  an  Ezpostnlation  to,  548. 
Kishma,  wine  of,  550. 
KUs,  thOi  137. 167. 
Kublal  Khan,  450. 


labyrinth,  in  Egypt,  600,  n. 

Lahore,  description  of  the  city  of,  and 
the  midland  districU  of  India,  414, 
Ice. 

Lake  of  the  Dismal  Swamp,  164. 

Lake  of  the  Temples,  664. 

Lalla  Rookh,  an  Eastern  Romance 
history  of  this  poem,  39,  et  teq.  Rep- 
resentation of  it  as  a  dramatic  pageant 
at  the  Ch&teaa  Royal,  Berlin,  In  18SS, 
when  the  emperor  and  empress  of 
Rossla  personated  Allris  and  Lalla 
Rookh,  43.  'The  Veiled  Prophet  of 
Khorassan,*  376—403.  The  criUcisms 
of  Fadladeen  upon  this  stwy,  403. 
Paradise  and  the  Perl,  406.  Fadla- 
deen renews  his  criticism,  413.  The 
Fire-worshippers,  415-441.  The  Light 
of  the  Haram,  442.  Design  of  this 
poetic  undertaking  related,  31.  50. 

Lama,  the  Little  Grand,  490. 

Lansdowne,  Lwd,  invitation  to  dinner 
addressed  to,  517. 

Lawrence,  Dr.,  fHend  of  Edmund 
Burke;  his  letter  to  Dr.  Hume  re- 
specting the  version  of  Anacreon  by 
Blr.  Moore,  SO. 

Lay  his  sword  by  his  side,  370. 

Leaf  and  the  Fountain,  a  ballad,  337. 

Learning,  144. 

Lebanon,  Mount,  305. 

Legacy,  the,  338. 

Leila*s  lute,  657. 

Les  hommes  automates,  609. 

Lesbia,  to,  516. 

Lesbia  hath  a  beaming  eye,  341. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old,  334. 

Let  me  resign  this  wretched  breath, 
(Anacreontic)  101. 

Let*s  take  this  world  as  some  wide 
scene,  357. 

Let  us  drain  the  nectar*d  bowl,  (Ode 
xxxviix.  Anacreon,)  85. 

Lencadia,  legends  of,  390. 

Lev^e  and  eouch^e,  the,  317. 

Libel,  a  ease  of,  563. 

Liberty,  835. 351.  S70,  371. 39L  3  .333. 
658. 

liberty,  the  torch  of,  487. 

LUe  Is  waning.  Do  not  say  that,  303. 


Life  is  aU  checkei'd  with  pleasoresand 

woet,843. 
Life  for  me  hath  Joy,  4tCn  3S& 
Life  without  freedom,  349. 
Light  sounds  the  harp  when  the  com- 
bat is  over,  185. 
Like  morning,  when  her  early  breeie, 

304. 
Like  one  who  doom*d  o*er  distant  seas, 

305. 
Like  some  wanton  fUly  sporting,  (Ode 

Lxv.  Anacreon,)  08. 
Like  the  bright  lamp  that  shone  in  Kil- 

dare*s  holy  fkne,  335. 
Lllls,535. 

lily  of  the  NUe,  the  white,  673. 
Limbo  of  lost  reputations,  574. 
Lion,  dead,  and  the  living  dog,  573. 
Llonardo  da  Vinci*s  Mona  Lisa,  315. 
Listen  to  the  muse*s  lyre,  (Ode  m.  An- 
acreon,) 65. 
Litenury  advertisement,  to  autkortt  564. 
Literati,  sick,  038. 
Literature,  speed  of,  636. 
Little  Grand  Lama,  the,  490. 
Little  Man  and  Little  Soul,  a  ballad, 

particulara  respecting  it,  37.    The 

poem,  296. 
Llxard,  {SteUic,)  account  of  the,  443,  «. 
Long  years  have  pas8*d,  old  fHead, 

since  we,  373. 
Looking-glasses,  the,  486. 
Lord,  who  shall  bear  that  day,  303. 
Lotus  wreath,  454. 
J^tns  branch,  and  the  bird  taking  flight, 

mythoBofthe,  676. 
Lotus  flower,  150.  Statue  of  the  winged 

boy  seated  on  a,  681.    The  spell,  681. 

An  emblem  of  beauty,  417,  n. 
Louis  Philippe,  King,  an  account  of, 

when  at  Donington  Park,  45. 
Louis  the  Fourteenth*s  Wig,  493. 
Love,  a  tutor,  097. 
Love  alone,  S07. 
Love,  all-defying  Love,  417. 
Love  and  Hope,  383.    (Swiss  Air.) 
Love  and  Marriage,  ISO. 
Love  came  by,  338. 
Love  resting  his  wings,  450i 
Love  and  the  vine,  335. 
Love  a  sentinel:   Glee— Hush,  hush, 

343. 
Love,  one  summer  eve,  was  itntying, 

331. 
Love  and  the  Novice,  343. 
Love  and  Hymen,  519. 
Love  is  a  hunter  boy,  385. 
Love-knots,  who*ll  buy  my,  388. 
Love,  a  few  allusions  to,  98.  100.  17L 

175. 238.  344,  345.  965,  966.  981.  383. 

986. 388.  391,  993.  395.  306.  307.  311. 

317.  321.  327.  346.  353.  367.  360.  531. 

588.  532.  539.  542. 
Love,  mythological  hymn  to,  147. 
Love  and  learning,  144. 
Love  and  Reason,  143. 
Love  and  Time,  349. 
Love  and  the  Sun-dial,  349. 
Love  wondering  thro*  the  golden  mace, 

350. 
Love,  unbind  thee,  3G9. 


Love,  who  ruled  as  admiia] 

Love  thee  1— so  well,  so  lei 

Love  thee,  dearesti  354. 

Love  but  thee,  1, 3S3. 

Love*s  day,  358. 

Love*s  light  cummer  clovd, 

Love*8  victory,  357. 

Love*s  young  dream,  940 

Lover,  the,  806.  310.  39m.  : 
531. 

Lover,  the  Persian,  Sll. 

Lover,  the  Russian,  373. 

Loves  of  the  Angela,  5L  Pi 
poems,  580  The  poenii 
Angel's  Story,  588.  8ee 
Story,  537.    Third  Angel 

Loves,  the  sale  of;  115, 

Lowe,  Sir  Hudson,  to,  547. 

Lusitanian  War-eong,  338. 

Lute,  the,  449.  657. 

Lying.  181. 

Lyre,  the  poet*a,  SOS. 

Lyre,  the  teU-tale,  14L 

M 

Machlavelian  policy  conde 
Macrianus,  pnetoriaa  prefe 
Magan,  Patrick,  Esq.,  hU  ] 

Curate  in  Ireland,  637.  Oi 
Magic  Mirror,  the,  339. 
Bfagnet,  wmnan  a,  533. 
Mahomet,  religion  oi;  (eeel 

378,<t«ef. 
Mahomet,  the  Seal  of  prece 

ey,  533.'  The  &niiUar  < 

561. 
Mahometana,  belief  of  the, 

534.538.    The  chief  an( 

996,587.534. 
Mahommed  Shaw,  Ibnst  a 

454,  a. 
Maiden,  the  Sleeping,  293. 
Maidens  of  Zee,  »Sk  e(  y« 
BCalthns,  aUnaiona  lo,  54S. 
March !  nor  heed  Oiom  ni 

thee,  334. 
Martyrs,  the,  306.790,791 

crown  of  martyrdoni,  Tas 
Mary,  941. 

Mary,  star  of  the  sen,  396. 
Mary,  I  believed  thee  tn^ 
Bfathews,  lir.  Chnilea,  616 
Matriculation,  scene  tkom 

at  Ozfbrd,  called,  e0& 
Mattrl-ga-SLma«  or  the  n 

450. 
May  moon,  the  young,  945. 
Melanius  the  hermit,  711— 
Meleager :— Here  et  thy  ton 

I  shed,  366.  VerioDsimi 

135.366.368. 
Melodies,  Irish,  S&-978. 

by  the  National  Airs,  831 
Memorabilia  of  laat  week. 

1836.)  558: 
Memory,  poetical  nUn^ions 

538. 
Memphis,  on  the  Nile,  VJl ; 

lege  of;  684. 


V  Anaeraontie  in  Greek  by,  with 
a  translation.  8U,  n. 

Mflitm,  city  of  Khorassan,  376. 390. 

Methinlu  the  pictured  boll  we  lee, 
(Ode  Lxv.  Anacreoo.)  ilS. 

Migael,  Don,  Ode  to,  573. 

Miletios  and  the  Milesians,  268. 

MiUenninra,  tlie,  and  the  Rev.  lit.  Ir- 
▼ins.  555. 

Mlltlades,  the  Ghost  of,  587. 

Minaret,  chants  from  an  iUaminated, 
443,  a. 

Bllnerva,  or  Pallas,  and  Love,  331. 

Minerva's  thimble,  353. 

Ministers,  the  new  costume  of  the,  233. 
The  Sale  of  the  Tools,  225. 

Mhiisters,  wreaths  for  the,  221 

Minstrel  Boy,  the,  346. 

Mlriam*s  Song,  300. 

Miscellaneons  Poems,  513. 543. 658. 

Mischief,  thooghU  on,  by  Lord  Stn-n- 
l->y,  his  fint  attempt,  634. 

Missing,  Lord  de  •  *  *,  591. 

Mix  me,  child,  a  cap  divine,  (Anacre- 
ontic,) 103. 

Moris,  island  of  the  lake,  691. 

Mohawk  River,  lines  written  at  the 
Cohoes,  or  Falls  of  the,  180. 

Mokanna,  the  prophet-chief  of  Khoraa- 
san,  376,  377,  et  teq. 

Monarch  Love,  resistleas  boy,  (Ode 
Lxziv.  Anacreon,)  100 

Monopoly,  present  spirit  of,  551. 

Mont  Blanc,  sablime  prospect  oi,  496. 

Montaigne  quoted,  496. 

Montpensier,  Duke  oC,  to  the,  148 

Moon,  poetical  mention  of  the,  334, 385. 
333,  et  passim. 

Moon,  that  high  In  heav*n  art  shining, 
372. 

Moore,  Mrs.  31.    To  my  Mother,  519. 

Moore,  to  Miss,  from  Norfolk  In  Virgi- 
nia, 163. 

Moral  positions,  a  dream,  508 

Morality,  an  epistle,  140. 

Morgan,  George,  Esq^  (of  Norfolk,  Vir> 
ginia,)  epistle  to,  from  Bermuda,  166. 

Morning,  25L  304. 

Morning  Herald,  the.  555. 

Morning  Post,  the,  650. 

Morris,  Capt.,  his  song,  **  My  muse,  too, 
when  her  wings  are  dry,**  38. 

Moschos,  his  first  Idyl,  quoted,  76^  a. 

Moses,  304. 

Moontaln  Sprite,  the,  364. 

**Mum**  to  the  editor  of  the  Morning 
Chronicle,  455. 

Murray,  Mr.;  his  contemplated  Mail- 
coach  edition  of  Rokeby,  309. 

Muse,  the,  317. 

Music,  Angel  of,  371,  n. 

Music  and  Melodies,  an  account  of  some 
of  our  modem  poets  who  had  a  taste 
for,  and  a  knowledge  of;  36,  <t  «<f . 

Music,  the  Prefatory  Letter  on  Irish, 
973. 

Mizsic,  on  —Song,  839.  365. 

Musis,  poetical  allusi<»is  to,  906.  371. 
808, 883.  541. 

Music,  a  Melologue  upon  National,  341 
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Music  of  the  iplMfM,  988. 

Musical  box,  tbe>-Roie  and  the  Poet, 

365. 
Mygentle  harp,  853. 
My  harp  has  one  unchangiag  theme, 

383. 
Mythology,  Egyptian  and  Greek,  063, 

N 

Nama,  538. 540. 

Namouna,  the  enchantress,  446.  Galls 
down  sleep  on  Nourmahal,  447. 

Naples,  lines  on  the  entry  of  the  Aus- 
trians  into,  hi  1831,  5J9. 

Napcrieon,  the  Emperor,  consigned  to 
the  rock  of  St.  Helena,  457.  Allu- 
sions to  his  fkllen  fortunes,  318. 331, 
543.658. 

Natal  Genius,  the,  a  Dream :  to , 

the  morning  of  her  birthday,  116. 

National  Airs,  379,  *tc 

National  Music,  a  Melologue  upon, 
341—343. 

Nature*s  Labels,  a  ftagmient,  113. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  my  Fanny  dear,  .^ 

Nay,  look  not  there,  my  love,  533. 

Nay,  tempt  me  not  to  love  again,  168. 

Nea,  Odes  to:— Written  at  Bermuda, 
16&-174. 

Necropolis,  and  lake  near  Memphis, 
673,«<sef. 

Nets  and  C^«es,  389. 

Ne'er  ask  the  hour,  what  is  it  to  us  1 
857. 

Ne*er  talk  of  Wisdom's  gloomy  schools, 
39L 

Never  mind  how  the  pedagogue  proses, 
116. 

Night  Dance,  the,  309. 

Night-thought,  a,  137. 

Nightingales,  song  of;  3SS.  359.  363. 
443. 

Nights,  such  as  Eden's  calm  recall, 
315. 

Nile,  river,  637 ;  the  Isle  of  Gardens,  or 
Antirrhodus,  near  Alexandria,  668. 

Nile,  navifstioa  of  the,  67L  603.  095. 
697. 

Nile,  nymphs  of  the,  607. 

Nile,  the  Garden  of  the,  449.  Sources 
ofthe  river,  501. 

No  life  Is  like  the  mountaineer's,  339. 

No,  not  more  welcome  the  fairy  num- 
bers, 348. 

Noble  and  Illustrious  authors,  581.  585. 

Nonsense,  139. 

Norn  CreUia,  341. 

Not  fVom  thee  the  wound  should  come, 
370. 

Nonrjehan,  **  the  Light  of  the  Worid,** 
443,  a. 

Nourmahal,  the  Light  of  the  Haram, 
443.  444,  445.  Her  spells,  446.  Her 
sleep,  447.  She  Is  regretted  by  Selim, 
449.  Her  disguise,  450.  451.  The 
Georgian  mald'9  song;  450.  fNiceeed- 
ed  by  that  of  Nourmahal  herselC  45L 
Her  reeoadllatloa  with  Belim,  4S8. 
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Now  Neptune's  month  our  sky  de(^m«, 

(Ode  Lxvm.  Anaereon,)  99. 
Now  the  star  of  day  is  high  (Ode  xvm. 

Anaciaoa,)  74. 
Nymph  of  a  fldr  but  erring  line,  400. 
Nymphs  of  the  Nile,  097. 


0*Branigan,  Larry,  to  his  wife  iiidj 

044.  058.   To  Murtagh  O'MuUlgaa, 

017. 
O'Connell,  his  election  for  Clue,  579. 
O'Connor,  Arthur,  Esq.,  30. 
0*Donohue*s  Misttess,  850. 
O'Keefe's   song  for  the  character  of 

Spado,  38. 
O'Muiligan,  BlortUner,  his  epistle,  (vils 

**  F-.^lge  FamUy  in  England,")  654. 
O'Bua.k,  Prince  of  Breflhi,  the  song  (4; 

846. 
Oblivion,  the  Abled  gates  of;  076. 
Observe  when   mother  earth  Is  diy, 

(Ode  XXI.  Anacreon,)  76. 
Ofl,  hi  the  stiUy  night,  883. 
Oft,  when  the  watching  stars  grow 

pale.  390. 
Oh!  Abyasinian  tree,  706. 
Oh !  breathe  not  his  name,  399. 
Oh !  banquet  not  in  those  shining  bow- 
ers, 860. 
Oh !  blame  not  the  bard  if  he  fly  to  the 

bowers,  836. 
Oh !  but  to  see  that  head  recline,  585 
Oh !  call  it  by  some  better  name,  346. 
Oh!  come  to  me  when  daylight  sets, 

883. 
Oh !  could  we  do  with  this  wotld  of 

ours!  870. 
Oh !  days  of  youth  and  Joy  387. 
Oh,  do  not  look  so  bright  and  blest,  304 
Oh !  doubt  me  not— the  season,  847 
Oh  fklr !  oh  purest !  be  thou  the  dove, 

308. 
Oh  fbr  the  swords  of  fbrmer  time !  857. 
Oh,  guard  our  affection,  893. 
Oh!  had  we  some  bright  little  Isle  of 

our  own,  340. 
Oh!  hint  to  the  bard,  'tis  retirement 

alone,  57. 
Oh !  idol  of  my  dreams.  531. 
Oh !  Love,  Religion,  Music,  all,  539. 
Oh,  Memory,  how  coldly,  334. 
Oh,  no !  not  ev'n  when  fint  we  loved, 

881 
Oh,  say,  thou  best  and  brightest,  80S. 
Oh,  soon  return,  351. 
Oh,  stranger !  if  Anacreon's  shell,  (An- 

ibologia,)  103. 
Oh !  teach  me  to  love  thee,  303. 
Oh !  the  sight  entrancing,  aSL 
Oh  I  think  not  my  spirits  are  always  aa 

light,  830. 
Oh  think,  when  a  hero  Is  sighing;  0S7. 
Oh  thou!  of  all  creatloa  blest,  (Ode 

XXXIV.  Anacreon,)  83. 
Oh  thou!  who  dryest  the  mounai^ 

tear,  899. 
Oh,  tidings  of  freedom !   Oh,  aceeali  of 

hope!  580. 
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Oh:  where  oft  thon  dreemiogl  31S. 

Oh !  whexe*e  the  ilaTe  so  lowly,  2S0. 

Oh  woman.  If  through  linAil  wile,  130. 

Oh,  ye  dead !  S50. 

Olden  time,  the  song  of  the,  355. 

Olympns,  latest  accoonts  fhwo,  633. 

One  dear  smile,  351. 

On  one  of  those  sweet  nighu  that  oft, 

315. 
Onee  hi  each  revolving  year,  (Ode  xxr. 

Anacreon,)  78. 
One  bumper  at  parthig,  S45. 
One  day  the  Moses  twined  the  hands, 

(Ode  zx.  Anacreon,)  75. 
Oppression,  memory  and  recocd  of,  SOI. 
Orangemen  of  Ireland,  their  petition, 

558. 
Oreos,  the  heathen  priest,  731. 734. 
Orcos,  high  priest,  to  the  Prefect  De- 

cfai8,734. 
Origen,  606. 714. 
Ormozd,  of  the  ancient  Persians,  and 

his  angels,  581. 
Osiris,  or  Serapis,  681. 
Ossian,  allusions  to,  270.  S73. 
Ossian,  flragmenU  in  imitation  of,  30. 
Our  home  Is  on  the  tea,  boy,  313. 


Paddy's  Metamorphosis,  606. 

Painting,  165.  337.  371. 503. 

Palestine  and  the  river  Jordan,  410. 

Paradise  and  the  Peri,  406-413.  Criti- 
cisms of  Fadladeen  on  this  romance, 
413. 

Paradise  of  Epicurus,  681.  Offifahomet, 
536. 

Parallel,  the,  258. 

Parliament,  the  recess  of,  a  hymn,  551. 
Occasional  address,  for  the  opening 
of  the  new  Theatre  of  St.  Stephen, 
(Nov.  34, 1813.)  234.  Satirical  notice 
of  some  members  of  the  House  of 
Lords,  581—500. 505. 597.  Beport  of 
speeches  relative  to  Maynooth  Ck>l- 
lege,  635.  Exhibition  of  models  of 
the  two  Houses  of,  625. 

Passion,  306.  346.  371. 

Patrick's  Purgatory,  and  mystic  lake  in 
Donegail,  365. 

Patrons  and  Pulik,  Ace.,  633. 

Paul  the  SUentiary,  167. 366, 36^ 

Peace,  713. 

Peace  and  glory,  143. 

Peace  be  around  thee,  884. 

Peace  to  the  slnmberers !  288. 

Peace,  peace  to  him  that's  gone,  354. 

Pearls,  170. 292.  532.  Mythos  as  to  their 
production,  450, «. 

Pearis,  Irish,  363. 

Peer,  how  to  make  one's  self  a,  009. 

Peers,  batch  the  first,  568. 

Perceval,  Right  Hon.  Spencer,  on  the 
death  of,  455. 

Perfhmes  for  the  hair  and  beard,  67, «. 

Peri,  Paradise  and  the,  40ft-mi. 

Peris  and  fairies,  449i  49a  rid§  Lalla 
Konkh.fce. 

riHiwinkles,  fiscal,  567. 
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Periwhikles  and 
Persecatloii,  the  Decian,  719. 
Persia  and  the  Persians,  810, 311.   VUm 
Lalla  Bookh,  370. 453,  «<  f—nm,  Bar 
perstitious  nottons  of  this  easteni  peo- 
ple, 530. 533, ». 
Philadelphia  and  the  BchnyUdU  river, 

179. 
Phillis,  to,  130. 
PhUodemus:— '*My  Mopsa  is   Utde," 

368. 
Philosopny,  a  vision  of,  153.  ViJU  the 
classical  notes  to  this  poem,  153—155. 
Philosophy,  poems  relative  to,  treating 
of  philosophers,  ancient  and  modem, 
133. 344. 587.  Aristotie,  154,  n.  Pytha- 
goras, 154.  Democritns,  154.  Plato, 
154,11.  Epicurus,  664,11. ;  703,  et«e7. 
Alclphron,  199,  $t  teq.  Pyrrho,  133. 
Aristlppus,  141.  Zeno,  133.  Manpei^ 
tuls, «. 

Phllostratus,  a  thought  of,  imi&ted  by 
Ben  Jonson,  64, «. 

Pictures,  Italian  galleries  of,  46. 

Pigeons,  carrier,  806. 

Pilgrim,  man  a,  305. 

PUgrim,  the,  388.  StUl  thus,  when  twi- 
light gleam'd,  330. 

Planets,  the,  537, «. 

Plato,  epigram  of,  75,  n.  He  wrote  in 
bed,  503. 

Platonic  philosophy,  and  followers  of 
Plato,  153,  et  »eq. 

Pleasure  contrasted  with  pain,  890. 

Plumassler,  to  a,  (Anacreontic,)  819. 

Poco-Cnraate  Society,  the,  495.  (Sm 
Rhymes  on  the  Road.)    Song  of;  060. 

Poesy,  267. 870. 

Poet's  dream :  Dinner  of  Type  and  Co.; 
630. 

Police  reports,  case  of  Imposture,  @4. 

Political  allusions,  by  the  author,  35,  et 
«rf.;  and  Satirical  Poems,  371.  291. 
See  "  The  Fudge  FUnliy,"  538,  et  aeq. ; 
63n,  et  teq.  See  the  Satirical  Poems, 
547,  «cc  SeeMlaobil--eX,ttpa»Hm. 
For  the  poet's  allusions  to  the  afRdrs 
of  N.  America  and  of  Firance,  »ee  161 
—187. 

Political  and  Satirical  Poems,  455,  ace. 

Politician,  how  to  make  a  good,  566. 

Politics,  Irish,  allusions  to,  89  §t  geq. 
See  547—636)  et  paeeinu 

Polycrates  of  Samos,  50. 

Poor  broken  flower,  346. 

Porcelain  and  China.  450. 453. 

Porte,  Ode  to  the  Sublime,  563. 

Power,  Mr.  Richard,  48. 

Prayer  of  Mahometans,  411. 

Press  the  grape,  and  let  It  pour,  110. 

"Press,  the,"  newspaper,  30. 

Priestess  of  the  Moon,  687. 

Prologue,  spoken  at  the  opening  of  the 
Kilkenny  Theatre,  OctoU>r,  1809,  513. 

Proxy,  how  to  write  by,  575. 

Psaphon,  his  birds  taught  to  pronounce 
his  name,  501. 

Psyche,  135. 147.  543. 

Puck,  song  of  old,  623. 

Pnlr,  profligate  Londoners,  S90. 

Purgatory,  533. 


Pot  ofiTth*  vutel  veil,  Bor,  < 

Pyramids  of  Uemphla,  670, 

the  Lady  of  the  Pyramid, 


Quadrilles,  544.    Eplseopal 

auakers,  651. 

Quarteriy  Review,  the,  5E 
flections  addressed  to  tl 
the  article  of  **  the  Choi 
635 

Quick!  we  have  bat  a  sea 


Raise  the  buckler,  poise  tbi 
Raphael,  his  FomsLrlna,  5QC 
Rawdon,  to  the  Lady  Chi 

the  banks  of  the  St.  La 

Romance  of  the  Indtaa  G 
Reason,  143. 847.  S81.  348. : 
Reason,  Folly,  sund  Beauty, 
Red  Fox,  the,  30. 
Redbreast,  the.  Id  Deeembi 
Rector  and  his  curate,  tbe, 
Reform,  notions  on,  601. 
Religion,  the  **  Sacred  Sooj 
Religion  and  trade,  698. 
Religion  in  the  East,  Brsdu 

{See  Lalla  Rookh.) 
ReliglouB  emblems  and  typ 

tolerance**  satirized,  liM, 

Toleration,  310,  et  piuHm 
Remember  him  thoo    lee 

108. 
Remember  the  time  Id  I 

shades,  351. 
Remember  thee !  854. 
Remonstrance,  addressed  1 

Russell,  after  a  convrraai 

he  had  intimated  some  I 

up  all  political  pursnits, 
Resemblance,  the :  Tes,  U 

common  love,  196. 
Reuben  and  Rose,  100. 
Revenue,  decimating,  ^nd  d 

metie,  567. 
Reverend  Pamphleteer,  th 
Reverends  and  Right  Re% 

lutions  passed  at  a  meel 
Reynolds,  Mr.  Thomas,  45 
Rbodope,  676.    Fable  of 

the  Pyramid,  676. 
Rhymes  on  the  Road,  ej 

the  Journal  of  a  travellli 

the  Poco-Coiante  Sock 
v495. 
Rich  and  rare  wen  the  ge 

331. 
Rich  in  bliss,  I  pnrndfy 

Lxvn.  Anacreon,)  99. 
Ring,  the;  a  tale  of  Rupert 
Ring,  the :— The  happy  d< 

arrived,  188. 
Ring,  the:— No,    Lady!   ] 

the  ring,  186. 
Rings  and  Seals,  15a 
Ripen'd  by  the  solar  bean 

AnacreonJOSw 
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BlfiU  ToplM  >-Aii  EztnTafann,  618. 

Sea,  the  Old  Man  of  the,  SOS.    ABe- 

Greece,"  300—335.    Songs  flrom  the 

loeke.  Sir  Boyle,  hit  Uamlen,  57S. 

flection  at,  113. 

Greek  Anthology,  960-360.    Unpnb- 

lock,  OKptelB,  hU  epistle  to  Lord  Lynd- 

8m  yoo,  benMth  yon  cloud  m  dark 

Ushed  songs,  Ace,  309-373.    Occa- 

hnnt, «35.    His  letter  to  Teiry  Alt, 

180. 

sional  songs,  614.  660.    Songs  flmn 

OS. 

8m  the  dawn  flrom  hmven,  880. 

"*  M.  P.,  or  the  Blue  Stocking,**  050— 

058.    Songs  of  the  Church,  No.  l,08iL 

to  Puis,  44.    «M  the  Dedkattons  to 

Sephiroths  or  Splendors  of  the  Cabala, 

Sovereign,  a  golden,  54a 

540,  a. 

Sovereign  woman,  a  ballad,  001. 

Boom,  artitts  at,  40.'  The  Palatine 

Sepulture,  ancient  Egyptian  mode  of. 

Soul,  the,  085. 

llomt,47. 

on. 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o*er  Egypt's 

Bokaby,  allnalou  to,  900.  SIS. 

Senphim,  538. 

dark  sea,  300. 

BoBalka,  the,  danced  in  Zee,  331,  «l 

Senpls,  the  god,  081. 

Southoy,  to  Robert,  Esq.,  Announce- 

•if. 

Seth,  traditions  relative  to  the  patri- 

ment of  a  new  Thalaba,  015. 

BoBialdldric  to  the  Cuate  of,  005. 

arch,  538. 

Speculation,  a,  519. 

Boiideaii.-^Good  night!  good  night r* 

Shalimar  Palace,  the,  449. 453. 

Speeches,  a  Corrected  report  of  some 

IB. 

ShaU  the  harp  then  be  sUent,  960. 

late,  597. 

Bon,  to^  ISO. 

Shamrock,  oh  the,  844. 

Spencer,  Hon.W.  R.,  linn  addiessed 

Bon,  to,  written  daring  illaen,  114. 

Shannon,  stanns  ftom  the  banks  of 

to  him  from  Bnflalo  and  Lake  Erie, 

Bon,  to^  04.1901 

the,  584 

in  N.  America,  181. 

BoMorOuhnere,44S. 

She  U  far  ftom  the  |ind  where  her 

Spirit  of  Joy,  thy  altar  Ues,  050. 

Bon,  the  Alpine,  967. 

yonng  hero  sleeps,  9^9. 

Spirit,  the  Indian,  (or  N.  American,)  184. 

Bom,  the,  and  tnmmer  bee,  SOL 

She  never  lookM  so  kind  l«fore,  118. 

Spirit  of  Love,  whoM  locks  BnroU*d, 

BonorthedenrtlSSS. 

She  song  of  love,  SOS. 

(Ode  Lzzv.  Anacreon,)  101. 

She  has  beauty,  but  still  youmut  kmp 

Spirit  of  the  Woods,  the  Evil^--8oog^ 

BoM,theyoang.3S8. 

your  heart  cool,  348. 

180. 

Bow-lrae,thepNCty,SI7. 

Sheridan,  Right  Hon.  Richard  Briniley. 

Spring  and  Autumn,  900. 308. 

Bom  in  Benin  Ud,  the  ^-Connndrwn, 

Lines  OB  the  death  of,  450.  His  char- 

St. Lawreace,  river,  183,  184 ;  the  Golf 

UO. 

acter  described,  457.    Intended  Life 

of,  WO. 

BoMi,  the,  FMtlTal  of  the  Scattering  oC 

oCSO. 

St.  Senanus  and  the  Lady,  857. 

Star  of  the  Waters,  Sothis,  090. 

NUe,440.    AttarGQl,453. 

Shield,  the,  113. 

Stars,  some  of  the  poet's  allusions  to 

BoMf,  poUtleal,  S97,  a. 

Shine  out,  start,  3n. 

the,  939. 989,  990.  300.  390.  398.  33L 

Ship  a-hoy !— Song,  37. 

373. 587. 539. 605. 

night,  964. 

Ships  and  wrecks,  101.  107,  108.  TS& 

Steersman's  song,  the,  175. 

Bow  genay  hete,  S67. 

895.305. 

Rnbl,  the  Mcond  Angel,  590.  BU  Story, 

Ships,  the  meeting  of  the,  343. 

496. 

m. 

Sbiras  wine,  450. 

Stevenson,  Sir  John,  poetical  tribute  to^ 

Should  thoM  fond  hopes,  881. 

87L    5MaX«0  39,a.S7S.SOO,9O()^9OL 

Shrine,  the.  111. 

904.907. 

Silence,  emblem  of,  968. 

Still,  Uke  dew  in  sUenee  flUUng,  968. 

514. 

SUeuM  is  in  our  festal  halls,  871. 

Still  thou  fliest,  and  still  I  woo  tbm, 

Banian  lover,  the:— FleeUy  o'er  the 

Silence,  chain  of,  SSS,  a. 

371. 

SImonides,  epitaphs  on  Anacreon  by, 

Still  when  daylight  o*er  the  wave,  360. 

103.  a. 

Storm  at  sea,  lines  written  in  a,  168. 

S 

Sin,  593. 535. 

Stronger,  the  heart-wounded,  340. 

Sinn  first  thy  word,  905. 

Strai%ford,  to  Lord ;  written  on  board 

Sing,  swMt  harp,  807. 

the  Phaeton  frigate,  off  the  Auras, 

waidTnito  Daltoo,  E«|.,  907. 

Sing,  sing,  music  was  given,  SGO. 

16L 

flaU  on,  nil  on,  thoo  fearlen  bark,  857. 

Sinking  Fund  cried,  550. 

Strew  me  a  fragrant  bed  of  toaves,  (Ode 

8iilorboy,*tltday,968. 

Sinners,  900. 

J  xxxn.  Anacreon,)  81. 

Sublime  was  the  warning  that  liberty 

0ibBagUBdl,9O7. 

SIrmio,  peninsnia  at,  510. 

Slumber,  oh  slumber!  if  sleeping  thou 

spoke,  835. 

<|aoted,  00,11. 

mak'st,S03 

Solplcia,  Tibullus  to,  516. 

0appho,lyTeor,315.    Legends  of  L011- 

Slumber,  poetical  allusions  to,  982. 

Summer  clouds,  531. 

cadia,390. 

Smile,  one  dear,  351. 

Summer  F£te,  the,  306. 

0arpl,naPsolo.SOO. 

Smoothly    flowing    through    verdant 

Satirical  and  PoUtleal  Poems,  455,  Ice 

vales,  313. 

Sunday  Ethics,  a  Scotch  ode,  500. 

Bay,  what  ihaU  be  our  sport  to^yl 

Snake,  the,  119. 

SurpriM.  the,  181. 

981 

Snow  Spirit,  the>-No,  ne*er  did  the 

Susan,  656. 

8qr.  what  shaU  we  danM  Y  944. 

wave  In  Its  element  stMp^  ITS. 

8waUow,the,713. 

flBDspde,  the;  a  PhlUMophical  Satirs, 

80  warmly  we  met,  980. 

SwaBS.theMuM*s,317 

Soliman,  throne  of,  was  called  the  Star 

SwMt  is  your  kiss,  my  Lais  dear,  107. 

phy,andthePyrrhoalsts,  IfO.   The 

of  the  Genii,  379. 

SwMt  lady,  look  not  thus  again,  119L 

Satlie,  800-903. 

Some  mortals  there  may  be,  m  wIm  cr 

SwMt  spirit !  if  thy  airy  sleeps  110. 

SkapUdsni,  548. 

so  fine,  311. 

BDOd,  Sir  Walter,  hU  nrasleal  taste,  90. 

Swings,  an  Eastern  pastime  and  nm- 

laforasting  scene  at  the  Edlaboigh 

ven  In  Mr.  Moore*s  poems  >-]07, 108, 

ciM,443. 

tlMatie,97. 

100. 115. 195,  4ui.    Many  eariy  songs 

Sword,  the  warrior's,  857. 861  807.  SNb 

tel9Cnw,theBeiy,9Q8. 

occur  ftom  ^  105-150. 9»-ff78.  310, 

Sylph*s  Bali,  the,  513. 

fcrtHiii,  wooldM  thoa  glad  my  seal. 

911.313,314.315  310, 917,  Ice    Songs 

Sylphs  and  Gnomes,  539,  B. 

(Oia¥.ABaaeoa,)00. 

8yra,holyfoBBtoC98S. 
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T 

Thou,  whose  soft  and  rosy  hoes,  (Oda 

•Twaa  in  a  noek 

XVI.  Anacreon,)  73. 

(Odexxz-Anaa 

Thou  bidd*st  me  sing  the  Uy  I  sung  to 

'Twas  Bight,  and  ■ 

Tables  of  Stone,  the  Seven,  687. 

thee,  363. 

(Ode  xxxvn.  An 

Take  back  the  sigh,  143. 

*Twas  noon  of  nl| 

Take  fcaek  the  virgin  page,  Sa. 

Though  sacred  the  tie  that  our  country 

pole,  (Ode  xxxiK 

T&ke  hence  the  bowl,  S90. 

entwineth,  658. 

'Twasoneof  tho« 

Tar  barrels,  thoughts  on,  604. 

Though  sorrow  long  has  worn  my 

'Twaa  when   the 

heart,  117. 

prime,  528. 

Tear,  the,  119.  S99. 339. 

Though  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin,  331. 

•Twas  but  for  a  im 

Tears,  301, 303.  347. 368. 

Though  *tU  all  but  a  dream  at  the  best. 

time,  186. 

Tears,  poetical  allosions  to,  S85.  S90. 

391. 

Twin'st  thou  wit 

389.306. 

Through  grief  and  through  danger,  838. 

browt  367. 

Thus  have  I  charm*d  with  visionary 

Twopenny  Poai-fai 

Tell   me,  gentle  youth,  I  pray  thee, 

Uy.185. 

the  Younger,  tfK 

(Ode  n.  Anacroon.)  68. 

Thy  harp  may  sing  of  Troy's  alarms. 

phenWoolrichf^, 

Tell  me  not  of  Joys  above,  414. 

(Ode  XXVI.  Anacreon,)  79. 

&ce,803.    The 

Tell  me  why,  my  sweetest  dove,  (Ode 

Thy  song  has  taught  my  heart  to  feel. 

— Ftom  >k»   Pi 

XV.  Anacreon,)  71. 

139 

Wales  to  Lady  ] 

Temples,  Lake  of  the,  664. 

TibnUustoSulpicla,516. 

e«rl.,905.    Froi 

Thalaba,  announcement  of  a  new,  to 

Tlghe,  to  Mrs.  Henry,  on  reading  her 

?  Leckie,  Emq^ 

Mr.Soathey,615. 

Psyche,  135. 

Pcft'iacfipt,  207. 

That  wrinkle,  when  first  I  espied  it,  110. 

LordYarmoiith, 

Temple,  the,  at  Jerusalem,  303. 305. 

341.345.384.387.393.541. 

the  Rt.  Hon.  Pai 

The  bird,  let  loose  in  Eastern  skies,  296. 

rru  gone,  and  forever,  the  light  we 

Bt  Hon.  Sir  Job 

The  garland  I  send  thee,  896. 

saw  breaking,  351. 

808     fEnclosIni 

The  more  I  viewM  thU  world,  515. 

*Tls  sweet  to  think,  that  where'er  we 

Argumeni  again 

The  Phrygian  rock  that  braves  the 

rove,  338. 

From  the  Count 

storm,  (Ode  xni.  Anacreon,)  76. 

*'  ms  the  vhie !  'tU  the  vine  !**  said  the 

iMUtN^  809. 

The  sky  is  bright,  the  breeze  U  fair. 

cup-loving  boy,  335. 

From  Abdailah  1 

318. 

*Tls  true,  my  fading  years  decline,  ^C  de 

san  in  Ispahan, 

The  song  that  lightens  our  languid  way, 

XLvn.  Anacreon,)  89. 

Lackington  tt  C 

657. 

'TIS  time,  I  feel,  to  leave  thee  now,  153. 

Ur  vn.,  211.    I 

The  time  Fve  lost  in  wooing,  350. 

'TIS  the  last  rose  of  summer,  345. 

Skefllngloi: 

The  turf  shall  be  thy  ftagrant  shrine, 

Tithe  case,  late,  606. 

312.    Appendix 

300. 

Tithe,  song  of  the  departing  Spirit  oi; 

-316. 

The  women  tell  me  every  day,  (Ode 

581. 

TyroleseSongofl 

vn.  Anacreon,)  67. 

To  all  that  breathe  the  air  of  heaven. 

ery  bosom  bonn< 

The  world  had  Just  begun  to  steal,  115. 

(Ode  xxnr.  Anacreon,)  78. 

The  world  was  hushed,  361. 

To  ladles'  eyes  around,  855. 

The  wreath  you  wove,  115. 

To  Love  and  Bacchus  ever  young,  61,  n. 

Thee,  thee,  only  thee,  360. 

To  Love,  the  soft  and  blooming  child, 

Unbind  thee,  love. 

Then  Are  thee  well,  881. 

(Ode  Lxm.  Anacreon,)  96. 

Up  and  march !  th< 

Then  first  firom  love,  371. 

To  my  Shadow,  Ml. 

Up,  sailor  boy,  'tis 
Upwith  the  spark] 

Theocritus,  in  praise  of  Anacreon,  103, 

To  sigh,  yet  feel  no  pain,  656. 

«. 

rheora  of  Alexandria,  and  her  daughter 

(Ode  Lxvi.  Anacreon,)  98. 

Alethe,6g6.    Death  of  a  mother,  701. 

To-day,  dearest,  is  ours,  345. 

There  are  sounds  of  mirth,  869. 

To  see  thee  every  day  that  came,  15& 

Thicre  comes  a  time,  883.                    . 

To  weave  a  garland  for  the  rose,  366. 

Valerian,  the  emp 

There  Is  a  bleak  desert,  305. 

Too  plain,  alas,  my  doom  is  spoken, 

Valletort,  to  CaroU 

There*s  something  strange :  S^ffo  Svngt 

394. 

ten  at  Lacock  AJ 

370. 

Torch  ofUberty,  the,  487. 

518, 

They  know  not  my  heart,  965. 

Tories,  destructive  propositions  of  the. 

VaUeyofVisiona. 

They  may  rail  at  thU  life,  356. 

630. 

Valley,  the  uneqiu 

They  met  but  once  in  youth's  sweet 

Van,  the  Euthanai 

hour,  361. 

453. 

Variety,  107. 

They  tell  how  Atys,  wild  with  love. 

Tory,  mad,  and  the  comet,  596. 

Veil,  the  sUver,  371 

(Ode  xn.  Anacreon,)  60. 

Tory  Pledges,  603. 

Veiled  Prophet  of] 

They  tell  us  of  an  Indian  tree,  519. 

Tory,  Doctor,  and  Doctor  Whig,  604. 

Venice,  former  gj 

They  tell  me  ihou'rt  the  fiivor*d  guest. 

Translations.    Sm  Horace,  Anthology, 

against  the  Turk 

358. 

dec 

cal  oligarchy,  50( 

They  wove  the  lotus  band  to  deck, 

Tribune,  the  young,  721. 733. 

fell  a  retribution 

(Ode  LX1X.  Anacreon,)  99. 

Trinity  College,  Dublin,  an  examination 

Venus,  poetical  a] 

Think  on  that  look  whose  melting  ray, 

political,  33,  «t  teq. 

de8s,366. 

137. 

Tripe,  tout  pour  la,  571. 

Venus,  the  planet. 

Those  evening  bells !  380. 

Truth,  351. 303. 365. 

Venus  Anadyomen 

Thou  art,  0  God,  the  Ufe  and  light! 

Truth  characterised,  293.  305. 733. 

Venus  Papyria,  548 

29V. 

Tnckt  Bullioan,  mountain,  443,  a. 

Vlrgli  of  Delphi,  tfc 

Thou  art  not  dead,  330.                            Tulip,  said  to  be  of  TurkUh  extracUon,  | 

Virtue,  163. 170. 

Thoa  lov*st  no  oiore,  394. 

1 

Vishnu,  57L 

n 
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TUoD*  a  ^y  tbe  authu  of  Clubtabelj 

Vaitnfi)  t  Kl3a»  nndcnd  by  Mn. , 

Voleui ,  benr  yoor  |1af too*  tidk,  (Ods 


WaJtfi  tli*e,  toy  d^tf— Hiy  dwatnlDtt 

355. 
WaJte  up,  iw«l  HHJ^ody  !  a5&, 
WaJe^t  Pnoeesa  ChwlQEte  of,  305,  <!  Jif , 
VV&KoajAUC.  443,11, 
WftlLi  Duet,  314 

War  B£ainit  B«])y1oD !  30r7. 
Wu*'!  hJeb-soQudlof  hftrp,  3Dfl 
W&nkjf,  ttw  dying,  SB. 
WtublD|tos*  ^Ity  of,  ftad  Lhe  Auitrrtaui 

dreiv,  dtCt  ]7S>.  178.  et  tiq. 
WnlcbiDftD,  th«  ;  4  G1e«i  INl. 
Wdlorl  w  coin.  adTUJ'lli^eiit  of  n  inl»- 

i^  or  loat,  5S5. 

Ws  rtjaij!  ibe  flying  eoiu%er*ii 

(Ode  «vii.  AbacreoD.)  ^, 
Weep,  chlJdrti)  of  Ijirwll  30C 
We»p  not  for  thcw?  whotn  tb«  tdU  of 

the  (omb,  Ml. 
Weep  OQ I  wei*p  ^m  \  yotu  boiGr  l«  put, 

S4J. 
Wneplii^  far  tbefl,  my  lovt,  ibroi^li  ibe 

loDf  day,  33L 
W«tcoine,  tweet  blrd^  tbn]ragli  tbe  luu- 

Dj  air  wLnglog:f333, 
WeiU  peace  to  ihy  be^n,  thoogh  utoth- 

ert  It  be,  ITl, 
Wallr  tb«  Holy,  aUegwd  mlncnlont  ap- 

peiLFaj>e#  of  ib*  nnxm  nlgbt  amj  day 

ill  lb«,  393. 
Wcllinf  lun  Spi^  (be,  619* 
WelUogion,  Field  Manhal  iha  IhU«  of« 

34.  EeloforccineDii  far  lUiti,  996«,  Bit 

Grai:«  apd  ibe  HknUl«n,  S3T.  596, 
WelltngUiDt  NapoleoH,  abd  Waterloo^ 

5*3.533; 
Wi^n;  not  Ibe  sluM  MaryV  taaji,  30L 
Wliat'i  my  Ibouf bt  ILkc  1  1£20. 
Wliat  ibaU  I  sing  thee  T  343, 
WlkaC  the  befi  !■  lo  ihe  floweretf  ^13- 
Wlua  Bttccliui,  Jove^i  ipimoital  boy, 

(Od*  iLii,  AoacfeoK,)  8tl* 
Wben^caiUpg  many  a  looJE  bekind,  Ui. 
Wben  cotd  ^n  the  eanb  LUu  clia  Mend 

(hon  ba*t  loi-«4L  2^. 
When  CopJid  leei  how  tbiekly  oow, 

(Ode  LxrviiE*  AnacreoD,}  IDL 
tV^D.  evening  ibadei  ar«  falling,  3Q€- 
Wlim  Ant  that  BCtlle,  ^^ 
Wbea  dfil;  1  iDct  thee  warm  and  yoaof, 

24.919. 
Wb^n  gold,  as  fl^et  aj  ^pbyr^e  plnloa, 

(Od«  tiTin.  Ao^iUvun,)  SKI. 
WWbii  be  who  adara  tbea  tiai  leA  tel 


Wbea  1  bebotd  the  fesilTfl  tnuD,  <Ode 

Ltti,  AsacnooJ  91, 
Whea  I  loved  yon,  1  can^t  bat  allow, 

Wben  LoTo  b  Idnd^  900, 

Wbea  Love,  reckM  by  fail  nwther,  SCQ, 

Wben  alibi  brlagt  the  bonr*  !tS& 

Wben  Lof«  wu  a  child,  SSSb 

When  my  tbfnty  eoul  I  ttecp,  (izye 

xi.rni«  AsacEvcm,)  68» 
When  Spring  adomt  tbe  dewy  tc^ne, 

{Ddfl  iLr  Aaacnnn.)  §0* 
When  o'er  tbe  iLl«nt  taai  alone,  ^13. 
When  tbe  Ant  iuoimfer  bee,  SOL 
Wben  the  wioe^ap  U  tniiliiig  beforo 

us,  SSL 
When  tban  «haVt  wander,  WB, 
When  ifae  lad  word  *'  Adieu,"  307. 
When  ihob  art  nlgh^  it  sccma^  363. 
When  to  uid  mujlc  iMeot  you  llitcn, 

3G5. 
When  on  the  Hp  Iho  iLgb  delaj-i,  345- 
Whea  Ibfoagh  Ufe  qh bleat  we  rove, 

S30. 
When  Ibroqgb  ihe  Plax»tl4,  S89l 
Wbeb   Tlme^  wbo  steaU  oai   yean 

away^  1Q8. 
Wlien  weoited  wretebn  link  id  ile#p, 

190. 
Wben  wine  t  qnaSi  before  Dif  cfea, 

(Ode  L.  AtiHcreoD,)  9(1- 
WheneVr  I  lee  tbo4«  «mlllaf  eyei,  SU5. 
When  twilight  dewi  are  fallJiig  nofXt 

353, 
JIThen  'mldtt  the  gay  i  meet,  352 
Wbeie  Id  tbe  heajtibatwoaldaotglve, 

Wben  an  the  rlitone,  SflU 

Wben  b  yoar  dwclUnit  ye  nlnEad^ 

30& 
Where  Bhall  we  bury  oof  thame  1  5&L 
Whig.  Dr.t  and  Dr.  Tory,  theli  ewial- 

tatloa,  G04. 
WhUe  gntlhg  oa  the  moon*!  tight,  337« 
While  our  irusy  Oileli  abed,  (Ode  xuu, 

Aaacrmiin,)  87. 
While  we  lovoke  Ibe  wreathed  ipriag, 

(Ode  LIT.  Apacnon  J  V%. 
Who  tDJiiei  lo  grmcefutty,  SK. 
Who  li  the  inald  my  spirit  leekt,  268. 
Who^li  bay  my  lovo-knoltt  283, 
IVbo'll  buy  ?  'tU  Folly'e  ihop,  3|fl. 
Whfii«  wai  the  artist  band  that  sprvad, 

(Ode  LTn.  Anureoa.)  04. 
Why  does  axare  deck  the  iky  1  Bl. 
Why  doea  i-be  bo  long  del&y  t  3GT, 
Wind  thy  K«m,  my  banter  bay,  S03, 
Wlno-cup  U  circling,  the,  270. 
Wine,  prntie  of,  in  IjiUa  Rcoith,  4^. 

4^^.     Sn  oImo  other  poems  and  longv 

S35. 234.  S45.  £5^.  SCQ.  967,  i^.  29U^ 

SOL  2Sa     WUdotn,  M4.  SSO,  23L 
Wit,  335,    The  quiver  of,  »44. 
With  all  my  iK^al,  then,  let  ai  part,  113* 
With  twenty  chordi  my  l^'re  li  bong, 

(Ode  itJi,  Aaacreon«>  lOO, 
Within  thji  gobhit,  rlcb  and  lieep,  (Ode 

Wo,  wo  tinto  him  !  571.  | 


Womftn,  17D,  2W.  333. 339. 53T,  5Sa^  5ae» 

Woman :— Away,  away-^ofa*Fe  all  tb* 
laine,  153, 

Wonder,  the,  121, 

Woodi  and  Fqrbli,  Ode  to  Ihf*,  57V 

Woodpeekur,  the :  I  fcnew  by  ibe  i 

that  10  gmcerotly  co^rd,  163, 
WoTiJ  awaked  my  htart,  thy,  30S, 
WrirM,  the  rFubLonnblc,  30i[i, 
World  liall  a  t^reiiagahciw,  this,  390. 
lVor)d,  when  aliread  le  the^  SM. 
IVoald  that  1  wen  it  finefaS  lyn,  (Oda 

X.JLXVU,  AnacrcDp,)  ifJl, 
Wreath  Ibe  bowl,  ^m. 
Wroath  and  tbe  Chain,  the,  143. 
Wiite  on,  write  on,  ye  Barooi  deefi^ei* 


Y th.  Earl  of,  ISA.    Letter  Bjfdieeied 

to.  by  Thomnn  Brown  tbe  Younger, 
SOT.  Some  rcmaitu  on  the  »ame,  S17. 
93L«S3,  £14. 

Yeari  bave  pau'd,  old  Aleiid,alncfl  we^ 

YeBiet),  and  (he  nit  af  Aiahla,  aUoded 

to,  417,  Mt  ttf. 
Yes,  be  the  glortont  nvel  mlae^  (CM« 

xut.  AnacreoD,;  iM, 
Yes— loving  li  a  palufbl  thrill,  (Ode 

^xiK,  AaaettDbJ  W. 
Ye>,  ud  one  of  Zion,  If  cloMly  reiem^ 

biing,  esa 

Yes,  y«^  whea  (he  bloom  of  Love'i 

boyhood  li  Q*cr.  3QS. 
Vou  n«id  lE  In  tbe«e  ipell-boand  eyea, 

100. 
Yoa  bid  ma  explahi,  my  deer  iogry 

Bfa'abiieile,  SO^, 
Yoq    teHiembcr   El  leu,   nor   hamlet  i 

pride,  24T, 
You  who  WDuld  try,  {vidt  the  Eplen- 

reao,)  078. 
Young  LoTe,  290. 338^ 
Yoang  Lov^e  lived  ouce  Id  an  han)hl« 

>h?^o5(j. 
Youth,  poetical  allutlonj  to^  385,  36(7. 

313, 
Youth^tendearini  tharms  ai«  0od,  fOd* 

HI,  Aabfreon,)  fi!7. 
Youth  and  Age,  33E, 
Youth  and  Death,  G7G. 


Zaraph,S30,    Ulstvlde,  54L 
Zea,  or  Ceoa,  Itlaod  of  the  ArehlpeSsfo : 
Bcene  of  the  Fiat  Kvenlng  In  Greece, 

Zell&n,  klog  ofp  hli  ruby,  450,  a, 
Zallca,    Mtt   ^^Tho  Veiled    Proplwt  of 

KhorBj«n,"  3781,  tt  Hf. 
ZlDges  aod  the  Z,lpgluL%  44L 
Zkm,  293, 301, 
Zodiac,  the,  533.  WL 
Zone  of  beUa  of  ai)  i]»dl*a  ituidai  |li|, 

44a. 
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